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Elizabethan London — Middleton’s birthplace
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Map of Westminster in Elizabethan times
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Another view of Elizabethan Westminster
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Middleton’s father owned property adjoining the Curtain Theatre in Shoreditch




THE PHOENIX
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The Phoenix was written c. 1603-04 and first performed by the acting company The Children of Paul’s, one of the most prominent theatre troupes during the Elizabethan and Jacobean eras. Though St. Paul’s Cathedral had featured a boys’ choir since the 12th century, it was not until the 16th century that they formed a dramatic group. The troupe quickly became a popular choice of the Court, until they were banned from performing for a decade between 1590 and 1600. They began acting again in productions at the start of the 17th century, only to cease to be active by 1606. Children of Paul’s performed Middleton’s play at Court before King James I on 20 February 1604, but it was not entered into the Stationers’ Register until 9 May 1607. The first quarto was published by the bookseller Arthur Johnson in late 1607 and more than twenty years later Richard Meighen issued a second quarto. 

The play is often categorised as a City comedy: a genre of satirical drama based on ordinary London life, revealing the metropolis as a place of vice, degradation and idiocy; such plays often parody certain theatrical conventions such as characters in disguise and noble and honourable sons wishing to regain their fortunes from unscrupulous family members. While Middleton’s play lacks London as its location, the characters tend to exhibit similar behaviours to those present in dramas set in the capital in the early 17th century.  The first City comedies appeared at the end of the 16th century and continued to be staged until the closing of the theatres in 1642 at the start of the English Civil War. 

The Phoenix opens with the Duke of Ferrara proposing that his virtuous son and heir, Phoenix, should be sent away to travel in order to gain the necessary experience for him to rule after his father’s demise. Phoenix confides in his loyal servant, Fidelio, that he intends to remain in the kingdom, but disguise himself so he can learn the truth about the vices and abuses committed by the subjects. The young man and his servant soon discover much dubious and immoral behaviour, including Proditor’s plan to murder the Duke and his son, the Captain’s attempts to sell his wife and the corrupt justice of the peace Falso’s many troubling schemes and endeavours. Middleton’s work particularly lampoons and satirises the nefarious manner in which the legal system could be abused and corrupted by unscrupulous people that wished to increase their personal wealth.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

The DUKE of Ferrara
INFESTO, a lord
LUSSURIOSO, a lord
PRODITOR, a lord
NOBLES
Prince PHOENIX, the Duke’s son
FIDELIO, his servant
NIECE to Falso
THREE SOLDIERS of the sea
The CAPTAIN, Castiza’s husband
CASTIZA, Fidelio’s mother
The GROOM of an inn
SUITORS to Tangle
TANGLE, a lawyer
The JEWELLER’S WIFE, Falso’s daughter
Her BOY
The KNIGHT
His LACKEY
SUITORS to Falso
FALSO, a justice
LATRONELLO, his servant
FURTIVO, his servant
TWO GENTLEMEN, friends of Falso’s brother
SERVANT to Proditor
FUCATO, Falso’s servant
CONSTABLE and OFFICERS
QUIETO, a reformed lawyer
Quieto’s BOY
MAID to the Jeweller’s Wife
GENTLEMAN, a reveller
A DRAWER
 




Act I Scene 1.
 

A chamber in the palace of the Duke of Ferrara
 

Enter the old Duke of Ferrara, nobles, Proditor, Lussurioso, and Infesto, with attendants.
 

DUKE
My lords,
Know that we, far from any natural pride,
Or touch of temporal sway, have seen our face
In our grave council’s foreheads, where doth stand
Our truest glass, made by time’s wrinkled hand.
We know we’re old; my days proclaim me so.
Forty-five years I’ve gently ruled this dukedom;
Pray heaven it be no fault,
For there’s as much disease, though not to th’ eye,
In too much pity as in tyranny.
 

INFESTO
Your grace hath spoke it right.
 

DUKE
I know that life
Has not long course in me; ‘twill not be long
Before I show that kings have mortal bodies
As well as subjects. Therefore, to my comfort,
And your successful hopes, I have a son
Whom I dare boast of — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Whom we all do boast of;
A prince elder in virtues than in years.
 

INFESTO
His judgment is a father to his youth.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] Ay, ay, would he were from court!
 

INFESTO
Our largest hopes grow in him.
 

PRODITOR
And ’tis the greatest pity, noble lord,
He is untraveled.
 

LUSSURIOSO
’Tis Indeed, my lord.
 

PRODITOR
Had he but travel to his time and virtue — 
[Aside] Oh, he should ne’er return again!
 

DUKE
It shall be so: what is in hope begun
Experience quickens; travel confirms the man,
[Who] else lives doubtful, and his days oft sorry;
Who’s rich in knowledge has the stock of glory.
 

PRODITOR
Most true, my royal lord.
 

DUKE
Someone attend our son.
 

Enter Prince [Phoenix], attended by Fidelio
 

INFESTO
See, here he comes, my lord.
 

DUKE
Oh, you come well.
 

PHOENIX
’Tis always my desire, my worthy father.
 

DUKE
Your serious studies, and those fruitful hours
That grow up into judgment, well become
Your birth, and all our loves; I weep that you are my son,
But virtuously I weep, the more my gladness.
We have thought good and meet by the consent
Of these our nobles, to move you toward travel,
The better to approve you to yourself,
And give your apter power foundation:
To see affections actually presented,
E’en by those men that owe them, yield[s] more profit,
Ay, more content, than singly to read of them,
Since love or fear make writers partial.
The good and free example which you find
In other countries, match it with your own,
The ill to shame the ill, which will in time
Fully instruct you how to set in frame
A kingdom all in pieces.
 

PHOENIX
Honour’d father,
With care and duty I have listened to you.
What you desire, in me it is obedience:
I do obey in all, knowing for right,
Experience is a kingdom’s better sight.
 

PRODITOR
Oh, ’tis the very luster of a prince.
Travel! ’Tis sweet and generous.
 

DUKE
He that knows how to obey, knows how to reign;
And that true knowledge have we found in you.
Make choice of your attendants.
 

PHOENIX
They’re soon chose;
Only this man, my lord, a loving servant of mine.
 

DUKE
What, none but he?
 

PHOENIX
I do entreat no more;
For that’s the benefit a private gentleman
Enjoys beyond our state, when he notes all,
Himself unnoted.
For, should I bear the fashion of a prince,
I should then win more flattery than profit;
And I should give ‘em time and warning then
To hide their actions from me: if I appear a sun,
They’ll run into the shade with their ill deeds,
And so prevent me.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] A little too wise, a little too wise to live long.
 

DUKE
You have answered us with wisdom: let it be.
Things private are best known through privacy.
 

Exeunt. Manet Phoenix and Fidelio.
 

PHOENIX
Stay you, my elected servant.
 

FIDELIO
My kind lord.
 

PHOENIX
The duke my father has a heavy burden
Of years upon him.
 

FIDELIO
My lord, it seems so, for they make him stoop.
 

PHOENIX
Without dissemblance he is deep in age;
He bows unto his grave. I wonder much
Which of his wild nobility it should be — 
For none of his sad council has a voice in’t — 
Should so far travel into his consent
To set me over into other kingdoms
Upon the stroke and minute of his death?
 

FIDELIO
My lord, ’tis easier to suspect them all,
Than truly to name one.
 

PHOENIX
Since it is thus,
By absence I’ll obey the duke my father
And yet not wrong myself.
 

FIDELIO
Therein, my lord,
You might be happy twice.
 

PHOENIX
So it shall be;
I’ll stay at home and travel.
 

FIDELIO
Would your grace
Could make that good!
 

PHOENIX
I can. And indeed a prince need no[t] travel farther than his own kingdom, if he apply himself faithfully, worthy the glory of himself and expectation of others. And it would appear far nobler industry in him to reform those fashions that are already in his country than to bring new ones in which have neither true form nor fashion; to make his court an owl, city an ape, and the country a wolf preying upon the ridiculous pride of either. And therefore I hold it a safer stern upon this lucky advantage, since my father is near his setting, and I upon the eastern hill to take my rise, to look into the heart and bowels of this dukedom, and in disguise mark all abuses ready for reformation or punishment.
 

FIDELIO
Give me but leave unfeignedly to admire you,
Your wisdom is so spacious and so honest.
 

PHOENIX
So much have the complaints and suits of men seven, nay, seventeen years neglected, still interposed by coin and great enemies, prevailed with my pity that I cannot otherwise think but there are infectious dealings to most offices, and foul mysteries throughout all professions. And therefore I nothing doubt but to find travel enough within myself, and experience, I fear, too much. Nor will I be curious to fit my body to the humblest form and bearing, so the labour may be fruitful: for how can abuses that keep low come to the right view of a prince unless his looks lie level with them, which else will be longest hid from him, he shall be the last man sees ‘em.
For oft between king’s eyes and subjects’ crimes
Stands there a bar of bribes; the under office
Flatters him next above it, he the next,
And so of most, or many.
Every abuse will choose a brother:
’Tis through the world, this hand will rub the other.
 

FIDELIO
You have set down the world briefly, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
But how am I assur’d of faith in thee?
Yet I durst trust thee.
 

FIDELIO
Let my soul be lost
When it shall loose your secrets. Nor will I
Only be a preserver of them, but,
If you so please, an assister.
 

PHOENIX
It suffices.
That king stands sur’st who by his virtues rises
More than by birth or blood; that prince is rare
Who strives in youth to save his age from care.
Let’s be prepar’d. Away!
 

FIDELIO
I’ll follow your grace.
 

Exit Phoenix.
 

Thou wonder of all princes, president, and glory,
True phoenix, made of an unusual strain!
Who labours to reform is fit to reign.
How can that king be safe that studies not
The profit of his people? See where comes
The best part of my heart, my love.
 

Enter Niece.
 

NIECE
Sir, I am bound to find you; I heard newly
Of sudden travel which his grace intends,
And only but yourself to accompany him.
 

FIDELIO
You heard in that little beside the truth;
Yet not so sudden as to want those manners
To leave you unregarded.
 

NIECE
I did not think so unfashionably of you.
How long is your return?
 

FIDELIO
’Tis not yet come to me, scarce to my lord,
Unless the duke refer it to his pleasure;
But long I think it is not: the duke’s age,
If not his apt experience, will forbid it.
 

NIECE
His grace commands, I must not think amiss.
Farewell.
 

FIDELIO
Nay, stay, and take this comfort:
You shall hear often from us, I’ll direct
Where you shall surely know; and I desire you
Write me the truth, how my new father-in-law
The captain bears himself toward my mother;
For that marriage knew nothing of my mind,
It never flourish’d in any part of my affection.
 

NIECE
Methinks she’s much disgrac’d herself.
 

FIDELIO
Nothing so,
If he be good, and will abide the touch;
A captain may marry a lady, if he can sail
Into her good will.
 

NIECE
Indeed, that’s all.
 

FIDELIO
’Tis all
In all. Commend me to thy breast; farewell.
 

Exit Niece.
 

So by my lord’s firm policy we may see,
To present view, what absent forms would be.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A room in the Captain’s house
 

Enter the Captain with soldiering fellows.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
There’s noble purchase, Captain!
 

SECOND SOLDIER
Nay, admirable purchase.
 

THIRD SOLDIER
Enough to make us proud forever.
 

CAPTAIN
Hah?
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Never was opportunity so gallant.
 

CAPTAIN
Why, you make me mad!
 

SECOND SOLDIER
Three ships, not a poop less.
 

THIRD SOLDIER
And every one so wealthily burdened, upon my manhood.
 

CAPTAIN
Pox on’t, and now am I tied e’en as the devil would ha’t.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Captain, of all men living, I would ha’ sworn thou would’st ne’er have married.
 

CAPTAIN
‘Sfoot, so would I myself, man. Give me my due; you know I ha’ sworn all heaven over and over?
 

FIRST SOLDIER
That you have, i’faith.
 

CAPTAIN
Why, go to, then.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Of a man that has tasted salt water to commit such a fresh trick!
 

CAPTAIN
Why, ’tis abominable, I grant you, now I see’t!
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Had there been fewer women — 
 

SECOND SOLDIER
And among those women fewer drabs — 
 

THIRD SOLDIER
And among those drabs fewer pleasing — 
 

CAPTAIN
Then ‘t ‘ad been something.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
But when there are more women, more common, pretty sweethearts, than ever any age could boast of — 
 

CAPTAIN
And I to play the artificer and marry: to have my wife dance at home, and my ship at sea, and both take in salt water together! Oh, lieutenant, thou’rt happy, thou keep’st a wench.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
I hope I am happier than so, Captain, for o’ my troth, she keeps me.
 

CAPTAIN
How? Is there any such fortunate man breathing? And I so miserable to live honest! I envy thee, lieutenant, I envy thee, that thou art such a happy knave. Here’s my hand among you, share it equally: I’ll to sea with you.
 

SECOND SOLDIER
There spoke a noble captain!
 

CAPTAIN
Let’s hear from you; there will be news shortly.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Doubt it not, Captain.
 

Exeunt [all but Captain].
 

CAPTAIN
What lustful passion came aboard of me that I should marry; was I drunk? Yet that cannot altogether hold, for it was four o’clock i’ th’ morning; had it been five, I would ha’ sworn it. That a man is in danger every minute to be cast away, without he have an extraordinary pilot that can perform more than a man can do! And to say truth, too, when I’m abroad, what can I do at home? No man living can reach so far. And what a horrible thing ’twould be to have horns brought me at sea, to look as if the devil were i’ th’ ship! And all the great tempests would be thought of my raising: to be the general curse of all merchants! And yet they likely are as deep in as myself, and that’s a comfort. Oh, that a captain should live to be married! Nay, I that have been such a gallant salt-thief should yet live to be married. What a fortunate elder brother is he, whose father being a rammish plowman, himself a perfumed gentleman spending the labouring reek from his father’s nostrils in tobacco, the sweat of his father’s body in monthly physic for his pretty, queasy harlot. He sows apace, i’ th’ country; the tailor o’ertakes him i’ th’ city, so that oftentimes before the corn comes to earing, ’tis up to the ears in high collars, and so at every harvest the reapers take pains for the mercers: ha! why this is stirring happiness indeed. Would my father had held a plow so, and fed upon squeez’d curds and onions, that I might have bath’d in sensuality! But he was too ruttish himself to let me thrive under him, consumed me before he got me, and that makes me so wretched now to be shackled with a wife, and not greatly rich, neither.
 

Enter his lady[, Castiza].
 

CASTIZA
Captain, my husband.
 

CAPTAIN
‘Slife, call me husband again and I’ll play the captain and beat you.
 

CASTIZA
What has disturb’d you, sir, that you now look
So like an enemy upon me?
 

CAPTAIN
Go make a widower, hang thyself!
 

CASTIZA
How comes it that you are so opposite
To love and kindness? I deserve more respect,
But that you please to be forgetful of it.
For love to you did I neglect my state,
Chide better fortunes from me,
Gave the world talk, laid all my friends at waste.
 

CAPTAIN
The more fool you. Could you like none but me?
Could none but I supply you? I am sure
You were sued by far worthier men,
Deeper in wealth and gentry.
What could’st thou see in me, to make thee dote
So on me? If I know I am a villain,
What a torment’s this! Why didst thou marry me?
You think, as most of your insatiate widows,
That captains can do wonders, when ‘las,
The name does often prove the better man.
 

CASTIZA
That which you urge should rather give me cause
To repent than yourself.
 

CAPTAIN
Then to that end
I do’t.
 

CASTIZA
What a miserable state
Am I led into!
 

Enter Servant.
 

CAPTAIN
How now, sir?
 

SERVANT
Count Proditor
Is now alighted.
 

CAPTAIN
What, my lord? I must
Make much of him, he’ll one day write me cuckold;
’Tis good to make much of such a man:
E’en to my face he plies it hard. I thank him.
 

Enter Proditor.
 

What, my worthy lord?
 

PRODITOR
I’ll come to you
In order, Captain.
 

[Kisses Castiza.]
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside] Oh, that’s in order!
A kiss is the gamut to pricksong.
 

PRODITOR
Let me salute you, Captain.
 

[Exit Castiza.]
 

CAPTAIN
My dear
Esteemed count, I have a life for you.
 

PRODITOR
Hear you the news?
 

CAPTAIN
What may it be, my lord?
 

PRODITOR
My lord, the duke’s son, is upon his travel
To several kingdoms.
 

CAPTAIN
May it be possible, my lord,
And yet so little rumour’d?
 

PRODITOR
Take’t of my truth;
Nay, ’twas well manag’d, things are as they are handl’d:
But all my care is still, pray heaven he return
Safe, without danger, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
Why, is there
Any doubt to be had of that, my lord?
 

PRODITOR
Ay, by my faith, Captain:
Princes have private enemies, and great.
Put case a man should grudge him for his virtues,
Or envy him for his wisdom; why, you know,
This makes him lie barebreasted to his foe.
 

CAPTAIN
That’s full of certainty, my lord; but who
Be his attendants?
 

PRODITOR
Thence, Captain, comes the fear;
But singly attended, neither — [Aside] my best gladness — 
Only by your son-in-law, Fidelio.
 

CAPTAIN
Is it to be believ’d? I promise you, my lord, then I begin to fear him myself; that fellow will undo him. I durst undertake to corrupt him with twelvepence over and above, and that’s a small matter; h’as a whorish conscience; he’s an inseparable knave, and I could ne’er speak well of that fellow.
 

PRODITOR
All we of the younger house, I can tell you, do doubt him much. The lady’s remov’d: shall we have your sweet society, Captain?
 

CAPTAIN
Though it be in mine own house, I desire
I may follow your lordship.
 

PRODITOR
I love to avoid strife;
[Aside] Not many months Phoenix shall keep his life.
 

Exit.
 

CAPTAIN
So, his way is in; he knows it.
We must not be uncourteous to a lord;
Warn him our house, ‘twere vild. His presence is
An honour. If he lie with our wives, ’tis for
Our credit; we shall be the better trusted:
’Tis a sign we shall live i’ th’ world. Oh, tempests and whirlwinds! Who but that man whom the forefinger cannot daunt, that makes his shame his living, who but that man, I say, could endure to be throughly married? Nothing but a divorce can relieve me: any way to be rid of her would rid my torment. If all means fall, I’ll kill or poison her and purge my fault at sea. But first I’ll make gentle try of a divorce: but how shall I accuse her subtle honesty? I’ll attach this lord’s coming to her, take hold of that, ask counsel: and now I remember, I have acquaintance with an old, crafty client, who, by the puzzle of suits and shifting of courts, has more tricks and starting-holes than the dizzy pates of fifteen attorneys; one that has been muzzled in law like a bear, and led by the ring of his spectacles from office to office:
Him I’ll seek out with haste; all paths I’ll tread,
All deaths I’ll die, ere I die married.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

Another room in the Captain’s house
 

Enter Proditor with [Castiza].
 

PRODITOR
Puh, you do resist me hardly.
 

CASTIZA
I beseech your lordship, cease in this; ’tis never to be granted. If you come as a friend unto my honour and my husband, you shall be ever welcome; if not, I must entreat it — 
 

PRODITOR
Why, assure yourself, madam, ’tis not the fashion.
 

CASTIZA
’Tis more my grief, my lord; such as myself
Are judg’d the worse for such.
 

PRODITOR
Faith, you’re too nice:
You’ll see me kindly forth?
 

CASTIZA
And honourably welcome.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 4.
 

A room in an inn
 

Enter a Groom before Phoenix and Fidelio, alighting into an inn.
 

GROOM
Gentlemen, you’re most neatly welcome.
 

PHOENIX
You’re very cleanly, sir; prithee, have a care to our geldings.
 

GROOM
Your geldings shall be well considered.
 

FIDELIO
Considered?
 

PHOENIX
Sirrah, what guests does this inn hold now?
 

GROOM
Some five and twenty gentlemen, besides their beasts.
 

PHOENIX
Their beasts?
 

GROOM
Their wenches, I mean, sir; for your worship knows that those that are under men are beasts.
 

PHOENIX
How does your mother, sir?
 

GROOM
Very well in health, I thank you heartily, sir.
 

PHOENIX
And so is my mare, i’faith.
 

GROOM
I’ll do her commendations indeed, sir.
 

FIDELIO
Well kept up, shuttlecock!
 

PHOENIX
But what old fellow was he that newly alighted before us?
 

GROOM
Who, he? As arrant a crafty fellow as e’er made water on horseback: some say he’s as good as a lawyer; marry, I’m sure he’s as bad as a knave. If you have any suits in law, he’s the fittest man for your company; he’s been so [towed] and lugg’d himself that he is able to afford you more knavish counsel for ten groats than another for ten shillings.
 

PHOENIX
A fine fellow! But do you know him to be a knave, and will lodge him?
 

GROOM
Your worship begins to talk idly; your bed shall be made presently: if we should not lodge knaves, I wonder how we should be able to live honestly. Are there honest men enough, think you, in a term-time to fill all the inns in the town? And, as far as I can see, a knave’s gelding eats no more hay than an honest man’s; nay, a thief’s gelding eats less, I’ll stand to’t, his master allows him a better ordinary. Yet I have my eightpence, day and night. ‘Twere more for our profit, I wus, you were all thieves, if you were so contented. I shall be called for: give your worships good morrow.
 

Exit.
 

PHOENIX
A royal knave, i’faith. We have happened into a godly inn.
 

FIDELIO
Assure you, my lord, they belong all to one church.
 

PHOENIX
This should be some old, busy, turbulent fellow: villainous law-worn, that eats holes into poor men’s causes.
 

Enter Tangle with two Suitors, [and Groom].
 

FIRST SUITOR
May it please your worship to give me leave?
 

TANGLE
I give you leave, sir: you have your veniam. Now fill me a brown toast, sirrah.
 

GROOM
Will you have no drink to’t, sir?
 

TANGLE
Is that a question in law?
 

GROOM
Yes, in the lowest court, i’ th’ cellar, sir.
 

TANGLE
Let me ha’t remov’d presently, sir.
 

GROOM
It shall be done, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

TANGLE
Now as you were saying, sir. I’ll come to you immediately, too.
 

PHOENIX
Oh, very well, sir.
 

TANGLE
I’m a little busy, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
But as how, sir?
 

TANGLE
I pray, sir?
 

FIRST SUITOR
He’s brought me into the court; marry, my adversary has not declared it.
 

TANGLE
Non declaravit adversarius, sayst thou? What a villain’s that! I have a trick to do thee good: I will get thee out a proxy, and make him declare, with a pox to him.
 

FIRST SUITOR
That will make him declare, to his sore grief; I thank your good worship. But put case he do declare?
 

TANGLE
Si declarasset, if he should declare there — 
 

FIRST SUITOR
I would be loath to stand out to the judgment of that court.
 

TANGLE
Non ad judicium? Do you fear corruption? Then I’ll relieve you again. You shall get a supersedeas non molestandum, and remove it higher.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Very good.
 

TANGLE
Now if it should ever come to a testificandum, what be his witnesses?
 

FIRST SUITOR
I little fear his witnesses.
 

TANGLE
Non metuis testes? More valiant man than Orestes!
 

FIRST SUITOR
[Giving him money] Please you, sir, to dissolve this into wine, ale, or beer. I come a hundred mile to you, I protest, and leave all other counsel behind me.
 

TANGLE
Nay, you shall always find me a sound card; I stood not a’ th’ pillory for nothing in eighty-eight, all the world knows that. Now let me dispatch you, sir: I come to you, presenter.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Faith, the party hath remov’d both body and cause with a habeas corpus.
 

TANGLE
Has he that knavery? But has he put in bail above, canst tell?
 

SECOND SUITOR
That, I can assure your worship, he has not.
 

TANGLE
Why, then, thy best course shall be to lay out more money, take out a procedendo, and bring down the cause and him with a vengeance.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Then he will come indeed.
 

TANGLE
As for the other party, let the audita querela alone; take me out a special supplicavit, which will cost you enough, and then you pepper him. For the first party, after the procedendo you’ll get costs; the cause being found, you’ll have a judgment; nunc pro tunc, you’ll get a venire facias to warn your jury, a decem tales to fill up the number, and a capias utlagatem for your execution.
 

SECOND SUITOR
I thank you, my learned counsel.
 

PHOENIX
[To Fidelio] What a busy caterpillar’s this! Let’s accost him in that manner.
 

FIDELIO
Content, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
Oh, my old admirable fellow, how have I all this while thirsted to salute thee! I knew thee in octavo of the duke — 
 

TANGLE
In octavo of the duke? I remember the year well.
 

PHOENIX
By th’ mass, a lusty, proper man!
 

TANGLE
Oh, was I?
 

PHOENIX
But still in law.
 

TANGLE
Still in law? I had not breath’d else now; ’tis very marrow, very manna to me to be in law: I’d been dead ere this else. I have found such sweet pleasure in the vexation of others that I could wish my years over and over again, to see that fellow a beggar, that bawling knave a gentleman, a matter brought e’en to a judgment today, as far as e’er ’twas to begin again tomorrow. Oh, raptures! Here a writ of demur, there a procedendo, here a sursurrara, there a capiendo, tricks, delays, money-laws!
 

PHOENIX
Is it possible, old lad?
 

TANGLE
I have been a term-trotter myself any time this five and forty years: a goodly time and a gracious: in which space I ha’ been at least sixteen times beggar’d, and got up again; and in the mire again, that I have stunk again, and yet got up again.
 

PHOENIX
And so clean and handsome now?
 

TANGLE
You see it apparently; I cannot hide it from you. Nay, more, in felici hora be it spoken, you see i’ me old, yet have I at this present nine and twenty suits in law.
 

PHOENIX
Deliver us, man!
 

TANGLE
And all not worth forty shillings.
 

PHOENIX
May it be believ’d?
 

TANGLE
The pleasure of a man is all.
 

PHOENIX
An old fellow, and such a stinger!
 

TANGLE
A stake pull’d out of my hedge, there’s one; I was well beaten, I remember, that’s two; I took one abed with my wife again her will, that’s three; I was call’d cuckold for my labor, that’s four; I took another bed again, that’s five; then one called me wittol, that’s six; he kill’d my dog for barking, seven; my maidservant was knock’d at that time, eight; my wife miscarried with a push, nine; and sic de ceteris. I have so vex’d and beggar’d the whole parish with process, subpoenas, and suchlike molestations, they are not able to spare so much ready money from a term as would set up a new weathercock; the churchwardens are fain to go to law with the poor’s money.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Fie, fie!
 

TANGLE
And I so fetch up all the men every term-time, that ’tis impossible to be at civil cuckoldry within ourselves, unless the whole country rise upon our wives.
 

FIDELIO
O’my faith, a pretty policy!
 

PHOENIX
Nay, an excellent stratagem. But of all, I most wonder at the continual substance of thy wit, that, having had so many suits in law from time to time, thou has still money to relieve ‘em.
 

FIDELIO
He’s the best fortune for that; I never knew him without.
 

TANGLE
Why do you so much wonder at that? Why, this is my course: my mare and I come up some five days before a term.
 

PHOENIX
A good decorum.
 

TANGLE
Here I lodge, as you see, amongst inns and places of most receipt — 
 

PHOENIX
Very wittily.
 

TANGLE
By which advantage I dive into countrymen’s causes; furnish ‘em with knavish counsel, little to their profit; buzzing into their ears this course, that writ, this office, that ultimum refugium — as you know, I have words enow for the purpose.
 

PHOENIX
Enow i’ conscience, i’faith.
 

TANGLE
Enow i’ law, no matter for conscience. For which busy and laborious sweating courtesy they cannot choose but feed me with money, by which I maintain mine own suits. Ho, ho, ho!
 

PHOENIX
Why, let me hug thee; caper in mine arms.
 

TANGLE
Another special trick I have, nobody must know it, which is to prefer most of those men to one attorney whom I affect best, to answer which kindness of mine he will sweat the better in my cause and do them the less good; take’t of my word, I help’d my attorney to more clients the last term than he will dispatch all his lifetime: I did it!
 

PHOENIX
What a noble, memorable deed was there!
 

Enter Groom.
 

GROOM
Sir.
 

TANGLE
Now, sir?
 

GROOM
There’s a kind of captain very robustiously inquires for you.
 

TANGLE
For me? A man of war? A man of law is fit for a man of war: we have no leisure to say prayers; we both kill o’ Sunday mornings. [To Phoenix] I’ll not be long from your sweet company.
 

PHOENIX
Oh, no, I beseech you.
 

Exit [Tangle with Groom].
 

FIDELIO
What captain might this be?
 

PHOENIX
Thou angel sent amongst us, sober Law,
Made with meek eyes, persuading action,
No loud, immodest tongue,
Voic’d like a virgin, and as chaste from sale,
Save only to be heard, but not to rail;
How has abuse deform’d thee to all eyes,
That where thy virtues sat, thy vices rise?
Yet why so rashly, for one villain’s fault,
Do I arraign whole man? Admired Law,
Thy upper parts must need be sacred, pure,
And incorruptible; they’re grave and wise:
’Tis but the dross beneath ‘em, and the clouds
That get between thy glory and their praise,
That make the visible and foul eclipse;
For those that are near to thee are upright,
As noble in their conscience as their birth;
Know that damnation is in every bribe,
And rarely put it from ‘em; rate the presenters,
And scourge ‘em with five years’ imprisonment,
For offering but to tempt ‘em.
This is true justice exercis’d and us’d:
Woe to the giver when the bribe’s refus’d!
’Tis not their will to have law worse than war,
Where still the poor’st die first;
To send a man without a sheet to his grave,
Or bury him in his papers.
’Tis not their mind it should be, nor to have
A suit hang longer than a man in chains,
Let him be ne’er so fasten’d. They least know
That are above the tedious steps below:
I thank my time, I do.
 

FIDELIO
I long to know what captain this should be.
 

PHOENIX
See where the bane of every cause returns.
 

Enter Tangle, with Captain.
 

FIDELIO
‘Sfoot, ’tis the Captain, my father-in-law, my lord!
 

PHOENIX
Take heed.
 

CAPTAIN
The divorce shall rest then, and the five hundred crowns shall stand in full force and virtue.
 

TANGLE
Then do you wisely, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
Away sail I; fare thee well.
 

TANGLE
A lusty crack of wind go with thee.
 

CAPTAIN
But ah! — 
 

TANGLE
Hah?
 

CAPTAIN
Remember, a scrivener.
 

TANGLE
I’ll have him for thee.
 

[Exit Captain.]
 

Why, thus am I sought after by all professions. Here’s a weatherbeaten captain, who, not long since new married to a lady widow, would now fain have sued a divorce between her and him, but that her honesty is his only hindrance: to be rid of which, he does determine to turn her into white money; and there’s a lord, his chapman, has bid five hundred crowns for her already.
 

FIDELIO
How?
 

TANGLE
Or for his part, or whole, in her.
 

PHOENIX
Why, does he mean to sell his wife?
 

TANGLE
His wife? Ay, by th’ mass, he would sell his soul if he knew what merchant would lay out money upon’t; and some of ‘em have need of one, they swear so fast.
 

PHOENIX
Why, I never heard of the like.
 

TANGLE
Non audivisti, didst ne’er hear of that trick? Why, Pistor, a baker, sold his wife t’other day to a cheesemonger, that made cake and cheese; nother to a cofferer; a third to a common player: why, you see ’tis common. Ne’er fear the Captain; he has not so much wit to be a precedent himself. I promis’d to furnish him with an odd scrivener of mine own, to draw the bargain and sale of his lady. Your horses stored here, gentlemen?
 

PHOENIX
Ay, ay, ay.
 

TANGLE
I shall be busily plung’d till towards bedtime above the chin in profundis.
 

Exit.
 

PHOENIX
What monstrous days are these!
Not only to be vicious most men study,
But in it to be ugly; strive to exceed
Each other in the most deformed deed.
 

FIDELIO
Was this her private choice? Did she neglect
The presence and opinion of her friends
For this?
 

PHOENIX
I wonder who that one should be,
Should so disgrace that reverend name of lord
So loathsomely to buy adultery?
 

FIDELIO
We may make means to know.
 

PHOENIX
Take courage, man; we’ll beget some defense.
 

FIDELIO
I am bound by nature.
 

PHOENIX
I by conscience.
To sell his lady! Indeed, she was a beast
To marry him, and so he makes of her.
Come, I’m thorough now I’m entered.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 5.
 

A street in Ferrara
 

Enter Jeweller’s Wife with a Boy.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Is my sweet knight coming? Are you certain he’s coming?
 

BOY
Certain, forsooth; I am sure I saw him out of the barber’s shop window ere I would come away.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
A barber’s shop? Oh, he’s a trim knight! Would he venture his body into a barber’s shop, when he knows ’tis as dangerous as a piece of Ireland? Oh, yonder, yonder, he comes! Get you back again, and look you say as I advis’d you.
 

Enter Knight [with Lackey].
 

BOY
You know me, mistress!
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
My mask, my mask!
 

[Exit Boy.]
 

KNIGHT
My sweet Revenue!
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
My Pleasure, welcome! I have got single; none but you shall accompany me to the justice of peace, my father’s.
 

KNIGHT
Why, is thy father justice of peace, and I not know it?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
My father? I’faith, sir, ay; simply though I stand here a citizen’s wife, I am a justice of peace’s daughter.
 

KNIGHT
I love thee the better for thy birth.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Is that your lackey yonder, in the steaks of velvet?
 

KNIGHT
He’s at thy service, my sweet Revenue, for thy money paid for ‘em.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Why, then, let him run a little before, I beseech thee, for o’my troth, he will discover us else.
 

KNIGHT
He shall obey thee: before, sirrah, trudge.
 

[Exit Lackey.]
 

But do you mean to lie at your father’s all night?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Why should I desire your company else?
 

KNIGHT
‘Sfoot, where shall I lie, then?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
What an idle question’s that? Why, do you think I cannot make room for you in my father’s house as well as in my husband’s? They’re both good for nothing else.
 

KNIGHT
A man so resolute in valour as a woman in desire were an absolute leader!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 6.
 

A room in Falso’s house
 

Enter two Suitors with the justice, Falso.
 

FIRST SUITOR
May it please your good worship, master justice — 
 

FALSO
Please me and please yourself; that’s my word.
 

FIRST SUITOR
The party your worship sent for will by no means be brought to appear.
 

FALSO
He will not? Then what would you advise me to do therein?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Only to grant your worship’s warrant, which is of sufficient force to compel him.
 

FALSO
No, by my faith! You shall not have me in that trap: am I sworn justice of peace, and shall I give my warrant to fetch a man against his will? Why, there the peace is broken. We must do all quietly; if he come he’s welcome, and, as far as I can see yet, he’s a fool to be absent; ay, by this gold is he — [Aside] which he gave me this morning.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Why, but may it please your good worship — 
 

FALSO
I say again, please me and please yourself; that’s my word still.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Sir, the world esteems it a common favour, upon the contempt of the party, the justice to grant his warrant.
 

FALSO
Ay, ’tis so common, ’tis the worse again; ‘twere the better for me ‘twere otherwise.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I protest, sir, and this gentleman can say as much, it lies upon my half undoing.
 

FALSO
I cannot see yet that it should be so; I see not a cross yet.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I beseech your worship show me your immediate favour, and accept this small trifle but as a remembrance to my succeeding thankfulness.
 

FALSO
Angels? I’ll not meddle with them; you give ‘em to my wife, not to me.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Ay, ay, sir.
 

FALSO
But, I pray, tell me now, did the party viva voce, with his own mouth, deliver that contempt, that he would not appear, or did you but jest in’t?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Jest? No, o’ my troth, sir, such was his insolent answer.
 

FALSO
And do you think it stood with my credit to put up such an abuse? Will he not appear, says he? I’ll make him appear with a vengeance. Latronello!
 

[Enter Latronello.]
 

LATRONELLO
Does your worship call?
 

FALSO
Draw me a strong-limb’d warrant for the gentleman speedily; he will be bountiful to thee. Go and thank him within.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I shall know your worship hereafter.
 

Exeunt [Suitors and Latronello].
 

FALSO
Ay, ay, prithee do. Two angels one party, four another: and I think it a great spark of wisdom and policy, if a man come to me for justice, first to know his griefs by his fees, which be light and which be heavy; he may counterfeit else, and make me do justice for nothing. I like not that, for when I mean to be just, let me be paid well for’t: the deed so rare purges the bribe.
 

[Enter Furtivo.]
 

How now, what’s the news, thou art come so hastily? How fares my knightly brother?
 

FURTIVO
Troth, he ne’er fared worse in his life, sir; he ne’er had less stomach to his meat since I knew him.
 

FALSO
Why, sir?
 

FURTIVO
Indeed, he’s dead, sir.
 

FALSO
How, sir?
 

FURTIVO
Newly deceas’d, I can assure your worship: the tobacco-pipe new dropp’d out of his mouth before I took horse, a shrewd sign; I knew then there was no way but one with him. The poor pipe was the last man he took leave of in this world, who fell in three pieces before him and seem’d to mourn inwardly, for it look’d as black i’ th’ mouth as my master.
 

FALSO
Would he die so like a politician, and not once write his mind to me?
 

FURTIVO
No, I’ll say that for him, sir; he died in the perfect state of memory, made your worship his full and whole executor, bequeathing his daughter and with her all his wealth only to your disposition.
 

FALSO
Did he make such a godly end, sayest thou? Did he die so comfortably, and bequeath all to me?
 

FURTIVO
Your niece is at hand, sir, the will, and the witnesses.
 

FALSO
What a precious joy and comfort’s this, that a justice’s brother can die so well, nay, in such a good and happy memory, to make me full executor. Well, he was too honest to live, and that made him die so soon. Now, I beshrew my heart, I am glad he’s in heaven; he’s left all his cares and troubles with me, and that great vexation of telling of money: yet I hope he had so much grace to turn his white money into gold, a great ease to his executor.
 

FURTIVO
See, here comes your niece, my young mistress, sir.
 

[Enter Niece and two Gentlemen.]
 

FALSO
Ah, my sweet niece, let me kiss thee and drop a tear between thy lips! One tear from an old man is a great matter; the cooks of age are dry. Thou hast lost a virtuous father, to gain a notable uncle.
 

NIECE
My hopes now rest in you next under heaven.
 

FALSO
Let ‘em rest, let ‘em rest.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Sir — 
 

FALSO
You’re most welcome ere ye begin, sir.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We are both led by oath and dreadful promise
Made to the dying man at his last sense,
First to deliver these into your hands,
The sureties and revealers of his state — 
 

FALSO
Good.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
With this his only daughter and your niece,
Whose fortunes are at your disposing set;
Uncle and father are in you both met.
 

FALSO
Good, i’faith, a wellspoken gentleman; you’re not an esquire, sir?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Not, sir.
 

FALSO
Not, sir? More’s the pity; by my faith, better men than you are, but a great many worse: you see I have been a scholar in my time, though I’m a justice now. Niece, you’re most happily welcome; the charge of you is wholly and solely mine own: and since you are so fortunately come, Niece, I’ll rest a perpetual widower.
 

NIECE
I take the meaning chaster than the words;
Yet I hope well of both, since it is thus,
His phrase offends least that’s known humourous.
 

FALSO
[Reading the will] I make my brother,” says he, “full and whole executor”: honestly done of him, i’faith! Seldom can a man get such a brother. And here again, says he, very virtuously, “I bequeath all to him and his disposing”: an excellent fellow, o’ my troth, would you might all die no worse, gentlemen!
 

Enter Knight with Jeweller’s Wife.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
But as much better as might be.
 

KNIGHT
Bless your uprightness, master justice!
 

FALSO
You’re most soberly welcome, sir. Daughter, you’ve that ye kneel for; rise, salute your weeping cousin.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Weeping, cousin? [They speak apart.]
 

KNIGHT
[Aside] Eye to weeping is very proper, and so is the party that spake it, believe me, a pretty, fine, slender, straight, delicate-knit body.
Oh, how it moves a pleasure through our senses!
How small are women’s waists to their expenses!
I cannot see her face, that’s under water yet.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
News as cold to the heart as an old man’s kindness: my uncle dead!
 

NIECE
I have lost the dearest father!
 

FALSO
[Reading the will] “If she marry by your consent, choice and liking, make her dowry five thousand crowns” — [Aside] hum, five thousand crowns? Therefore by my consent she shall ne’er marry; I will neither choose for her, like of it, nor consent to’t.
 

KNIGHT
[Aside] Now, by the pleasure of my blood, a pretty cousin! I would not care if I were as near kin to her as I have been to her kinswoman.
 

FALSO
Daughter, what gentleman might this be?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
No gentleman, sir, he’s a knight.
 

FALSO
Is he but a knight? Troth, I would a’ sworn he’d been a gentleman, to see, to see, to see.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
He’s my husband’s own brother, I can tell you, sir.
 

FALSO
Thy husband’s brother? Speak certainly, prithee.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
I can assure you, father, my husband and he [have] lain both in one belly.
 

FALSO
I’ll swear then he is his brother indeed, and by the surer side. I crave hearty pardon, sweet kinsman, that thou hast stood so long unsaluted in the way of kindred.
Welcome to my board; I have a bed for thee.
My daughter’s husband’s brother shall command
Keys of my chests and chambers.
I have stable for thy horse, chamber for thyself, and a loft above for thy lousy lackey:
All sit, away with handkerchers, dry up eyes;
At funeral we must cry; now let’s be wise.
 

Exeunt [all but Knight and Jeweller’s Wife.]
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
I told you his affection.
 

[KNIGHT]
It falls sweetly.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
But here I bar you from all plots tonight;
The time is yet too heavy to be light.
 

KNIGHT
Why, I’m content; I’ll sleep as chaste as you,
And wager night by night who keeps most true.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Well, we shall see your temper.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

A room in the inn
 

Enter Phoenix and Fidelio.
 

PHOENIX
Fear not me, Fidelio; become you that invisible rope-maker, the scrivener, that binds a man as he walks, yet all his joints at liberty, as well as I’ll fit that common folly of gentry, the easy-affecting venturer, and no doubt our purpose will arrive most happily.
 

FIDELIO
Chaste duty, my lord, works powerfully in me; and rather than the poor lady my mother should fall upon the common side of rumour to beggar her name, I would not only undergo all habits, offices, disguis’d professions, though e’en opposite to the temper my blood holds, but, in the stainless quarrel of her reputation, alter my shape forever.
 

PHOENIX
I love thee wealthier, thou hast a noble touch; and by this means, which is the only safe means to preserve thy mother from such an ugly land- and sea-monster as a counterfeit captain is, he resigning and basely selling all his estate, title, right, and interest in his lady, as the form of the writing shall testify,
What otherwise can follow but to have
A lady safe deliver’d of a knave?
 

FIDELIO
I am in debt my life to the free goodness of your inventions.
 

PHOENIX
Oh, they must ever strive to be so good!
Who sells his vow is stamped the slave of blood.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A room in the Captain’s house
 

Enter Captain, his lady [Castiza] following him.
 

CAPTAIN
Away!
 

CASTIZA
Captain, my husband — 
 

CAPTAIN
Hence! We’re at a price for thee, at a price,
Wants but the telling and the sealing; then — 
 

CASTIZA
Have you no sense, neither of my good name
Or your own credit?
 

CAPTAIN
Credit? Pox of credit
That makes me owe so much! It had been
Better for me by a thousand royals
I had lost my credit seven year ago.
‘T’as undone me: that’s it that makes me fly:
What need I to sea else, in the springtime,
When woods have leaves, to look upon bald oak?
Happier that man, say I, whom no man trusts!
It makes him valiant, dares outface the prisons,
Upon whose carcass no gown’d raven jets:
Oh, he that has no credit owes no debts!
’Tis time I were rid on’t.
 

CASTIZA
Oh, why do you
So willfully cherish your own poison,
And breathe against the best of life, chaste credit?
Well may I call it chaste, for, like a maid,
Once falsely broke, it ever lives decay’d.
Oh, Captain, husband, you name that dishonest
By whose good power all that are honest live;
What madness is it to speak ill of that
Which makes all men speak well! Take away credit,
By which men amongst men are well reputed,
That man may live, but still lives executed.
Oh, then, show pity to that noble title,
Which else you do usurp. You’re no true captain
To let your enemies lead you; foul disdain
And everlasting scandal, oh, believe it!
The money you receive for my good name
Will not be half enough to pay your shame.
 

CAPTAIN
No?
I’ll sell thee then to the smock. See, here comes
My honourable chapman.
 

Enter Proditor [and his Servant].
 

CASTIZA
Oh, my poison!
Him whom mine honour and mine eye abhors.
 

Exit.
 

PRODITOR
Lady! What, so unjovially departed?
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside] Fine she-policy! She makes my back her bolster, but before my face she not endures him. Tricks!
 

PRODITOR
Captain, how haps it she remov’d so strangely?
 

CAPTAIN
Oh, for modesty’s cause awhile, my lord;
She must restrain herself, she’s not yours yet.
Beside, it were not wisdom to appear
Easy before my sight.
Fah! Wherefore serves modesty but to pleasure a lady now and then, and help her from suspect? That’s the best use ’tis put to.
 

PRODITOR
Well observ’d of a captain!
 

CAPTAIN
No doubt you’ll be soon friends, my lord.
 

PRODITOR
I think no less.
 

CAPTAIN
And make what haste I can to my ship, I durst wager you’ll be under sail before me.
 

PRODITOR
A pleasant voyage, Captain!
 

CAPTAIN
Ay, a very pleasant voyage as can be. I see the hour is ripe: here comes the prison’s bawd, the bond-maker, one that binds heirs before they are begot.
 

PRODITOR
And here are the crowns, Captain. [To Servant] Go, attend!
Let our bay courser wait.
 

Enter Phoenix and Fidelio, both disguised.
 

SERVANT
It shall be obey’d.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside to Fidelio] A farmer’s son, is’t true?
 

FIDELIO
[Aside to Captain] He’s crowns to scatter!
 

CAPTAIN
I give you your salute, sir.
 

PHOENIX
I take it not unthankfully, sir.
 

CAPTAIN
I hear a good report of you, sir: you’ve money.
 

PHOENIX
I have so, true.
 

CAPTAIN
An excellent virtue.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Ay, to keep from you. [To Captain] Hear you me, Captain? I have a certain generous itch, sir, to lose a few angels in the way of profit: ’tis but a game at tennis,
Where, if the ship keep above line, ’tis three to one;
If not, there’s but three hundred angels gone.
 

CAPTAIN
Is your venture three hundred? You’re very preciously welcome; here’s a voyage toward will make us all — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Beggarly fools and swarming knaves!
 

PRODITOR
[Aside to Captain] Captain, what’s he?
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside to Proditor] Fear him not, my lord, he’s a gull, he ventures with me; some filthy farmer’s son: the father’s a Jew and the son a gentleman. Fa!
 

PRODITOR
[Aside to Captain] Yet he should be a Jew, too, for he is new come from giving over swine.
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside to Proditor] Why, that in our country makes him a gentleman.
 

PRODITOR
Go to! Tell your money, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
Read aloft, scrivener. [Counting the money] One, two — 
 

FIDELIO
[Reads] “To all good and honest Christian people, to whom this present writing shall come: know you for a certain, that I, Captain, for and in the consideration the sum of five hundred crowns, have clearly bargained, sold, given, granted, assigned, and set over, and by these presents do clearly bargain, sell, give, grant, assign, and set over, all the right, estate, title, interest, demand, possession, and term of years to come, which I the said Captain have, or ought to have” — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] If I were as good as I should be.
 

FIDELIO
“In and to Madonna Castiza, my most virtuous, modest, loving, and obedient wife” — 
 

CAPTAIN
By my troth, my lord, and so she is — three, four, five, six, seven — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] The more slave he that says it, and not sees it.
 

FIDELIO
“Together with all and singular those admirable qualities with which her noble breast is furnished.”
 

CAPTAIN
Well said, scrivener, hast put ‘em all in? You shall hear now, my lord.
 

FIDELIO
“In primis, the beauties of her mind, chastity, temperance, and above all, patience” — 
 

CAPTAIN
You have bought a jewel, i’faith, my lord — nine and thirty, forty — 
 

FIDELIO
“Excellent in the best of music, in voice delicious, in conference wise and pleasing, of age contentful, neither too young to be apish, nor too old to be sottish” — 
 

CAPTAIN
You have bought as lovely a pennyworth, my lord, as e’er you bought in your life.
 

PRODITOR
Why should I buy her else, Captain?
 

FIDELIO
“And, which is the best of a wife, a most comfortable, sweet companion” — 
 

CAPTAIN
I could not afford her so, i’faith, but that I am going to sea, and have need of money.
 

FIDELIO
“A most comfortable, sweet companion” — 
 

PRODITOR
What, again? The scrivener reads in passion.
 

FIDELIO
I read as the words move me; yet if that be a fault, it shall be seen no more: “which said Madonna Castiza lying, and yet being in the occupation of the said captain” — 
 

CAPTAIN
Nineteen. Occupation? Pox on’t, out with “occupation,” a captain is of no occupation, man.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Nor thou of no religion.
 

FIDELIO
Now I come to the habendum: “to have and to hold, use and” — 
 

CAPTAIN
Use? Put out “use,” too, for shame, till we are all gone, I prithee.
 

FIDELIO
“And to be acquitted of and from all former bargains, former sales” — 
 

CAPTAIN
Former sales? — nine and twenty, thirty — by my troth, my lord, this is the first time that ever I sold her.
 

PRODITOR
Yet the writing must run so, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
Let it run on, then — nine and forty, fifty — 
 

FIDELIO
“Former sales, gifts, grants, surrenders, re-entries” — 
 

CAPTAIN
For re-entries, I will not swear for her.
 

FIDELIO
“And furthermore, I the said, of and for the consideration of the sum of five hundred crowns to set me aboard, before these presents, utterly disclaim forever any title, estate, right, interest, demand, or possession, in or to the said Madonna Castiza, my late virtuous and unfortunate wife” — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Unfortunate indeed! That was well plac’d.
 

FIDELIO
“As also neither to touch, attempt, molest, or encumber any part or parts whatsoever, either to be named or not to be named, either hidden or unhidden, either those that boldly look abroad, or those that dare not show their [faces]” — 
 

CAPTAIN
Faces? I know what you mean by faces: scrivener, there’s a great figure in faces.
 

FIDELIO
“In witness whereof, I the said Captain have interchangeably set to my hand and seal, in presence of all these, the day and date above written.”
 

CAPTAIN
Very good, sir, I’ll be ready for you presently — four hundred and twenty, one, two, three, four, five — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Of all deeds yet, this strikes the deepest wound
Into my apprehension.
Reverend and honourable matrimony,
Mother of lawful sweets, unshamed mornings,
Dangerless pleasures, thou that mak’st the bed
Both pleasant and legitimately fruitful:
Without thee,
All the whole world were soiled bastardy.
Thou are the only and the greatest form
That put’st a difference between our desires
And the disordered appetites of beasts,
Making their mates those that stand next their lusts.
Then, with what base injury is thy goodness paid!
First, rare to have a bride commence a maid,
But does beguile joy of the purity,
And is made strict by power of drugs and art,
An artificial maid, a doctor’d virgin,
And so deceives the glory of his bed;
A foul contempt against the spotless power
Of sacred wedlock. But if chaste and honest,
There is another devil haunts marriage,
None fondly loves but knows it: jealousy,
That wedlock’s yellow sickness,
That whispering separation every minute,
And thus the curse takes his effect or progress.
The most of men in their first sudden furies
Rail at the narrow bounds of marriage,
And call’t a prison; then it is most just
That the disease o’ th’ prison, jealousy,
Should still affect ‘em. But oh! Here I am fix’d
To make sale of a wife, monstrous and foul,
An act abhorr’d in nature, cold in soul.
Who that has man in him could so resign
To make his shame the poesy to the coin?
 

CAPTAIN
Right, i’faith, my lord; fully five hundred.
 

PRODITOR
I said how you should find it, Captain; and with this competent sum you rest amply contented?
 

CAPTAIN
Amply contented.
 

FIDELIO
Here’s the pen, Captain: your name to the sale.
 

CAPTAIN
‘Sfoot, dost take me to be a penman? I protest I could ne’er write more than A B C, those three letters, in my life.
 

FIDELIO
Why, those will serve, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
I could ne’er get further.
 

PHOENIX
Would you have got further than A B C? [Aside] Ah, Base Captain: that’s far enough, i’faith.
 

FIDELIO
Take the seal off, Captain.
 

CAPTAIN
It goes on hardly and comes off easily.
 

PHOENIX
Ay, just like a coward.
 

FIDELIO
Will you write witness, gentleman?
 

CAPTAIN
He? He shall; prithee come and set thy hand for witness, rogue. Thou shall venture with me?
 

PHOENIX
Nay, then I ha’ reason, Captain, that commands me. [Writes.]
 

CAPTAIN
[Aside] What a fair fist the pretty whoreson writes, as if he had had manners and bringing up: a farmer’s son! His father damns himself to sell musty corn, while he ventures the money; ‘twill prosper well at sea, no doubt. He shall ne’er see’t again.
 

FIDELIO
So, Captain, you deliver this as your deed?
 

CAPTAIN
As my deed; what else, sir?
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] The ugliest deed that e’er mine eye did witness.
 

CAPTAIN
So, my lord, you have her; clip her, enjoy her, she’s your own: and let me be proud to tell you now, my lord, she’s as good a soul, if a man had a mind to live honest and keep a wench, the kindest, sweetest, comfortablest rogue — 
 

PRODITOR
[Aside to Captain] Hark in thine ear:
The baser slave art thou, and so I’ll tell her;
I love the pearl thou sold’st, hate thee, the seller.
Go, to sea, the end of thee is lousy!
 

CAPTAIN
This [is] fine work! A very brave end, hum — 
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] Well thought upon, this scrivener may furnish me.
 

[Takes Fidelio aside.]
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Why should this fellow be a lord by birth,
Being by blood a knave? One that would sell
His lordship if he lik’d her ladyship.
 

FIDELIO
Yes, my lord?
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] What’s here, now?
 

PRODITOR
I have employment for a trusty fellow,
Bold, sure — 
 

FIDELIO
What if he be a knave, my lord?
 

PRODITOR
There thou com’st to me; why he should be so,
And men of your quill are not unacquainted.
 

FIDELIO
Indeed, all our chief living, my lord, is by fools and knaves; we could not keep open shop else: fools that enter into bonds and knaves that bind ‘em.
 

PRODITOR
Why, now we meet.
 

FIDELIO
And, as my memory happily leads me, I know a fellow of a standing estate, never flowing:
I durst convey treason into his bosom
And keep it safe nine years.
 

PRODITOR
A goodly time.
 

FIDELIO
And, if need were, would press to an attempt,
And cleave to desperate action.
 

PRODITOR
That last fits me.
Thou hast the measure right; look I hear from thee.
 

FIDELIO
With duteous speed.
 

PRODITOR
Expect a large reward.
I will find time of her to find regard.
 

Exit.
 

FIDELIO
[Aside to Phoenix] Oh, my lord,
I have strange words to tell you!
 

PHOENIX
Stranger yet?
I’ll choose some other hour to listen to thee;
I am yet sick of this. Discover quickly.
 

FIDELIO
[Aside to Phoenix] Why, will you make yourself known, my lord?
 

PHOENIX
Ay:
Who scourgeth sin, let him do’t dreadfully.
 

CAPTAIN
Pox of his dissemblance! I will to sea.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Nay, you shall to sea, thou wouldst poison the whole land else. [To Captain] Why, how now, Captain?
 

CAPTAIN
In health.
 

FIDELIO
What, drooping?
 

PHOENIX
Or asham’d of the sale of thine own wife?
 

CAPTAIN
You might count me an ass, then, i’faith.
 

PHOENIX
If not asham’d of that, what can you be asham’d of, then?
 

CAPTAIN
Prithee ha’ done; I am asham’d of nothing.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] I easily believe that.
 

CAPTAIN
This lord sticks in my stomach.
 

PHOENIX
How? Take one of thy feathers down, and fetch, him up.
 

FIDELIO
I’d make him come.
 

PHOENIX
But what if the duke should hear of this?
 

FIDELIO
Ay, or your son-in-law Fidelio [know] of the sale of his mother?
 

CAPTAIN
What and they did, I sell none but mine own. As for the duke, he’s abroad by this time, and for Fidelio, he’s in labour.
 

PHOENIX
He in labour?
 

CAPTAIN
What call you travelling?
 

PHOENIX
That’s true. But let me tell you, Captain, whether the duke hear on’t, or Fidelio know on’t, or both, or neither, ’twas a most filthy, loathsome part — 
 

FIDELIO
A base, unnatural deed — 
 

[They discover themselves, and lay hands on him.]
 

CAPTAIN
Slave and fool! Ha, who? Oh!
 

PHOENIX
Thou hateful villain! Thou shouldst choose to sink
To keep thy baseness shrouded.
 

Enter his lady [Castiza].
 

FIDELIO
Ugly wretch!
 

CASTIZA
Who hath laid violence upon my husband,
My dear, sweet Captain? Help!
 

PHOENIX
Lady, you wrong your value;
Call you him dear that has sold you so cheap?
 

CASTIZA
I do beseech your pardon, good my lord. [Kneels.]
 

PHOENIX
Rise.
 

FIDELIO
My abuse’d mother!
 

CASTIZA
My kind son,
Whose liking I neglected in this match.
 

FIDELIO
Not that alone, but your far happier fortunes.
 

CAPTAIN
Is this the scrivener and the farmer’s son?
Fire on his lordship, he told me they travell’d.
 

PHOENIX
And see the sum told out to buy that jewel
More precious in a woman than her eye,
Her honour.
Nay, take it to you, lady, and I judge it
Too slight a recompense for your great wrong,
But that his riddance helps it.
 

CAPTAIN
‘Sfoot, he undoes me!
I am a rogue and a beggar;
The Egyptian plague creeps over me already,
I begin to be lousy.
 

PHOENIX
Thus happily prevented, you’re set free,
Or else made over to adultery.
 

CASTIZA
To heaven and to you my modest thanks.
 

PHOENIX
Monster, to sea! Spit thy abhorr’d foam
Where it may do least harm; there’s air and room.
Thou’rt dangerous in a chamber, virulent venom
Unto a lady’s name and her chaste breath.
If past this evening’s verge the dukedom hold thee,
Thou art reserv’d for abject punishment.
 

CAPTAIN
I do beseech your good lordship, consider
The state of a poor, downcast captain.
 

PHOENIX
Captain?
Off with that noble title, thou becom’st
It vilely; I ne’er saw the name fit worse:
I’ll sooner allow a pander a captain than thee.
 

CAPTAIN
More’s the pity.
 

PHOENIX
Sue to thy lady for pardon.
 

CASTIZA
I give it without suit.
 

CAPTAIN
I do beseech your ladyship not so much for pardon as to bestow a few of those crowns upon a poor, unfeathered rover, that will as truly pray for you [aside] and wish you hang’d — as any man breathing.
 

CASTIZA
I give it freely all.
 

PHOENIX
Nay, by your favour,
It will contain you, lady; [to Captain, giving him money] here, be gone!
Use slaves like slaves: wealth keeps their faults unknown.
 

CAPTAIN
Well, I’m yet glad, I’ve liberty and these;
The land has plagu’d me, and I’ll plague the seas.
 

Exit.
 

PHOENIX
The scene is clear’d, the bane of brightness fled;
Who sought the death of honour is struck dead.
Come, modest lady.
 

FIDELIO
My most honest mother!
 

PHOENIX
Thy virtue shall live safe from reach of shames;
That act ends nobly, preserves ladies’ fames.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

A room in Falso’s House
 

Enter Justice [Falso], Knight, Jeweller’s Wife.
 

FALSO
Why, this is but the second time of your coming, kinsman; visit me oft’ner. Daughter, I charge you bring this gentleman along with you: gentleman. I cry ye mercy, sir, I call you gentleman still, I forget you’re but a knight; you must pardon me, sir.
 

KNIGHT
For your worship’s kindness; worship. I cry you mercy, sir, I call you worshipful still, I forget you’re but a justice.
 

FALSO
I am no more, i’faith.
 

KNIGHT
You must pardon me, sir.
 

FALSO
’Tis quickly done, sir; you see I make bold with you, kinsman, thrust my daughter and you into one chamber.
 

KNIGHT
Best of all, sir. Kindred, you know, may lie anywhere.
 

FALSO
True, true, sir. Daughter, receive your blessing. [Aside to Jeweller’s Wife] Take heed the coach jopper not too much; have a care to the fruits of your body. [To Knight] Look to her, kinsman.
 

KNIGHT
Fear it not, sir.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Nay, father, though I say it, that should not say it, he looks to me more like a husband than a kinsman.
 

FALSO
I hear good commendations of you, sir.
 

KNIGHT
You hear the worst of me, I hope, sir. I salute my leave, sir.
 

FALSO
You’re welcome all over your body, sir.
 

[Exeunt Knight and Jeweller’s Wife.]
 

Nay, I can behave myself courtly, though I keep house i’ th’ country. What, does my niece hide herself? Not present, ha? Latronello!
 

[Enter Latronello.]
 

LATRONELLO
Sir.
 

FALSO
Call my niece to me.
 

LATRONELLO
Yes, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

FALSO
A foolish, coy, bashful thing it is; she’s afraid to lie with her own uncle. I’d do her no harm, i’faith; I keep myself a widower o’ purpose, yet the foolish girl will not look into’t. She should have all, i’faith; she knows I have but a time, cannot hold long. See where she comes.
 

[Enter Niece.]
 

Pray, whom am I, Niece?
 

NIECE
I hope you’re yourself,
Uncle to me and brother to my father.
 

FALSO
Oh, am I so? It does not appear so, for surely you would love your father’s brother for your father’s sake, your uncle for your own sake.
 

NIECE
I do so.
 

FALSO
Nay, you do nothing, Niece.
 

NIECE
In that love which becomes you best I love you.
 

FALSO
How should I know that love becomes me best?
 

NIECE
Because ’tis chaste and honourable.
 

FALSO
Honourable? It cannot become me, then, Niece,
For I’m scarce worshipful. Is this an age
To entertain bare love without the fruits?
When I receiv’d thee first, I look’d
Thou shouldst have been a wife unto my house,
And sav’d me from the charge of marriage.
Do you think your father’s five thousand pound would ha’ made me take you else? No, you should ne’er ha’ been a charge to me. As far as I can perceive yet by you, I’ve as much need to marry as e’er I had: would not this be a great grief to your friends, think you, if they were alive again?
 

NIECE
’Twould be a grief indeed.
 

FALSO
Y’ave confess’d
All about house that young Fidelio,
Who in his travels does attend the prince,
Is your vow’d love.
 

NIECE
Most true, he’s my vow’d husband.
 

FALSO
And what’s a husband, is not a husband a stranger at first? And will you lie with a stranger before you lie with your own uncle? Take heed what ye do, Niece, I counsel you for the best: strangers are drunken fellows, I can tell you; they will come home late o’ nights, beat their wives, and get nothing but girls! Look to’t, if you marry, your stubbornness is your dowry. Five thousand crowns were bequeathed to you, true, if you marry with my consent; but if e’er you go to marrying by my consent, I’ll go to hanging by yours. Go to, be wise and love your uncle.
 

NIECE
I should have cause then to repent indeed.
Do you so far forget the offices
Of blushing modesty? Uncles are half father;
Why, they come so near our bloods they’re e’en part of it.
 

FALSO
Why, now you come to me, Niece; if your uncle be part of your own flesh and blood, is it not then fit your own flesh and blood should come nearest to you? Answer me to that, Niece.
 

NIECE
You do allude all to incestuous will,
Nothing to modest purpose. Turn me forth;
Be like an uncle of these latter days,
Perjur’d enough, enough unnatural;
Play your executorship in tyranny,
Restrain my fortunes, keep me poor, I care not.
In this alone most women I’ll excel,
I’ll rather yield to beggary than to hell.
 

Exit.
 

FALSO
Very good! O’ my troth, my niece is valiant; she’s made me richer by five thousand crowns, the price of her dowry. Are you so honest? I do not fear but I shall have the conscience to keep you poor enough, Niece, or else I am quite altered o’ late.
 

[Enter Latronello.]
 

The news, may it please you, sir?
 

LATRONELLO
Sir, there’s an old fellow, a kind of law-driver, entreats conference with your worship.
 

FALSO
A law-driver? Prithee, drive him hither.
 

[Exit Latronello.] Enter Tangle.
 

TANGLE
[To Suitor offstage] No, no, I say; if it be for defect of apparance, take me out a special significavit.
 

SUITOR
[Within] Very good, sir.
 

TANGLE
Then if he purchase an alias or capias, which are writs of custom, only to delay time, your procedendo does you knight’s service, that’s nothing at all; get your distringas out as soon as you can for a jury.
 

SUITOR
[Within] I’ll attend your good worship’s coming out.
 

TANGLE
Do, I prithee, attend me; I’ll take it kindly, a voluntate.
 

FALSO
What, old [Signior] Tangle!
 

TANGLE
I am in debt to your worship’s remembrance.
 

FALSO
My old master of fence: come, come, come, I have not exercis’d this twelve moons, I have almost forgot all my law-weapons.
 

TANGLE
They are under fine and recovery; your worship shall easily recover them.
 

FALSO
I hope so. [To Latronello, within] When, there?
 

[Enter Latronello.]
 

LATRONELLO
Sir?
 

FALSO
The rapier and dagger foils, instantly.
 

[Exit Latronello.]
 

And what’s thy suit to me, old Tangle? I’ll grant it presently.
 

TANGLE
Nothing but this, sir, to set your worship’s hand to the commendation of a knave whom nobody speaks well on.
 

FALSO
The more shame for ‘em; what was his offence, I pray?
 

TANGLE
Vestras deducite culpas: nothing but robbing a vestry.
 

FALSO
What, what? Alas, poor knave! Give me the paper. He did but save the churchwardens a labour; come, come, he has done a better deed in’t than the parish is aware of, to prevent the knaves; he robs but seldom, they once a quarter. Methinks ‘twere a part of good justice to hang ‘em at year’s end, when they come out of their office, to the true terrifying of all collectors and sidemen.
 

TANGLE
Your worship would make a fruitful commonwealth’s-man. The constable lets ‘em alone, looks on, and says nothing.
 

FALSO
Alas, good man, he lets ‘em alone for quietness’ sake, and takes half a share with ‘em: they know well enough, too, he has an impediment in his tongue; he’s always drunk when he should speak.
 

TANGLE
Indeed, your worship speaks true in that, sir: they blind him with beer and make him so narrow-eyed that he winces naturally at all their knaveries.
 

FALSO
So, so, here’s my hand to his commendations.
 

[Signs the paper.]
 

TANGLE
A caritate, you do a charitable deed in’t, sir.
 

FALSO
Nay, if it be but a vestry matter, visit me at any time, old Signior Law-thistle!
 

[Enter Latronello with rapier and dagger foils, and then exit.]
 

Oh, well done, here are the foils; come, come, sir, I’ll try a law-bout with you.
 

TANGLE
I am afraid I shall overthrow you, sir, i’faith.
 

FALSO
’Tis but for want of use, then, sir.
 

TANGLE
Indeed, that same odd word “use” makes a man a good lawyer, and a woman an arrant. Tuh, tuh, tuh, tuh, tuh! Now am I for you, sir; but first, to bring you into form, can your worship name all your weapons?
 

FALSO
That I can, I hope. Let me see, longsword, what’s longsword? I am so dull’d with doing justice that I have forgot all, i’faith.
 

TANGLE
Your longsword, that’s a writ of delay.
 

FALSO
Mass, that sword’s long enough, indeed; I ha’ known it reach the length of fifteen terms.
 

TANGLE
Fifteen terms? That’s but a short sword.
 

FALSO
Methinks ’tis long enough; proceed, sir.
 

TANGLE
A writ of delay, longsword, scandala magnatum, backsword.
 

FALSO
Scandals are backswords, indeed.
 

TANGLE
Capias comminus, case of rapiers.
 

FALSO
Oh, desperate!
 

TANGLE
A latitat, sword and dagger. A writ of execution, rapier and dagger.
 

FALSO
Thou art come to our present weapon; but what call you sword and buckler, then?
 

TANGLE
Oh, that’s out of use now! Sword and buckler was call’d a good conscience, but that weapon’s left long ago; that was too manly a fight, too sound a weapon for these our days. ‘Slid, we are scarce able to lift up a buckler now, our arms are so bound to the pox; one good bang upon a buckler would make most of our gentlemen fly i’ pieces; ’tis not for these linty times. Our lawyers are good rapier and dagger men; they’ll quickly dispatch your money.
 

FALSO
Indeed, since sword and buckler time, I have observ’d there has been nothing so much fighting; where be all our gallant swaggerers? There are no good frays o’ late.
 

TANGLE
Oh, sir, the property’s altered; you shall see less fighting every day than other, for every one gets him a mistress, and she gives him wounds enow; and, you know, the surgeons cannot be here and there, too: if there were red wounds too, what would become of the Rheinish wounds?
 

FALSO
Thou sayest true, i’faith; they would be but ill-favouredly look’d to then.
 

TANGLE
Very well, sir.
 

FALSO
I expect you, sir.
 

TANGLE
I lie in this court for you, sir; my rapier is my attorney, and my dagger his clerk.
 

FALSO
Your attorney wants a little oil, methinks; he looks very rustily.
 

TANGLE
’Tis but his proper colour, sir; his father was an iremonger. He will ne’er look brighter, the rust has so eat into him; h’as never any leisure to be made clean.
 

FALSO
Not in the vacation?
 

TANGLE
“Non vacat exiguis rebus adesse Jovi.”
 

FALSO
Then Jove will not be at leisure to scour him, because he ne’er came to him before.
 

TANGLE
You’re excellent at it, sir; and now you least think on’t, I arrest you, sir.
 

FALSO
Very good, sir.
 

TANGLE
Nay, very bad, sir, by my faith; I follow you still, as the officers will follow you as long as you have a penny.
 

FALSO
You speak sentences, sir. By this time have I tried my friends, and now I thrust in bail.
 

TANGLE
This bail will not be taken, sir; they must be two citizens that are no cuckolds.
 

FALSO
By’rlady, then I’m like to lie by it; I had rather ‘twere a hundred that were.
 

TANGLE
Take heed I bring you not an nisi prius, sir.
 

FALSO
I must ward myself as well as I may, sir.
 

TANGLE
’Tis court day now; declarat atturnatus, my attorney gapes for money.
 

FALSO
You shall have no advantage yet; I put in my answer.
 

TANGLE
I follow the suit still, sir.
 

FALSO
I like not this court, by’rlady. I take me out a writ of remove, a writ of remove, do you see, sir?
 

TANGLE
Very well, sir.
 

FALSO
And place my cause higher.
 

TANGLE
There you started me, sir; yet for all your demurs, pluries, sursurraras, which are all longswords, that’s delays, all the comfort is, in nine years a man may overthrow you.
 

FALSO
You must thank your good friends then, sir.
 

TANGLE
Let nine years pass, five hundred crowns cast away o’ both sides, and the suit not twenty; my counsellor’s wife must have another hood, you know, and my attorney’s wife will have a new forepart. Yet see at length law, I shall have law. Now beware, I bring you to a narrow exigent, and by no means can you avoid the proclamation. [Knocks Falso’s rapier from his hand.]
 

FALSO
Oh!
 

TANGLE
Now follows a writ of execution: a capias utlagatum gives you a wound mortal, trips up your heels, and lays you i’ th’ Counter. [Overthrows him.]
 

TANGLE
I cry your worship heartily mercy, sir; I thought we had been in law together, adversarius contra adversarium, by my troth.
 

FALSO
Oh, reach me thy hand! I ne’er had such an overthrow in my life.
 

TANGLE
’Twas ‘long of your attorney there; he might o’ stayed the execution of capias utlagatum, and remov’d you with a supersedeas non molestandum into the court of equity.
 

FALSO
Pox on him, he fell out of my hand when I had most need of him.
 

TANGLE
I was bound to follow the suit, sir.
 

FALSO
Thou couldst do no less than overthrow me, I must needs say so.
 

TANGLE
You had recovered cost else, sir.
 

FALSO
And now, by th’ mass, I think I shall hardly recover without cost.
 

TANGLE
Nay, that’s certo scio; an execution is very chargeable.
 

FALSO
Well, it shall teach me wit as long as I am a justice. I perceive by this trial, if a man have a sound fall in law, he shall feel it in his bones all his life after.
 

TANGLE
Nay, that’s recto upon record, for I myself was overthrown in eighty-eight by a tailor, and I have had a stitch in my side ever since. Oh!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

Falso’s House
 

Toward the close of the music, the justice’s three men prepare for a robbery[, and exeunt]. Enter Justice Falso, untrussed.
 

FALSO
Why, Latronello, Furtivo, Fucato! Where be these lazy knaves that should truss me, not one stirring yet?
 

A CRY
Follow, follow, follow!
 

FALSO
What news, there?
 

A CRY
This way, this way! Follow, follow!
 

FALSO
Hark, you sluggish soporiferous villains! There’s knaves abroad when you are a-bed: are ye not asham’d on’t? A justice’s men should be up first, and give example to all knaves.
 

Enter two of his men[, Latronello and Fucato,] tumbling in, in false beards.
 

LATRONELLO
Oh, I beseech your good worship!
 

FUCATO
Your worshipful worship!
 

FALSO
Thieves! My two-hand sword! I’m robb’d i’ th’ hall! Latronello, knaves, come down; my two-hand sword, I say!
 

LATRONELLO
I am Latronello, I beseech your worship.
 

FALSO
Thou Latronello? Thou liest; my men scorn to have beards.
 

LATRONELLO
We forget our beards. [They take off their false beards.] Now, I beseech your worship, quickly remember us.
 

FALSO
How now?
 

FUCATO
Nay, there’s no time to talk of “how now”; ’tis done.
 

A CRY
Follow, follow, follow!
 

LATRONELLO
Four mark and a livery is not able to keep life and soul together: we must fly out once a quarter; ’tis for your worship’s credit to have money in our purse. Our fellow Furtivo is taken in the action.
 

FALSO
A pox on him for a lazy knave! Would he be taken?
 

FUCATO
They bring him along to your worship; you’re the next justice. Now or never show yourself a good master, an upright magistrate, and deliver him out of their hands.
 

FALSO
Nay, he shall find me apt enough to do him good, I warrant him.
 

LATRONELLO
He comes in a false beard, sir.
 

FALSO
‘Sfoot, what should he do here else? There’s no coming to me in a true [one], if he had one. The slave to be taken! Do I not keep geldings swift enough?
 

LATRONELLO
The goodliest geldings of any gentleman in the shire.
 

FALSO
Which did the whoreson knave ride upon?
 

LATRONELLO
Upon one of your best, sir.
 

FUCATO
Stand-and-deliver.
 

FALSO
Upon Stand-and-deliver? The very gelding I choose for mine own riding; as nimble as Pegasus the flying horse yonder. Go, shift yourselves into your coats; bring hither a great chair and a little table.
 

FUCATO
With all present speed, sir.
 

FALSO
And Latronello — 
 

LATRONELLO
Ay, sir?
 

FALSO
Sit you down, and very soberly take the examination.
 

LATRONELLO
I’ll draw a few horse heads in a paper, make a show: I hope I shall keep my countenance.
 

[Exeunt Latronello and Fucato.]
 

FALSO
Pox on him again! Would he be taken? He frets me. I have been a youth myself; I ha’ seen the day I could have told money out of other men’s purses — mass, so I can do now — nor will I keep that fellow about me that dares not bid a man stand: for as long as drunkenness is a vice, stand is a virtue. But I would not have ‘em taken. I remember now betimes in a morning, I would have peep’d through the green boughs, and have had the party presently, and then to ride away finely in fear; ’twas e’en venery to me, i’faith, the pleasantest course of life! One would think every woodcock a constable, and every owl an officer. But those days are past with me; and, o’ my troth, I think I am a greater thief now, and in no danger. I can take my ease, sit in my chair, look in your faces now, and rob you; make you bring your money by authority, put off your hat, and thank me for robbing of you. Oh, there is nothing to a thief under covert bar’n!
 

Enter Phoenix, Fidelio being robb’d; Constable, Officers and the thief Furtivo.
 

CONSTABLE
Come, officers, bring him away.
 

FALSO
[Aside] Nay, I see thee through thy false beard, thou mid-wind-chined rascal! — How now, my masters, what’s he, ha?
 

CONSTABLE
Your worship knows I never come but I bring a thief with me.
 

FALSO
Thou hast left thy wont else, constable.
 

PHOENIX
Sir, we understand you to be the only uprightness of this place.
 

FALSO
But I scarce understand you, sir.
 

PHOENIX
Why, then, you understand not yourself, sir.
 

FALSO
Such another word and you shall change places with the thief.
 

PHOENIX
A maintainer of equal causes, I mean.
 

FALSO
Now I have you; proceed, sir.
 

PHOENIX
This gentleman and myself, being led hither by occasion of business, have been offered the discourtesy of the country, set upon by three thieves, and robb’d.
 

FALSO
What are become of the other two? Latronello and Fucato!
 

PHOENIX
They both made away from us; the cry pursues ‘em but as yet none but this taken.
 

[Enter Latronello and Fucato, with chair and table.]
 

FALSO
Latronello.
 

LATRONELLO
Sir?
 

FALSO
Take his examination.
 

LATRONELLO
Yes, sir.
 

FALSO
Let the knave stand single.
 

FURTIVO
Thank your good worship.
 

FALSO
H’as been a suitor at court, sure; he thanks me for nothing.
 

PHOENIX
He’s a thief now, sure.
 

FALSO
That we must know of him; what are you, sir?
 

FURTIVO
A piece next to the tail, sir: a serving-man.
 

FALSO
By my troth, a pretty phrase and very cleanly handled! Put it down, Latronello; thou mayst make use on’t. Is he of honour or worship whom thou servest?
 

FURTIVO
Of both, dear sir; honourable in mind and worshipful in body.
 

FALSO
Why, would one wish a man to speak better?
 

PHOENIX
Oh, sir, they most commonly speak best that do worst.
 

FALSO
Say you so, sir? Then we’ll try him further. Does your right worshipful master go before you as an example of vice, and so encourage you to this slinking iniquity? He is not a lawyer, is he?
 

FURTIVO
H’as the more wrong, sir; both for his conscience and honesty, he deserves to be one.
 

FALSO
Pity he’s a thief, i’faith; I should entertain him else.
 

PHOENIX
Ay, if he were not as he is, he would be better than himself.
 

FURTIVO
No, ’tis well known, sir, I have a master the very picture of wisdom — 
 

LATRONELLO
[Aside] For indeed he speaks not one wise word.
 

FURTIVO
And no man but will admire to hear of his virtues — 
 

LATRONELLO
[Aside] Because he ne’er had any in all his life.
 

FALSO
You write all down, Latronello?
 

LATRONELLO
I warrant you, sir.
 

FURTIVO
So sober, so discreet, so judicious — 
 

FALSO
Hum.
 

FURTIVO
And above all, of most reverend gravity.
 

FALSO
I like him for one quality: he speaks well of his master; he will fare the better. Now, sir, let me touch you.
 

FURTIVO
Ay, sir.
 

FALSO
Why, serving a gentleman of such worship and wisdom, such sobriety and virtue, such discretion and judgment as your master is, do you take such a beastly course to stop horses, hinder gentlewomen from their meetings, and make citizens never ride but o’ Sundays, only to avoid morning prayer and you? Is it because your worshipful master feeds you with lean spits, pays you with Irish money, or clothes you in northern dozens?
 

FURTIVO
Far be it from his mind, or my report. ’Tis well known he kept worshipful cheer the day of his wife’s burial, pays our four marks a year as duly by twelve pence a quarter as can be — 
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] His wisdom swallows it.
 

FURTIVO
And for northern dozens, fie, fie, we were ne’er troubled with so many.
 

FALSO
Receiving then such plenteous blessings from your virtuous and bountiful master, what cause have you to be thief now? Answer me to that gear.
 

FURTIVO
’Tis e’en as a man gives his mind to’t, sir.
 

FALSO
How, sir?
 

FURTIVO
For alas, if the whole world were but of one trade, traffic were nothing; if we were all true men, we should be of no trade. What a pitiful world would here be! Heaven forbid we should be all true men: then how should your worship’s next suit be made? not a tailor left in the land; of what stuff would you have it made? not a merchant left to deliver it; would your worship go in that suit still? You would ha’ more thieves about you than those you have banish’d, and be glad to call the great ones home again to destroy the little.
 

PHOENIX
A notable rogue!
 

FALSO
O’ my troth, a fine knave, and he’s answered me gloriously. What wages wilt thou take after thou art hang’d?
 

FURTIVO
More than your worship’s able to give; I would think foul scorn to be a justice then.
 

FALSO
[Aside] He says true, too, i’faith, for we are all full of corruption here. — Hark you, my friends.
 

PHOENIX
Sir?
 

FALSO
By my troth, if you were no crueller than I, I could find in my heart to let him go.
 

PHOENIX
Could you so, sir? The more pitiful justice you.
 

FALSO
Nay, I did but to try you; if you have no pity, I’ll ha’ none. Away, he’s a thief, to prison with him!
 

FURTIVO
I am content, sir.
 

FALSO
Are you content? Bring him back; nay, then, you shall not go. I’ll be as cruel as you can wish. You’re content? Belike you have a trick to break prison, or a bribe for the officers.
 

CONSTABLE
For us, sir?
 

FALSO
For you, sir! What color’s silver, I pray? You ne’er saw money in your life. I’ll not trust you with him. Latronello and Fucato, lay hold upon him; to your charge I commit him.
 

FURTIVO
Oh, I beseech you, sir!
 

FALSO
Nay, If I must be cruel, I will be cruel.
 

FURTIVO
Good sir, let me rather go to prison.
 

FALSO
You desire that? I’ll trust no prison with you; I’ll make you lie in mine own house, or I’ll know why I shall not.
 

FURTIVO
Merciful sir!
 

FALSO
Since you have no pity, I will be cruel.
 

PHOENIX
Very good, sir; you please us well.
 

FALSO
You shall appear tomorrow, sirs.
 

FURTIVO
Upon my knees, sir.
 

FALSO
You shall be hang’d out o’ th’ way. Away with him, Latronello and Fucato! Officers, I discharge you my house; I like not your company.
Report me as you see me, fire and fuel;
If men be Jews, justices must be cruel.
 

Exeunt [all but Phoenix and Fidelio].
 

PHOENIX
So, sir, extremes set off all actions thus;
Either too tame or else too tyrannous.
He being bent to fury, I doubt now
We shall not gain access unto your love,
Or she to us.
 

FIDELIO
Most wishfully, here she comes.
 

Enter Niece.
 

PHOENIX
Is that she?
 

FIDELIO
This is she, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
A modest presence.
 

FIDELIO
Virtue bless you, lady.
 

NIECE
You wish me well, sir.
 

FIDELIO
I’d first encharge this kiss, and next this paper;
You’ll know the language; ’tis Fidelio’s.
 

NIECE
My ever-vowed love! How is his health?
 

FIDELIO
As fair as is his favour with the prince.
 

NIECE
I’m sick with joy: does the prince love him so?
 

FIDELIO
His life cannot requite it.
I had a token for you, kept it safe,
Till by misfortune of the way this morning
Thieves set upon this gentleman and myself,
And with the rest robb’d that.
 

NIECE
Oh, me, I’m dearly
Sorry for your chance! Was it your loss?
They boldly look you in the face that robb’d you;
No further villains than my uncle’s men.
 

PHOENIX
What, lady?
 

NIECE
’Tis my grief I speak so true.
 

FIDELIO
Why, my lord!
 

PHOENIX
But give me pausing, lady; was he one
That took the examination?
 

NIECE
One, and the chief.
 

PHOENIX
Henceforth hang him that is no way a thief;
Then I hope few will suffer.
Nay, all the jest was, he committed him
To the charge of his fellows, and the rogue
Made it lamentable, cried to leave ‘em.
None live so wise but fools may once deceive ‘em!
 

FIDELIO
An uncle so insatiate!
 

PHOENIX
Ay, is’t not strange, too,
That all should be by nature vicious,
And he bad against nature?
 

NIECE
Then you have heard the sum of all my wrongs?
 

PHOENIX
Lady, we have, and desire rather now
To heal ‘em than to hear ‘em.
For by a letter from Fidelio
Direct to us, we are entreated jointly
To hasten your remove from this foul den
Of theft and purpos’d incest.
 

NIECE
I rejoice
In his chaste care of me; I’ll soon be furnish’d.
 

FIDELIO
He writes that his return cannot be long.
 

NIECE
I’m chiefly glad. But whither is the place?
 

PHOENIX
To the safe seat of his late wronged mother.
 

NIECE
I desire it.
Her conference will fit mine; well you prevail.
 

PHOENIX
At next grove we’ll expect you.
 

NIECE
I’ll not fail.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter Knight and Jeweller’s Wife.
 

KNIGHT
It stands upon the frame of my reputation, I protest, lady.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Lady: that word is worth an hundred angels at all times, for it cost more. If I live till tomorrow night, my sweet Pleasure, thou shalt have them.
 

KNIGHT
Could you not make ‘em a hundred and fifty, think you?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
I’ll do my best endeavour to multiply, I assure you.
 

KNIGHT
Could you not make ‘em two hundred?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
No, by my faith — 
 

KNIGHT
Peace, I’ll rather be confin’d in the hundred and fifty.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Come e’en much about this time, when taverns give up their ghosts, and gentlemen are in their first cast.
 

KNIGHT
I’ll observe the season.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
And do but whirl the ring o’ th’ door once about; my maidservant shall be taught to understand the language.
 

KNIGHT
Enough, my sweet Revenue.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Good rest, my effectual Pleasure.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1.
 

A street before the Jeweller’s house and the Court of Law
 

Enter Proditor and Phoenix.
 

PRODITOR
Come hither, Phoenix.
 

PHOENIX
What makes your honour break so early?
 

PRODITOR
A toy, I have a toy.
 

PHOENIX
A toy, my lord?
 

PRODITOR
Before thou layest thy wrath upon the duke,
Be advis’d.
 

PHOENIX
Ay, ay, I warrant you, my lord.
 

PRODITOR
Nay, give my words honour; hear me.
I’ll strive to bring this act into such form
And credit amongst men, they shall suppose,
Nay, verily believe, the prince, his son,
To be the plotter of his father’s murder.
 

PHOENIX
Oh, that were infinitely admirable!
 

PRODITOR
Were’t not? It pleaseth me beyond my bliss.
Then if his son meet death as he returns,
Or by my hired instruments turn up,
The general voice will cry, “Oh, happy vengeance!”
 

PHOENIX
Oh, blessed vengeance!
 

PRODITOR
Ay, I’ll turn my brain
Into a thousand uses, tire my inventions,
Make my blood sick with study, and mine eye
More hollow than my heart; but I will fashion,
Nay, I will fashion it. Canst counterfeit?
 

PHOENIX
The prince’s hand? [Most] truly, most direct;
You shall admire it.
 

PRODITOR
Necessary mischief,
Next to a woman, but more close in secrets!
Thou’rt all the kindred that my breast vouchsafes.
Look into me anon: I must frame, and muse,
And fashion.
 

Exit.
 

PHOENIX
’Twas to look into thee, in whose heart
Treason grows ripe, and therefore fit to fall;
That slave first sinks whose envy threatens all.
Now is his venom at full height.
 

FIRST VOICE WITHIN
“Lying or being in the said county, in the tenure and occupation aforesaid” — 
 

SECOND VOICE WITHIN
No more, then; a writ of course upon the matter of — 
 

THIRD VOICE WITHIN
Silence!
 

FOURTH VOICE WITHIN
Oho-o-o-yes! Carlo Turbulenzo, appear, or lose twenty mark in the suits.
 

PHOENIX
Ha? Whither have my thoughts conveyed me? I am now within the dizzy murmur of the law.
 

FIRST VOICE WITHIN
So that then, the cause being found clear, upon the last citation — 
 

FOURTH VOICE WITHIN
Carlo Turbulenzo, come into the court.
 

Enter Tangle with two [Suitors] after him.
 

TANGLE
Now, now, now, now, now, upon my knees I praise Mercury, the god of law! I have two suits at issue, two suits at issue.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Do you hear, sir?
 

TANGLE
I will not hear; I’ve other business.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I beseech you, my learned counsel — 
 

TANGLE
Beseech not thee, beseech not me! I am a mortal man, a client as you are; beseech not me!
 

FIRST SUITOR
I would do all by your worship’s direction.
 

TANGLE
Then hang thyself.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Shall I take out a special supplicavit?
 

TANGLE
Mad me not, torment me not, tear me not! You’ll give me leave to hear mine own cause, mine own cause!
 

FIRST VOICE WITHIN
Nay, moreover, and further — 
 

TANGLE
Well said, my lawyer, well said, well said!
 

FIRST VOICE WITHIN
All the opprobrious speeches that man could invent, all malicious invectives, called wittol to his face — 
 

TANGLE
That’s I, that’s I; thank you, my learned counsel, for your good remembrance. I hope I shall overthrow him horse and foot.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Nay, but good sir — 
 

TANGLE
No more, sir; he that brings me happy news first I’ll relieve first.
 

BOTH SUITORS
Sound executions rot thy cause and thee!
 

Exeunt [Suitors].
 

TANGLE
Ay, ay, pray so still, pray so still; they’ll thrive the better.
 

PHOENIX
I wonder how this fellow keeps out madness?
What stuff his brains are made on?
 

TANGLE
I suffer, I suffer, till I hear a judgment!
 

PHOENIX
What, old signior?
 

TANGLE
Prithee, I will not know thee now; ’tis a busy time, a busy time with me.
 

PHOENIX
What, not me, [signior]?
 

TANGLE
Oh, cry thee mercy! Give me thy hand; fare thee well. He’s no relief again me, then; his demurs will not help him; his sursurraras will but play the knaves with him.
 

Enter Justice Falso.
 

PHOENIX
The justice, ’tis he.
 

FALSO
Have I found thee, i’faith? I thought where I should smell thee out, old Tangle.
 

TANGLE
What, old [signior] justicer? Embrace me another time, an you can possible. How does all thy [wife’s] children? Well? That’s well said, i’faith.
 

FALSO
Hear me, old Tangle.
 

TANGLE
Prithee, do not ravish me; let me go.
 

FALSO
I must use some of thy counsel first.
 

TANGLE
Sirrah, I ha’ brought him to an exigent. Hark! That’s my cause, that’s my cause yonder! I twing’d him, I twing’d him!
 

FALSO
My niece is stolen away.
 

TANGLE
Ah, get me a ne exeat regno quickly! Nay, you must not stay upon’t, I’d fain have you gone.
 

FALSO
A ne exeat regno? I’ll about it presently; adieu.
 

[Exit.]
 

PHOENIX
You seek to catch her, justice; she’ll catch you.
 

[Enter First Suitor.]
 

FIRST SUITOR
A judgment, a judgment!
 

TANGLE
What, what, what?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Overthrown, overthrown, overthrown!
 

TANGLE
Ha? Ah, ah!
 

[Enter Second Suitor.]
 

SECOND SUITOR
News, news, news!
 

TANGLE
The devil, the devil, the devil!
 

SECOND SUITOR
Twice Tangle’s overthrown, twice Tangle’s overthrown!
 

TANGLE
Hold!
 

PHOENIX
Now, old cheater of the law — 
 

TANGLE
Pray give me leave to be mad.
 

PHOENIX
Thou that hast found such sweet pleasure in the vexation of others — 
 

TANGLE
May I not be mad in quiet?
 

PHOENIX
Very marrow, very manna to thee to be in law — 
 

TANGLE
Very syrup of toads and preserv’d adders!
 

PHOENIX
Thou that hast vex’d and beggar’d the whole parish, and made the honest churchwardens go to law with the poor’s money — 
 

TANGLE
Hear me, do but hear me! I pronounce a terrible, horrible curse upon you all, and wish you to my attorney! See where a praemunire comes, a dedimus potestatem, and that most dreadful execution, excommunicato capiendo! There’s no bail to be taken; I shall rot in fifteen jails: make dice of my bones, and let my counsellor’s son play away his father’s money with ‘em; may my bones revenge my quarrel! A capias comminus? Here, here, here, here; quickly dip your quills in my blood, off with my skin and write fourteen lines of a side. There’s an honest, conscionable fellow; he takes but ten shillings of a bellows-mender. Here’s another deals all with charity; you shall give him nothing, only his wife an embroidered petticoat, a gold fringe for her tail, or a border for her head. Ah, sirrah, you shall catch me no more in the springe of your knaveries!
 

[Exit.]
 

FIRST SUITOR
Follow, follow him still; a little thing now sets him forward.
 

[Exeunt Suitors.]
 

PHOENIX
None can except against him; the man’s mad,
And privileg’d by the moon, if he say true:
Less madness ’tis to speak sin than to do.
This wretch, that lov’d before his food his strife,
This punishment falls even with his life.
His pleasure was vexation, all his bliss
The torment of another;
Their [hurt] his health, their starved hopes his store:
Who so loves the law dies either mad or poor.
 

[Enter Fidelio.]
 

FIDELIO
A miracle, a miracle!
 

PHOENIX
How now, Fidelio?
 

FIDELIO
My lord, a miracle!
 

PHOENIX
What is’t?
 

FIDELIO
I have found
One quiet, suffering, and unlawyer’d man;
An opposite, a very contrary
To the old turbulent fellow.
 

PHOENIX
Why, he’s mad.
 

FIDELIO
Mad? Why, he is in his right wits: could he be madder than he was? If he be any way altered from what he was, ’tis for the better, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
Well, but where’s this wonder?
 

FIDELIO
’Tis coming, my lord: a man so truly a man, so indifferently a creature; using the world in his right nature but to tread upon; one that would not bruise the cowardliest enemy to man, the worm, that dares not show his malice till we are dead. Nay, my lord, you will admire his temper! See where he comes.
 

Enter Quieto.
 

I promis’d your acquaintance, sir: yon is
The gentleman I did commend for temper.
 

QUIETO
Let me embrace you simply,
That’s perfectly, and more in heart than hand;
Let affectation keep at court.
 

PHOENIX
Ay, let it.
 

QUIETO
’Tis told me you love quiet.
 

PHOENIX
Above wealth.
 

QUIETO
I above life; I have been wild and rash,
Committed many and unnatural crimes,
Which I have since repented.
 

PHOENIX
’Twas well spent.
 

QUIETO
I was mad, stark mad, nine years together.
 

PHOENIX
I pray, how?
 

QUIETO
Going to law, i’faith, it made me mad.
 

PHOENIX
With the like frenzy, not an hour since,
An aged man was struck.
 

QUIETO
Alas, I pity him!
 

PHOENIX
He’s not worth pitying, for ’twas still his gladness
To be at variance.
 

QUIETO
Yet a man’s worth pity;
My quiet blood has blest me with this gift:
I have cur’d some, and if his wits be not
Too deeply cut, I will assay to help ‘em.
 

PHOENIX
Sufferance does teach you pity.
 

Enter [Quieto’s] Boy.
 

BOY
Oh, master, master! Your abominable next neighbour came into the house, being half in drink, and took away your best carpet.
 

QUIETO
Has he it?
 

BOY
Alas, sir!
 

QUIETO
Let him go; trouble him not. Lock the door quietly after him, and have a safer care who comes in next.
 

PHOENIX
But sir, might I advise you, in such a cause as this a man might boldly, nay, with conscience, go to law.
 

QUIETO
Oh, I’ll give him the table too first! Better endure a fist than a sharp sword. I had rather they should pull off my clothes than flay off my skin and hang that on mine enemy’s hedge.
 

PHOENIX
Why, for such good causes was the law ordain’d.
 

QUIETO
True, and in itself ’tis glorious and divine;
Law is the very masterpiece of heaven:
But see yonder,
There’s many clouds between the sun and us,
There’s too much cloth before we see the law.
 

PHOENIX
I’m content with that answer; be mild still:
’Tis honour to forgive those you could kill.
 

QUIETO
There do I keep.
 

PHOENIX
Reach me your hand; I love you,
And you shall know me better.
 

QUIETO
’Tis my suit.
 

PHOENIX
The night grows deep, and — 
 

Enter two Officers.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Come away; this way, this way.
 

PHOENIX
Who be those? Stand close a little.
 

[As they retire, Phoenix] jars the ring of the [Jeweller’s] door; the Maid enters, catches him.
 

MAID
Oh, you’re come as well as e’er you came in your life; my master’s new gone to bed. Give me your knightly hand: I must lead you into the blind parlour; my mistress will be down to you presently.
 

Takes in Phoenix, amazed.
 

FIRST OFFICER
I tell you, our safest course will be to arrest him when he comes out o’ th’ tavern, for then he will be half drunk and will not stand upon his weapon.
 

SECOND OFFICER
Our safest course indeed, for he will draw.
 

FIRST OFFICER
That he will, though he put it up again, which is more of his courtesy than of our deserving.
 

Exeunt [Officers].
 

QUIETO
The world is nothing but vexation,
Spite, and uncharitable action.
 

FIDELIO
Did you see the gentleman?
 

QUIETO
Not I.
 

FIDELIO
Where should he be? It may be he’s passed by;
Good sir, let’s overtake him.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A room in the Jeweller’s house
 

Enter Phoenix with the Maid.
 

MAID
Here, sir, now you are there, sir; she’ll come to you instantly. I must not stay you; my mistress would be jealous. You must do nothing to me; my mistress would find it quickly.
 

Exit.
 

PHOENIX
‘Sfoot, [whither] am I led? Brought in by th’ hand? I hope it can be no harm to stay for a woman, though indeed they were never more dangerous. I have ventured hitherto and safe, and I now must venture to stay now. This should be a fair room, but I see it not: the blind parlour calls it she?
 

Enter Jeweller’s Wife.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Where art thou, Oh, my knight?
 

PHOENIX
Your knight? I am the duke’s knight.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
I say you’re my knight, for I’m sure I paid for you.
 

PHOENIX
Paid for you? Hum; ‘sfoot, a light!
 

[Snatches in a light, and then extinguishes it.]
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Now out upon the marmoset! Hast thou serv’d me so long, and offer to bring in a candle?
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Fair room, villainous face, and worse woman! I ha’ learnt something by a glimpse o’ th’ candle.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
How happen’d it you came so soon? I look’d not for you these two hours. Yet, as the sweet chance is, you came as well as a thing could come, for my husband’s newly brought abed.
 

PHOENIX
And what has Jove sent him?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
He ne’er sent him anything since I knew him: he’s a man of a bad nature to his wife; none but his maids can thrive under him.
 

PHOENIX
Out upon him!
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Ay, judge whether I have a cause to be a courtesan or no? to do as I do? An elderly fellow as he is, if he were married to a young virgin, he were able to break her heart, though he could break nothing else. Here, here, there’s just a hundred and fifty [giving money]; but I stole ‘em so hardly from him, ’twould e’en have griev’d you to have seen it.
 

PHOENIX
So ’twould, i’faith.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE.
Therefore, prithee, my sweet Pleasure, do not keep company so much. How do you think I am able to maintain you? Though I be a jeweller’s wife, jewels are like women, they rise and fall; we must be content to lose sometimes to gain often: but you’re content always to lose and never to gain. What need you ride with a footman before you?
 

PHOENIX
Oh, that’s the grace!
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
The grace? ’Tis sufficient grace that you’ve a horse to ride upon. You should think thus with yourself every time you go to bed: if my head were laid, what would become of that horse? He would run a bad race then, as well as his master.
 

PHOENIX
Nay, an you give me money to chide me — 
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
No, if it were as much more, I would think it foul scorn to chide you. I advise you to be thrifty, to take the time now while you have it; you shall seldom get such another fool as I am, I warrant you. Why, there’s Matreza Auriola keeps her love with half the cost that I am at; her friend can go afoot like a good husband, walk in worsted stockings, and inquire for the sixpenny ordinary.
 

PHOENIX
Pox on’t, and would you have me so base?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
No, I would not have you so base, neither: but now and then, when you keep your chamber, you might let your footman out for eightpence a-day; a great relief at year’s end, I can tell you.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] The age must needs be foul when vice reforms it.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Nay, I’ve a greater quarrel to you yet.
 

PHOENIX
I’faith, what is’t?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
You made me believe at first the prince had you in great estimation, and would not offer to travel without you, nay, that he could not travel without your direction and intelligence.
 

PHOENIX
I’m sorry I said so, i’faith, but sure I was overflown when I spoke it: I could ne’er ha’ said it else.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Nay, more: you swore to me that you were the first that taught him to ride a great horse, and tread the ring with agility.
 

PHOENIX
By my troth, I must needs confess I swore a great lie in that, and I was a villain to do it, for I could ne’er ride a great horse in my life.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Why lo, who would love you now but a citizen’s wife? So inconstant, so forsworn! You say women are false creatures, but take away men and they’d be honester than you. Nay, last of all, which offends me most of all, you told me you could countenance me at court, and you know we esteem a friend there more worth than a husband here.
 

PHOENIX
What I spake of that, lady, I’ll maintain.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
You maintain? You seen at court?
 

PHOENIX
Why, by this diamond — 
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Oh, take heed! you cannot have that; ’tis always in the eye of my husband.
 

PHOENIX
I protest I will not keep it, but only use it for this virtue: as a token to fetch you and approve my power, where you shall not only be received but made know to the best and chiefest.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Oh, are you true?
 

PHOENIX
Le me lose my revenue else.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
That’s you word indeed, and upon that condition take it, this kiss, and my love forever.
 

[Gives Phoenix the diamond, and kisses him.]
 

PHOENIX
Enough!
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Give me thy hand; I’ll lead thee forth.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] I’m sick of all professions; my thoughts burn:
He travels best that knows when to return.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A street before the Jeweller’s house
 

Enter Knight, two Officers after him.
 

KNIGHT
Adieu, farewell, to bed you, I to my sweet city-bird, my precious Revenue: the very thought of a hundred and fifty angels increases oil and spirit, ho!
 

FIRST OFFICER
I arrest you, sir.
 

KNIGHT
Oh!
 

FIRST OFFICER
You have made us wait a goodly time for you, have you not, think you? You are in your rouses and mulwines; a pox on you! And you have no care of poor officers staying for you.
 

KNIGHT
I drunk but one health, I protest, but I could void it now. At whose suit, I pray?
 

FIRST OFFICER
At the suit of him that makes suits, your tailor.
 

KNIGHT
Why, he made me the last; this, this that I wear.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Argo. Nay, we have been scholars, I can tell you; we could not have been knaves so soon else: for as in that notable city call’d London stand two most famous universities, Poultry and Woodstreet, where some are of twenty years’ standing, and have took all their degrees from the Master’s side down to the Mistress’ side, the Hole, so in like manner — 
 

KNIGHT
Come, come, come, I had quite forgot the hundred and fifty angels.
 

SECOND OFFICER
‘Slid, where be they?
 

KNIGHT
I’ll bring you to the sight of ‘em presently.
 

FIRST OFFICER
A notable lad, and worthy to be arrested! We’ll have but ten for waiting, and then thou shalt choose whether thou wilt run away from us, or we from thee.
 

KNIGHT
A match at running. Come, come, follow me!
 

SECOND OFFICER
Nay, fear not that.
 

KNIGHT
Peace; you may happen to see toys, but do not see ‘em.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Pah!
 

KNIGHT
That’s the door.
 

FIRST OFFICER
This?
 

Knocks.
 

KNIGHT
‘Sfoot, officer, you have spilled all already!
 

FIRST OFFICER
Why?
 

KNIGHT
Why? You shall see; you should have but whirl’d the ring once about, and there’s a maidservant brought up to understand it.
 

MAID
[Opening the door] Who’s at door?
 

KNIGHT
All’s well again. Phist, ’tis I, ’tis I.
 

MAID
You? What are you?
 

KNIGHT
Puh! Where’s thy mistress?
 

MAID
What of her?
 

KNIGHT
Tell her one, she knows who, her Pleasure’s here, say.
 

MAID
Her Pleasure? My mistress scorns to be without her pleasure at this time of night. Is she so void of friends, think you? Take that for thinking so!
 

[Gives him] a box [on the ear, and shuts the door.]
 

FIRST OFFICER
The hundred and fifty angels are lock’d up in a box; we shall not see ‘em tonight.
 

KNIGHT
How’s this? Am I used like a hundred pound gentleman? Damn me if ever I be her pleasure again! Well, I must to prison.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Go prepare his room; there’s no remedy. I’ll bring him along; he’s tame enough now.
 

[Exit Second Officer.]
 

KNIGHT
Dare my tailor presume to use me in this sort?
He steals, and I must lie in prison for’t.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Come, come, away, sir!
 

Enter a Gentleman with a Drawer.
 

GENTLEMAN
Art sure thou sawest him arrested, drawer?
 

DRAWER
If mine eyes be sober.
 

GENTLEMAN
And that’s a question. Mass, here he goes! He shall not go to prison; I have a trick shall bail him. Away!
 

[Exit Drawer. The Gentleman puts his hands over the First Officer’s eyes, while the Knight escapes.]
 

FIRST OFFICER
Oh!
 

GENTLEMAN
Guess, guess, who am I? Who am I?
 

FIRST OFFICER
Who the devil are you? Let go! A pox on you! Who are you? I have lost my prisoner.
 

GENTLEMAN
Prisoner? I’ve mistook; I cry you heartily mercy. I have done you infinite injury, o’ my troth; I took you to be an honest man.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Where were your eyes? Could you not see I was an officer? Stop, stop, stop, stop!
 

GENTLEMAN
Ha, ha, ha, ha!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

The presence chamber in the Duke of Ferrara’s palace
 

Enter Proditor and Phoenix.
 

PRODITOR
Now, Phoenix.
 

PHOENIX
Now, my lord.
 

PRODITOR
Let princely blood
Nourish our hopes; we bring confusion now.
 

PHOENIX
A terrible sudden blow.
 

PRODITOR
Ay; what day
Is this hangs over us?
 

PHOENIX
By th’ mass, Monday.
 

PRODITOR
As I could wish; my purpose will thrive best.
’Twas first my birthday, now my fortune’s day.
I see whom fate will raise needs never pray.
 

PHOENIX
Never.
 

PRODITOR
How is the air?
 

PHOENIX
Oh, full of trouble!
 

PRODITOR
Does not the sky look piteously black?
 

PHOENIX
As if ‘twere hung with rich men’s consciences.
 

PRODITOR
Ah, stuck not a comet like a curbuncle
Upon the dreadful brow of twelve last night?
 

PHOENIX
Twelve? No, ’twas about one.
 

PRODITOR
About one? Most proper,
For that’s the duke.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Well shifted from thyself.
 

PRODITOR
I could have wished it between one and two,
His son and him.
 

PHOENIX
I’ll give you comfort, then.
 

PRODITOR
Prithee.
 

PHOENIX
There was a villainous raven seen last night
Over the presence chamber in hard justle
With a young eaglet.
 

PRODITOR
A raven? That was I; what did the raven?
 

PHOENIX
Marry, my lord, the raven. To say truth,
I left the combat doubtful.
 

PRODITOR
So ’tis still,
For all is doubt till the deed crown the will.
Now bless thy loins with freedom, wealth, and honour;
Think all thy seed young lords, and by this act
Make a foot-cloth’d posterity; now imagine
Thou see’st thy daughters with their trains borne up,
Whom else despised want may curse to whoredom,
And public shames, which our state never threat:
She’s never lewd that is accounted great.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] l’ll alter that court-axiom, thus renew’d:
She’s never great that is accounted lewd.
 

[Enter several Nobles.]
 

PRODITOR
Stand close; the presence fills. Here, here the place;
And at his rising let his fall be base,
Beneath thy foot.
 

PHOENIX
How for his guard, my lord?
 

PRODITOR
My gold and fear [keep] with the chief of them.
 

PHOENIX
That’s rarely well. [Hides behind the presence chair.]
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] Bold, heedless slave, that dares attempt a deed
Which shall in pieces rend him! — 
 

Enter Lussurioso and Infesto.
 

My lords both!
 

LUSSURIOSO
The happiness of the day!
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Time my returning;
Treasons have still the worst, yet still are spurning.
 

[Enter the Duke attended.]
 

PRODITOR
The duke!
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] I ne’er was gladder to behold him.
 

ALL
Long live your grace!
 

DUKE
I do not like that strain:
You know my age affords not to live long.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] Spoke truer than you think for.
 

DUKE
Bestow that wish upon the prince our son.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Nay, he’s not to live long, neither.
 

PRODITOR
Him as the wealthy treasure of our hopes,
You as possession of our present comfort,
Both in one heart we reverence in one.
 

PHOENIX
[Aside] Oh, treason of a good complexion!
 

Horn winded. [Enter Fidelio.]
 

DUKE
How now, what fresher news fills the court’s ear?
 

PRODITOR
Fidelio!
 

FIDELIO
Glad tidings to your grace!
The prince is safe return’d, and in your court — 
 

DUKE
Our joy breaks at our eyes; the prince is come!
 

PRODITOR
Soul-quicking news! [Aside] Pale vengeance to my blood!
 

FIDELIO
By me presenting to your serious view
A brief of all his travels. [Delivers a paper.]
 

DUKE
’Tis most welcome;
It shall be dear and precious to our eye.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside to Phoenix] He reads; I’m glad he reads.
Now, take thy opportunity, leave that place.
 

PHOENIX
At his first rising let his fall be base.
 

PRODITOR
That must be altered now.
 

PHOENIX
Which, his rising or his fall?
 

PRODITOR
Art thou dull now?
Thou hear’st the prince is come.
 

DUKE
What’s here?
 

PRODITOR
My lord?
 

DUKE
[Reads] “I have got such a large portion of knowledge, most worthy father, by the benefit of my travel” — 
 

PRODITOR
And so he has, no doubt, my lord.
 

DUKE
[Reads] “That I am bold now to warn you of Lord Proditor’s insolent treason, who has irreligiously seduc’d a fellow and closely convey’d him e’en in the presence chair to murder you.”
 

PHOENIX
[Steps out and drops his dagger.] Oh, guilty, guilty!
 

DUKE
What was that fell? What’s he?
 

PHOENIX
I am the man.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] Oh, slave!
 

PHOENIX
I have no power to strike.
 

PRODITOR
[Aside] I’m gone, I’m gone!
 

DUKE
Let me admire heaven’s wisdom in my son.
 

PHOENIX
I confess it; he hir’d me — 
 

PRODITOR
This is a slave:
’Tis forg’d against mine honour and my life;
For in what part of reason can ‘t appear,
The prince, being travell’d, should know treasons here?
Plain counterfeit — 
 

DUKE
Dost thou make false our son?
 

PRODITOR
I know the prince will not affirm it.
 

FIDELIO
He can
And will, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
Most just, he may.
 

DUKE
A guard.
 

LUSSURIOSO
We cannot but in loyal zeal ourselves
Lay hands on such a villain.
 

[Attendants secure Proditor.]
 

DUKE
Stay you; I find you here, too.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Us, my lord?
 

DUKE
[Reads] “Against Lussurioso and Infesto, who not only most riotously consume their houses in vicious gaming, mortgaging their livings to the merchant, whereby he with his heirs enter upon their lands; from whence this abuse comes, that in short time the son of the merchant has more lordships than the son of the nobleman, which else was never born to inheritance: but that which is more impious, they most adulterously train out young ladies to midnight banquets, to the utter defamation of their own honours and ridiculous abuse of their husbands.”
 

LUSSURIOSO
How could the prince hear that?
 

PHOENIX
Most true, my lord:
My conscience is a witness ‘gainst itself;
For to that execution of chaste honour
I was both hir’d and led.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I hope the prince, out of his piteous wisdom,
Will not give wrong to us; as for this fellow,
He’s poor, and cares not to be desperate.
 

Enter Justice Falso.
 

FALSO
Justice, my lord! I have my niece stol’n from me;
She’s left her dowry with me, but she’s gone;
I’d rather have had her love than her money, I.
This, this is one of them. Justice, my lord!
I know him by his face; this is the thief.
 

PRODITOR
Your grace may now to milder sense perceive
The wrong done to us by this impudent wretch,
Who has his hand fix’d at the throat of law,
And therefore durst be desperate of his life.
 

DUKE
Peace! You’re too foul; your crime is in excess:
One spot of him makes not your ulcers less.
 

PRODITOR
Oh!
 

DUKE
[To Phoenix] Did your violence force away his niece?
 

PHOENIX
No, my good lord, I’ll still confess what’s truth:
I did remove her from her many wrongs,
Which she was pleas’d to leave, they were so vile.
 

DUKE
[To Falso] What are you nam’d?
 

FALSO
Falso, my lord, Justice Falso;
I’m known by that name.
 

DUKE
Falso, you came fitly;
You are the very next that follows here.
 

FALSO
I hope so, my lord; my name is in all the records, I can assure your good grace.
 

[Enter Niece and Castiza behind.]
 

DUKE
[Reads] “Against Justice Falso” — 
 

FALSO
Ah!
 

DUKE
[Reads] “Who, having had the honest charge of his niece committed to his trust by the last will and testament of her deceased father, and with her all the power of his wealth, not only against faith and conscience detains her dowry, but against nature and humanity assays to abuse her body.”
 

NIECE
[Coming forward] I’m present to affirm it, my lov’d lord.
 

FALSO
How? What make I here?
 

NIECE
Either I must agree
To loathed lust or despis’d beggary.
 

DUKE
[To Falso] Are you the plaintiff here?
 

FALSO
Ay, my good lord,
For fault of a better.
 

DUKE
Seldom comes a worse.
[Reads] “And moreover, not contain’d in this vice only, which is odious too much, but against the sacred use of justice, maintains three thieves to his men” — 
 

FALSO
Cuds me!
 

DUKE
[Reads] “Who only take purses in their master’s liberty, where if any one chance to be taken, he appears before him in a false beard, and one of his own fellows takes his examination” — 
 

FALSO
[Aside] By my troth, as true as can be, but he shall not know on’t.
 

DUKE
[Reads] “And in the end will execute justice so cruelly upon him, that he will not trust him in a prison, but commit him to his fellows’ chamber.”
 

FALSO
[Aside] Can a man do nothing i’ the country but ’tis told at court? There’s some busy informing knave abroad, o’ my life.
 

PHOENIX
That this is true, and these, and more, my lord,
Be it, under pardon, spoken for mine own;
He the disease of justice, these of honour
And this of loyalty and reverance:
The unswept venom of the palace.
 

PRODITOR
Slave!
 

PHOENIX
Behold the prince to approve it!
 

Discovers himself.
 

PRODITOR
Oh, where?
 

PHOENIX
Your eyes keep with your actions; both look wrong.
 

PRODITOR
An infernal to my spirit!
 

ALL
My lord, the prince!
 

PRODITOR
Tread me to dust, thou in whom wonder keeps!
Behold, the serpent on his belly creeps.
 

PHOENIX
Rankle not my foot; away!
Treason, we laugh at thy vain-labouring stings;
Above the foot thou hast no power o’er kings.
 

DUKE
I cannot with sufficient joy receive thee,
And yet my joy’s too much.
 

PHOENIX
My royal father,
To whose unnatural murder I was hir’d,
I thought it a more natural course of travel,
And answering future expectation,
To leave far countries and inquire mine own.
 

DUKE
To thee let reverence all her powers engage,
That art in youth a miracle to age.
State is but blindness; thou hadst piercing art:
We only saw the knee, but thou the heart.
To thee then power and dukedom we resign;
He’s fit to reign whose knowledge can refine.
 

PHOENIX
Forbid it my obedience!
 

DUKE
Our word’s not vain;
I know thee wise, canst both obey and reign.
The rest of life we dedicate to heaven.
 

ALL
A happy and safe reign to our new duke!
 

PHOENIX
Without your prayers safer and happier!
Fidelio.
 

FIDELIO
My royal lord.
 

PHOENIX
Here, take this diamond:
You know the virtue on’t; it can fetch vice.
Madam Castiza — 
 

FIDELIO
She attends, my lord.
 

[Exit.]
 

PHOENIX
Place a guard near us. [To Castiza] Know you yon fellow, lady?
 

CASTIZA
[Coming forward] My honour’s evil!
 

PRODITOR
Torment again!
 

PHOENIX
So ugly are thy crimes,
Thine eye cannot endure ‘em.
And that thy face may stand perpetually
Turn’d so from ours, and thy abhorred self
Neither to threaten wrack of state or credit,
An everlasting banishment seize on thee!
 

PRODITOR
Oh, fiend!
 

PHOENIX
Thy life is such it is too bad to end.
 

PRODITOR
May thy rule, life, and all that’s in thee glad,
Have as short time as thy begetting had!
 

PHOENIX
Away! thy curse is idle.
 

Exit Proditor.
 

The rest are under reformation,
And therefore under pardon.
 

ALL
Our duties shall turn edge upon our crimes.
 

FALSO
[Aside] ‘Slid, I was afraid of nothing but that for my thievery and bawdery I should have been turn’d to an innkeeper.
 

Enter Jeweller’s Wife with Fidelio.
 

My daughter! I am asham’d her worship should see me.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Who would not love a friend at court? What fine galleries and rooms am I brought through! I had thought my knight have shown his face here, I.
 

PHOENIX
Now, mother of pride and daughter of lust,
Which is your friend now?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Ah, me!
 

PHOENIX
I’m sure you are not so unprovided to be without a friend here: you’ll pay enough for him first.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
This is the worst room that ever I came in!
 

PHOENIX
I am your servant, mistress; know you not me?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Your worship is too great for me to know: I’m but a small-timbered woman when I’m out of my apparel, and dare not venture upon greatness.
 

PHOENIX
Do you deny me then? Know you this purse?
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
That purse? Oh, death, has the Knight serv’d me so?
Given away my favours?
 

PHOENIX
Stand forth!
Thou one of those for whose close lusts
The plague never leaves the city.
Thou worse than common: private, subtle harlot,
That dost deceive three with one feigned lip:
Thy husband, the world’s eye, and the law’s whip.
Thy zeal is hot, for ’tis to lust and fraud,
And dost not dread to make thy book thy bawd.
Thou’rt curse enough to husband’s ill-got gains,
For whom the court rejects, his gold maintains.
How dear and rare was freedom wont to be!
Now few but are by their wives’ copies free,
And brought to such a head that now we see
City and suburbs wear one livery.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
’Tis ‘long of those, an’t like your grace, that come in upon us, and will never leave marrying of our widows till they make ‘em all as free as their first husbands.
 

PHOENIX
I perceive you can shift a point well.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
Let me have pardon, I beseech your grace, and I’ll peach ‘em all, all the close women that are; and upon my knowledge there’s above five thousand within the walls and the liberties.
 

PHOENIX
A band! They shall be sent against the Turk:
Infidels against infidels.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
I will hereafter live so modestly
I will not lie with mine own husband, nor
Come near a man in the way of honesty.
 

FALSO
[Kneeling] I’ll be her warrant, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
You are deceived;
You think you’re still a justice.
 

FALSO
‘Sfoot, worse than I was before I kneel’d! I am no justice now; I know I shall be some innkeeper at last.
 

JEWELLER’S WIFE
My father, ’tis mine own father!
 

PHOENIX
I should have wonder’d else, lust being so like.
 

NIECE
Her birth was kin to mine; she may prove modest:
For my sake, I beseech you, pardon her.
 

PHOENIX
For thy sake, I’ll do more: Fidelio, hand her.
My favours on you both; next, all that wealth
Which was committed to that perjur’d’s trust.
 

FALSO
I’m a beggar now; worse than an innkeeper!
 

Enter Tangle, mad.
 

TANGLE
Your mittimus shall not serve: I’ll set myself free with a deliberandum, with a deliberandum, mark you!
 

DUKE
What’s he? A guard!
 

PHOENIX
Under your sufferance,
Worthy father, his harm is to himself;
One that has lov’d vexation so much,
He cannot now be rid on’t:
He’s been so long in suits that he’s law-mad.
 

TANGLE
A judgment, I crave a judgment, yea! Nunc pro tunc, corruptione alicujus. I peep’d me a raven in the face, and I thought it had been my solicitor: oh, the pens prick me!
 

Enter Quieto.
 

PHOENIX
And here comes he, wonder for temperance,
Will take the cure upon him.
 

QUIETO
A blessing to this fair assembly.
 

TANGLE
Away! I’ll have none on’t; give me an audita querela, or a testificandum, or a dispatch in twelve terms: there’s a blessing, there’s a blessing!
 

PHOENIX
You see th’ unbounded rage of his disease.
 

QUIETO
’Tis the foul fiend, my lord, has got within him.
The rest are fair to this, this breeds in ink,
And to that colour turns the blood possess’d:
For instance, now your grace shall see him dress’d.
 

TANGLE
Ah hah! I rejoice then he’s puzzled, and muzzled too:
Is’t come to a cepi corpus?
 

QUIETO
Ah, good sir,
This is for want of patience.
 

TANGLE
That’s a fool:
She never saw the dogs and the bears fight;
A country thing!
 

QUIETO
This is for lack of grace.
 

TANGLE
I’ve other business, not so much idle time.
 

QUIETO
You never say your prayers.
 

TANGLE
I’m advis’d by my learned counsel.
 

QUIETO
The power of my charm come o’er thee,
Place by degrees thy wits before thee;
With silken patience here I bind thee,
Not to move till I unwind thee.
 

TANGLE
Yea! Is my cause so muddy? Do I stick, do I stick fast?
Advocate, here’s my hand; pull, art made of flint?
Wilt not help out? Alas, there’s nothing in’t!
 

PHOENIX
Oh, do you sluice the vein now?
 

QUIETO
Yes, my honour’d lord.
 

PHOENIX
Pray, let me see the issue.
 

QUIETO
I therefore seek to keep it.
 

[Opens Tangle’s vein over a basin.]
 

Now burst out,
Thou filthy stream of trouble, spite, and doubt!
 

TANGLE
Oh, an extent, a proclamation, a summons, a recognisance, a tachment, and injunction! A writ, a seizure, a writ of ‘praisement, an absolution, a quietus est.
 

QUIETO
You’re quieter, I hope, by so much dregs.
Behold, my lord.
 

PHOENIX
This! Why, it outfrowns ink.
 

QUIETO
’Tis the disease’s nature, the fiend’s drink.
 

TANGLE
Oh, sick, sick, Signior Plyfee, sick!
Lend me thy nightcap. Oh!
 

QUIETO
The balsam of a temperate brain
I pour into this thirsty vein,
And with this blessed oil of quiet,
Which is so cheap that few men buy it,
Thy stormy temples I allay:
Thou shalt give up the devil, and pray;
Forsake his works, they’re foul and black,
And keep thee bare in purse and back.
No more shalt thou in paper quarrel,
To dress up apes in good apparel.
He throws his stock and all his flock
Into a swallowing gulf
That sends his goose unto his fox,
His lamb unto his wolf.
Keep thy increase,
And live at peace,
For war’s not equal to this battle:
That eats but men, this men and cattle;
Therefore no more this combat choose,
Where he that wins does always lose,
And those that gain all, with this curse receive it,
From fools they get it, to their sons they leave it.
 

TANGLE
Hail, sacred patience! I begin to feel
I have a conscience now; truth in my words,
Compassion in my heart, and, above all,
In my blood peace’s music. Use me how you can,
You shall find me an honest, quiet man.
Oh, pardon, that I dare behold that face!
Now I’ve least law I hope I have most grace.
 

PHOENIX
We both admire the workman and his piece.
Thus, when all hearts are tun’d to honour’s strings,
There is no music to the quire of kings.
 

[Exeunt omnes.]
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Dramatis Personæ
 

HIPOLITO, a Venetian gentleman
VIOLETTA, his sister
FIRST LADY, called Hero
VIRGILIO, a Venetian gentleman
THIRD LADY
CAMILLO, a Venetian gentleman in love with Violetta
SECOND LADY
BAPTISTA, a Venetian gentleman
BENTIVOLIO, a Venetian gentleman
DOYT, Hipolito’s page
DANDIPRAT, Camillo’s page
FONTINELL, a French gentleman
LAZARILLO de Tormes de Castille, a Spanish soldier
PILCHER, his boy
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SLUBBER, his beadle
TRUEPENNY, Violetta’s page
serving-mEN
IMPERIA, a courtesan
TRIVIA, her maid
SIMPERINA, her maid
FRISCO, her porter
CURVETTO, an old courtier
MUSICIANS
A FRIAR
Five COURTESANS of Imperia’s house
WOODCOCK, part of the watch
GULCH, part of the watch
ASORINO, a Venetian gentleman
The DUKE of Venice
KILDERKIN, part of the watch
PISSBREECH, part of the watch
CUCKOO, part of the watch
GARLIC, part of the watch]
 




Act I Scene 1.
 

A room in Camillo’s house
 

Enter Camillo with Violetta, Hipolito, Baptisto, Bentivolio, and Virgilio, as returning from war, everyone with a glove in his hat, [Violetta and] ladies with them, Doyt and Dandiprat.
 

HIPOLITO
Ay, marry, sir, the only rising up in arms is in the arms of a woman: Peace, I say still, is your only paradise, when every Adam may have his Christmas Eve. And you take me lying any more by the cold sides of a brazen-face field-piece, unless I have such a down pillow under me, I’ll give you leave to knock up both my golls in my father’s hall, and hang hats upon these tenpenny nails.
 

VIOLETTA
And yet, brother, when with the sharpest hooks of my wit I labour’d to pull you from the wars, you broke loose, like a horse that knew his own strength, and vow’d nothing but a man of war should back you.
 

HIPOLITO
I have been back’d since and almost unback’d too.
 

VIOLETTA
And swore that honour was never dyed in grain till it was dipp’d in the colours of the field.
 

HIPOLITO
I am a new man, sister, and now cry a pox a’ that honour, that must have none but barber-surgeons to wait upon’t, and a band of poor straggling rascals, that every twinkling of an eye, forfeit their legs and arms into the Lord’s hands. Wenches, by Mars his sweaty buff-jerkin (for now all my oaths must smell a’ the soldado), I have seen more men’s heads spurn’d up and down like footballs at a breakfast, after the hungry cannons had pick’d them, than are maidenheads in Venice, and more legs of men serv’d in at a dinner than ever I shall see legs of capons in one platter whilst I live.
 

FIRST LADY
Perhaps all those were capons’ legs you did see.
 

VIRGILIO
Nay, mistress, I’ll witness against you for some of them.
 

VIOLETTA
I do not think for all this that my brother stood to it so lustily as he makes his brags for.
 

THIRD LADY
No, no, these great talkers are never great doers.
 

VIOLETTA
Faith, brother, how many did you kill for your share?
 

HIPOLITO
Not so many as thou hast done with that villainous eye by a thousand.
 

VIOLETTA
I thought so much; that’s just none.
 

CAMILLO
’Tis not a soldier’s glory to tell how many lives he has ended, but how many he has saved: in both which honours the noble Hipolito had most excellent possession. Believe it, my fair mistress, tho’ many men in a battle have done more, your brother in this equal’d him who did most. He went from you a worthy gentleman; he brings with him that title that makes a gentleman most worthy, the name of a soldier, which how well and how soon he hath earn’d would in me seem glorious to rehearse, in you to hear, but because his own ear dwells so near my voice, I will play the ill neighbour and case to speak well of him.
 

VIOLETTA
An argument that either you dare not or love not to flatter.
 

CAMILLO
No more than I dare or love to do wrong; yet to make a chronicle of my friend’s nobly-acted deeds would stand as far from flattery in me as cowardice did from him.
 

HIPOLITO
‘Sfoot, if all the wit in this company have nothing to set itself about but to run division upon me, why then e’en burn off mine ears indeed; but, my little mermaids, Signior Camillo does this that I now might describe the Ninevitical motion of the whole battle, and so tell what he has done. And come, shall I begin?
 

FIRST LADY
O, for beauty’s love, a good motion.
 

HIPOLITO
But I can tell you one thing, I shall make your hair stand up an end at some things.
 

VIOLETTA
Prithee, good brother soldier, keep the peace. Our hair stand an end? Pity a’ my heart, the next end would be of our wits; we hang out a white flag, most terrible Tamburlaine, and beg mercy. Come, come, let us neither have your Ninevitcal motions nor your swaggering battles. Why, my Lord Camillo, you invited me hither to a banquet, not to the ballad of a pitch’d field.
 

CAMILLO
And here it stands, bright mistress, sweetly attending what doom your lips will lay upon it.
 

VIOLETTA
Ay, marry, sir, let our teeth describe this motion.
 

SECOND LADY
We shall never describe it well for fumbling i’ th’ mouth.
 

HIPOLITO
Yes, yes, I have a trick to make us understand one another and we fumble never so — 
 

VIOLETTA
Meddle not with his tricks, sweet heart. Under pardon, my lord, tho’ I am your guest, I’ll bestow myself. Sit, dear beauties: for the men, let them take up places themselves. I prithee, brother fighter, sit, and talk of any subject but this jangling law at arms.
 

HIPOLITO
The law at legs then.
 

VIOLETTA
Will you be so lusty? No, nor legs neither; we’ll them tied up too. Since you are among ladies, gallants, handle those things only that are fit for ladies.
 

HIPOLITO
Agreed, so that we go not out of the compass of those things are fit for lords.
 

VIOLETTA
Be’t so; what’s the theme then?
 

FIRST LADY
Beauty; that fits us best.
 

CAMILLO
And of beauty what tongue would not speak the best, since it is the jewel that hangs upon the brow of heaven, the best colour that can be laid upon the cheek of earth? Beauty makes men gods immortal by making mortal men to live ever in love.
 

SECOND LADY
Ever? Not so; I have heard that some men have died for love.
 

VIOLETTA
So have I, but I could never see’t. I’d ride forty miles to follow such a fellow to church, and would make more of a sprig of rosemary at his burial than of a gilded bride-branch at mine own wedding.
 

CAMILLO
Take you such delight in men that die for love?
 

VIOLETTA
Not in the men nor in the death, but in the deed. Troth, I think he is not a sound man that will die for a woman, and yet I would never love a man soundly that would not knock at death’s door for my love.
 

HIPOLITO
I’d knock as long as I thought good, but have my brains knock’d out when I enter’d, if I were he.
 

CAMILLO
What Venetian gentleman was there that having this in his burgonet did not, to prove his head worthy of the honour, do more than defy death to the very face? Trust us, ladies, our signiory stands bound in greater sums of thanks to your beauties for victory than to our valor. My dear Violetta, one kiss to this picture of your whitest hand, when I was even faint with giving and receiving the dole of war,
Set a new edge on my sword, insomuch that
I singled out a gallant spirit of France,
And charg’d him with my lance in full career;
And after rich exchange of noble courage
The space of a good hour on either side,
At last crying, “Now for Violetta’s honour!”
I vanquish’d him, and him dismounted took
Not to myself, but prisoner to my love.
 

VIOLETTA
I have heard much praise of that French gallant; good my lord, bring him acquainted with our eyes.
 

CAMILLO
I will. Go, boy, fetch noble Fontinell.
 

Exit [Dandiprat].
 

HIPOLITO
Will your French prisoner drink well? Or else, cut his throat.
 

CAMILLO
Oh no, he cannot brook it.
 

HIPOLITO
The pox he can! ‘Slight, methinks a Frenchman should have a good courage to wine, for many of them be exceeding hot fiery whoresons, and resolute as Hector, and as valiant as Troilus; then come off and on bravely, and lie by it, and sweat for’t too, upon a good and a military advantage.
 

Enter Fontinell.
 

CAMILLO
Prithee, have done; here comes the prisoner.
 

VIOLETTA
My lord Camillo, is this the gentleman
Whose valour by your valour is subdu’d?
 

CAMILLO
It is, fair lady, and I yield him up
To be your beauty’s worthy prisoner.
Lord Fontinell, think your captivity
Happy in this; she that hath conquered me
Receives my conquest as my love’s fair fee.
 

VIOLETTA
Fair stranger, droop not, since the chance of wars
Brings to the soldier death, restraint, or scars.
 

FONTINELL
Lady, I know the fortune of the field
Is death with honour, or with shame to yield,
As I have done.
 

VIOLETTA
In that no scandal lies;
Who dies when he may live, he doubly dies.
 

FONTINELL
My reputation’s lost.
 

VIOLETTA
Nay, that’s not so;
You [fled] not, but were vanquish’d by your foe.
The eye of war respects not you nor him;
It is our fate will have us lose or win.
You will disdain if I you prisoner call?
 

FONTINELL
No, but rejoice since I am beauty’s thrall.
 

HIPOLITO
Enough of this; come, wenches, shake your heels.
 

CAMILLO
Music, advance thee on thy golden wing,
And dance division from sweet string to string.
 

FONTINELL
Camillo, I shall curb thy tyranny
In making me that lady’s prisoner.
She has an angel’s body, but within’t,
Her coy heart says there lies a heart of flint.
 

Music for a measure. Whilst Fontinell speaks, they dance a strain.
 

Such beauty be my jailor? A heavenly hell!
The darkest dungeon which spite can devise
To throw this carcass in, her glorious eyes
Can make as lightsome as the fairest chamber
In Paris Louvre. Come, captivity,
And chain me to her looks; how am I toss’d,
Being twice in mind, as twice in body lost!
 

Violetta on a sudden breaks off, the rest stand talking.
 

CAMILLO
Not the measure out, fair mistress?
 

VIOLETTA
No, fair servant, not the measure out; I have on the sudden a foolish desire to be out of the measure.
 

CAMILLO
What breeds that desire?
 

VIOLETTA
Nay, I hope it is no breeding matter. Tush, tush, by my maidenhead, I will not; the music likes me not, and I have a shoe wrings me to th’ heart. Besides, I have a woman’s reason: I will not dance, because I will not dance. Prithee, dear Hero, take my prisoner there into the measure; fie, I cannot abide to see a man sad nor idle. I’ll be out once, as the music is in mine ear.
 

FONTINELL
Lady, bid him whose heart no sorrow feels
Tickle the rushes with his wanton heels;
I have too much lead at mine.
 

FIRST LADY
I’ll make it light.
 

FONTINELL
How?
 

FIRST LADY
By a nimble dance.
 

FONTINELL
You hit it right.
 

FIRST LADY
Your keeper bids you dance.
 

FONTINELL
Then I obey;
My heart I feel grows light, it melts away.
 

They dance, Violetta stands by marking Fontinell.
 

VIOLETTA
In troth, a very pretty Frenchman: the carriage of his body likes me well; so does his footing; so does his face; so does his eye above his face; so does himself, above all that can be above himself.
Camillo, thou hast played a foolish part;
Thy prisoner makes a slave of thy love’s heart.
Shall Camillo then sing, “Willow, willow, willow?” Not for the world. No, no, my French prisoner; I will use thee Cupid knows how, and teach thee to fall into the hands of a woman. If I do not feed thee with fair looks, ne’er let me live; if thou getst out of my fingers till I have thy very heart, ne’er let me love. Nothing but thy life shall serve my turn, and how otherwise I’ll plague thee, monsieur, you and I’ll deal; only this because I’ll be sure he shall not start, I’ll lock him in a little low room besides himself, where his wanton eye shall see neither sun nor moon. So, the dance is done, and my heart has done her worst: made me in love. Farewell, my lord, I have much haste, you have many thanks; I am angered a little, but am greatly pleas’d. If you wonder that I take this strange leave, excuse it thus, that women are strange fools and will take anything.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
Tricks, tricks, kerry merry buff! How now, lad, in a trance?
 

CAMILLO
Strange farewell. After, dear Hipolito.
O, what a maze is love of joy and woe!
 

Exeunt [Camillo and Hipolito].
 

FONTINELL
Strange frenzy. After, wretched Fontinell.
Oh, what a heaven is love! Oh, what a hell!
 

Exit. [Then exeunt omnes.]
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A street before Blurt’s house
 

Enter Lazarillo melancholy, and Pilcher his boy.
 

LAZARILLO
Boy, I am melancholy because I burn.
 

PILCHER
And I am melancholy because I am a-cold.
 

LAZARILLO
I pine away with the desire of flesh.
 

PILCHER
It’s neither flesh nor fish that I pine for, but for both.
 

LAZARILLO
Pilcher, Cupid hath got me a stomach, and I long for lac’d mutton.
 

PILCHER
Plain mutton without a lace would serve me.
 

LAZARILLO
For as your tame monkey is your only best, and most only beast to your Spanish lady, or as your tobacco is your only smoker away of rheum and all other rheumatic diseases, or as your Irish louse does bite most naturally fourteen weeks after the change of your saffron-seamed shirt, or as the commodities which are sent out of the Low Countries and put in vessels called Mother Cornelius’ dry-fats are most common in France, so it pleaseth the destinies that I should thirst to drink out of a most sweet Italian vessel, being a Spaniard.
 

PILCHER
What vessel is that, signior?
 

LAZARILLO
A woman, Pilcher, the moist-handed Madonna Imperia, a most rare and divine creature.
 

PILCHER
A most rascally damn’d courtesan.
 

LAZARILLO
Boy, hast thou foraged the country for a new lodging? For I have sworn to lay my bones in this chitty of Venice.
 

PILCHER
Any man that sees us will swear that we shall both lay our bones, and nothing but bones, and we stalk here longer. They tell me, signior, I must go to the constable, and he is to see you lodg’d.
 

LAZARILLO
Inquire for that busy member of the chitty.
 

Enter Doyt and Dandiprat passing over [the stage].
 

PILCHER
I will, and here come a leash of informers. Save you, plump youths.
 

DANDIPRAT
And thee, my lean stripling.
 

PILCHER
Which is the constable’s house?
 

DOYT
That at the sign of the Brown Bill.
 

PILCHER
Farewell.
 

DANDIPRAT
Why, and farewell. [To Doyt] The rogue’s made of pie crust, he’s so short.
 

PILCHER
The officious gentleman inherits here.
 

LAZARILLO
Knock, or enter, and let thy voice pull him out by the ears.
 

He knocks.
 

DOYT
‘Slid, Dandiprat, this is the Spanish curtal that in the last battle fled twenty miles ere he look’d behind him.
 

DANDIPRAT
Doyt, he did the wiser; but, sirrah, this block shall be a rare threshold for us to whet our wits upon. Come, let’s about our business, and if here we find him at our return, he shall find us this month in knavery.
 

Exeunt [Doyt and Dandiprat].
 

PILCHER
What ho! Nobody speaks. Where dwells the constable?
 

Enter Blurt and Slubber the beadle.
 

BLURT
Here dwells the constable. [To Slubber] Call assistance, give them my full charge, raise if you see cause. [To Pilcher] Now, sir, what are you, sir?
 

PILCHER
Follower to that Spanish-leather gentleman.
 

BLURT
And what are you, sir, that cry out upon me? [To Slubber] Look to his tools. [To Lazarillo] What are you, sir? Speak, what are you? I charge you, what are you?
 

LAZARILLO
Most clear mirror of magistrates, I am servitor to god Mars.
 

BLURT
For your serving of God I am not to meddle. Why do you raise me?
 

LAZARILLO
I desire to have a wide room in your favour: sweet blood, cast away your name upon me, for I neither know you by your face, nor by your voice.
 

BLURT
It may be so, sir. I have two voices in any company: one, as I am master constable; another, as I am Blurt; and the third, as I am Blurt, master constable.
 

LAZARILLO
I understand, you are a mighty pillar or post in the chitty.
 

BLURT
I am a poor post, but not to stand at every man’s door, without my bench of bill-men. I am, for a better, the duke’s own image, and charge you in his name to obey me.
 

LAZARILLO
I do so.
 

BLURT
I am to stand, sir, in any bawdy house, or sink of wickedness. I am the duke’s own grace, and in any fray or resurrection, am to bestir my stumps as well as he. I charge you know this staff.
 

SLUBBER
Turn the arms to him.
 

BLURT
Upon this may I lean, and no man say black’s mine eye.
 

LAZARILLO
Whosoever says you have a black eye is a camooche. Most great Blurt, I do unpent-house the roof of my carcass and touch the knee of thy office in Spanish compliment. I desire to sojourn in your chitty.
 

BLURT
Sir, sir, for fault of a better, I am to charge you not to keep a-soldiering in our city without a precept. Besides, by my office I am to search and examine you. Have you the duke’s hand to pass?
 

LAZARILLO
Signior, no, I have the general’s hand at large, and all his fingers.
 

BLURT
Except it be for the general good of the commonwealth, the general cannot lead you up and down our city.
 

LAZARILLO
I have the general’s hand to pass through the world at my pleasure.
 

BLURT
At your pleasure! That’s rare. Then, roly-poly, our wives shall lie at your command. Your general has no such authority in my precinct, and therefore I charge you pass no further.
 

LAZARILLO
I tell thee, I will pass through the world, thou little morsel of justice, and eat twenty such as thou art.
 

BLURT
Sir, sir, you shall find Venice out of the world: I’ll tickle you for that.
 

LAZARILLO
I will pass through the world, as Alexander Magnus did, to conquer.
 

BLURT
As Alexander of Saint Magnus did? That’s another matter: you might have informed this at the first, and you never needed to have come to your answer. Let me see your pass; if it be not the duke’s hand, I’ll tickle you for all this. Quickly, I pray; this staff is to walk in other places.
 

LAZARILLO
There it is.
 

BLURT
Slubber, read it over.
 

LAZARILLO
Read it yourself; what besonian is that?
 

BLURT
This is my clerk, sir; he has been clerk to a good many bonds and bills of mine. I keep him only to read, for I cannot; my office will not let me.
 

PILCHER
Why do you put on your spectacles then?
 

BLURT
To see that he read right. How now, Slubber, is’t the duke’s hand? I’ll tickle him else.
 

SLUBBER
Mass, ’tis not like his hand.
 

BLURT
Look well; the duke has a wart on the back of his hand.
 

SLUBBER
Here’s none, on my word, master constable, but a little blot.
 

BLURT
Blot? Let’s see, let’s see. Ho, that stands for the wart; do you not see the trick of that? Stay, stay; is there not a little prick in the hand? for the duke’s hand had a prick in’t when I was with him, with opening oysters.
 

SLUBBER
Yes, mass, here’s one; besides, ’tis a goodly great long hand.
 

BLURT
So has the duke a goodly huge hand; I have shook him by it (God forgive me) ten thousand times. He must pass like Alexander of Saint Magnus. Well, sir,— ’tis your duty to stand bare — the duke has sent his fist to me, and I were a Jew if I should shrink for it. I obey; you must pass, but pray take heed with what dice you pass, I mean what company, for Satan is most busy where he finds one like himself. Your name, sir?
 

LAZARILLO
Lazarillo de Tormes in Castille, cousin-german to the adolantado of Spain.
 

BLURT
Are you so, sir? God’s blessing on your heart. Your name again, sir, if it be not too tedious for you?
 

LAZARILLO
Lazarillo de Tormes in Castille, cousin-german to the Spanish adolantado.
 

SLUBBER
I warrant he’s a great man in his own country.
 

BLURT
H’as a good name; Slubber, set it down: write, Lazarus in torment at the castle, and a cozening German at the sign of the Falantido diddle in Spain. So, sir, you are engross’d. You must give my officer a groat; it’s nothing to me, signior.
 

LAZARILLO
I will cancel when it comes to a sum.
 

BLURT
Well, sir, well; he shall give you an item for’t. [To Slubber] Make a bill and he’ll tear it, he says.
 

LAZARILLO
Most admirable Blurt, I am a man of war and profess fighting.
 

BLURT
I charge you, in the duke’s name, keep the peace.
 

LAZARILLO
By your sweet favour, most dear Blurt, you charge too fast; I am a hanger-on upon Mars, and have a few crowns.
 

PILCHER
Two, his own and mine.
 

LAZARILLO
And desire you to point out a fair lodging for me and my train.
 

BLURT
’Tis my office, signior, to take men up a-nights; but if you will, my maids shall take you up a-mornings, since you profess fighting. I will commit you, signior, to mine own house; but will you pitch and pay, or will your worship run — 
 

LAZARILLO
I scorn to run from the face of Thamer Cham.
 

BLURT
Then, sir, you mean not to run?
 

LAZARILLO
Signior, no.
 

BLURT
Bear witness, Slubber, that his answer is, Signior No: so now if he runs upon the score, I have him straight upon Signior No. This is my house, signior; enter.
 

LAZARILLO
March, excellent Blurt. Attend, Pilcher.
 

Exeunt [Lazarillo, Blurt, and Slubber]. Enter Doyt and Dandiprat.
 

PILCHER
Upon your trencher, signior, most hungerly.
 

DOYT
Now, sirrah, where’s thy master?
 

PILCHER
The constable has press’d him.
 

DOYT
What, for a soldier?
 

PILCHER
Ay, for a soldier; but ere he’ll go, I think, indeed, he and I shall press the constable.
 

DANDIPRAT
No matter; squeeze him, and leave no more liquor in him than in a dry’d neat’s tongue. Sirrah Thin-gut, what’s thy name?
 

PILCHER
My name, you chops? Why, I am of the blood of the Pilchers.
 

DANDIPRAT
Nay, ‘sfoot, if one should kill thee, he could not be hang’d for’t, for he would shed no blood; there’s none in thee. Pilcher? Th’art a most pitiful dried one.
 

DOYT
I wonder thy master does not slice thee, and swallow thee for an anchovies.
 

PILCHER
He wants wine, boy, to swallow me down, for he wants money to swallow down wine. But farewell; I must dog my master.
 

DANDIPRAT
As long as thou dog’st a Spaniard, thou’lt ne’er be fatter. But stay; our haste is as great as thine, yet to endear ourselves into thy lean acquaintance, cry, rivo ho!, laugh and be fat, and for joy that we are met, we’ll meet and be merry. Sing.
 

PILCHER
I’ll make a shift to squeak.
 

DOYT
And I.
 

DANDIPRAT
And I, for my profession is to shift as well as you. Hem.
 

Sing. Music.
 

DOYT: What meat eats the Spaniard?
PILCHER: Dry’d pilchers and poor-john.
DANDIPRAT: Alas, thou art almost marr’d.
PILCHER: My cheeks are fall’n and gone.
DOYT: Would thou not leap at a piece of meat?
PILCHER: O, how my teeth do water; I could eat!
‘Fore the heavens, my flesh is almost gone
With eating of pilcher and poor-john.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

Outside a tennis court
 

Enter Fontinell from tennis, and Truepenny with him.
 

FONTINELL
Am I so happy then?
 

TRUEPENNY
Nay, sweet monsieur.
 

FONTINELL
O boy, thou hast new-wing’d my captiv’d soul!
Now to my fortune all the Fates may yield,
For I have won where first I lost the field.
 

TRUEPENNY
Why, sir, did my mistress prick you with the Spanish needle of her love, before I summon’d you from her to this parley?
 

FONTINELL
Doubts thou that, boy?
 

TRUEPENNY
Of mine honesty, I doubt extremely, for I cannot see the little god’s tokens upon you. There is as much difference between you and a lover as between a cuckold and a unicorn.
 

FONTINELL
Why, boy?
 

TRUEPENNY
For you do not wear a pair of ruffled, frowning, ungartered stockings, like a gallant that hides his small-timber’d legs with a quail-pipe boot. Your hose stands upon too many points, and are not troubled with that falling sickness which follows pale, meagre, miserable, melancholy lovers. Your hands are not groping continually.
 

FONTINELL
Where, my little observer?
 

TRUEPENNY
In your greasy pocket, sir, like one that wants a cloak for the rain, and yet is still weather-beaten. Your hat nor head are not of the true heigh-ho block, for it should be broad-brimm’d, limber, like the skin of a white pudding when the meat is out, the facing fatty, the felt dusty, and not enter’d into any band; but your hat is of the nature of a loose, light, heavy-swelling wench, too strait-laced. I tell you, Monsieur, a lover should be all loose from the sole of the foot rising upward, and from the bases or confines of the slop falling downwards. If you were in my mistress’s chamber, you should find othergates privy signs of love hanging out there.
 

FONTINELL
Have your little eyes watch’d so narrowly?
 

TRUEPENNY
Oh sir, a page must have a cat’s eye, a spaniel’s leg, a whore’s tongue (a little tasting of the cog), a catchpole’s hand (what he grips is his own), and a little, little body.
 

FONTINELL
Fair Violetta, I will wear thy love,
Like this French order, near unto my heart.
Via for fate! Fortune, lo, this is all.
At grief’s rebound I’ll mount, although I fall.
 

Enter Camillo and Hipolito from tennis, Doyt and Dandiprat with their cloaks and rapiers.
 

CAMILLO
Now, by Saint Mark, he’s a most treacherous villain.
Dare the base Frenchman’s eye gaze on my love?
 

HIPOLITO
Nay, sweet rogue, why wouldst thou make his face a vizard, to have two loopholes only? When he comes to a good face, may he not do with his eyes what he will? ‘Sfoot, if I were as he, I’d pull them out, and if I wist they would anger thee.
 

CAMILLO
Thou add’st heat to my rage; away, stand back.
Dishonored slave, more treacherous than base,
This is the instance of my scorn’d disgrace.
 

FONTINELL
Thou ill-advis’d Italian, whence proceeds
This sudden fury?
 

CAMILLO
Villain, from thee.
 

HIPOLITO
Hercules
Stand between them!
 

FONTINELL
Villain? By my blood!
I am as free-born as your Venice duke!
Villain? Saint Dennis and my life to boot,
Thy lips shall kiss this pavement or my foot.
 

HIPOLITO
Your foot? With a pox! I hope y’are no pope, sir. His lips shall kiss my sister’s soft lip, and thine, the tough lip of this. Nay, sir, I do but shew you that I have a tool. Do you hear, Saint Dennis? But that we both stand upon the narrow bridge of honour, I should cut your throat now, for pure love you bear to my sister, but that I know you would set out a throat.
 

CAMILLO
Wilt thou not stab the peasant
That thus dishonors both thyself and me?
 

HIPOLITO
Saint Mark set his marks upon me then. Stab? I’ll have my shins broken, ere I’ll scratch so much as the skin off a’ the law of arms. Shall I make a Frenchman cry O! before the fall of the leaf? Not I, by the cross of this Dandiprat.
 

DANDIPRAT
If you will, sir, you shall coin me into a shilling.
 

HIPOLITO
I shall lay too heavy a cross upon thee then.
 

CAMILLO
Is this a time to jest? Boy, call my servants.
 

DOYT
Gentlemen, to the dresser!
 

Enter serving-men.
 

CAMILLO
You rogue, what dresser? Seize on Fontinell,
And lodge him in a dungeon presently.
 

FONTINELL
He steps upon his death that stirs a foot.
 

CAMILLO
That shall I try; as in the field before
I made thee stoop, so here I’ll make thee bow.
 

FONTINELL
Thou played’st the soldier then, the villain now.
 

Camillo and his men set upon him, get him down and disweapon him, and hold him fast.
 

FONTINELL
Treacherous Italians!
 

CAMILLO
Hale him to a dungeon.
There, if your thoughts can apprehend the form
Of Violetta, dote on her rare feature;
Or if your proud flesh with a sparing diet
Can still retain her swelling spritefulness,
Then court instead of her the croaking vermin
That people that most solitary vault.
 

HIPOLITO
But sirrah Camillo, wilt thou play the wise and venerable bearded master constable and commit him indeed, because he would be meddling in thy precinct, and will not put off the cap of his love to the brown bill of thy desires? Well, thou hast given the law of arms a broken pate already; therefore, if thou wilt needs turn broker and be a cutthroat too, do. For my part, I’ll go get a sweetball and wash my hands of it.
 

CAMILLO
Away with him; my life shall answer it.
 

FONTINELL
To prison must I then? Well, I will go,
And with a light-wing’d spirit insult o’er woe,
For in the darkest hell on earth, I’ll find
Her fair idea to content my mind.
Yet France and Italy with blistered tongue
Shall publish thy dishonour in my wrong.
Oh, now how happy wert thou, couldst thou lodge me
Where I could leave to love her?
 

CAMILLO
By heaven I can.
 

FONTINELL
Thou canst? O happy man!
This [is] a kind of new invented law:
First feed the axe, after produce the saw.
Her heart no doubt will thy affections feel,
For thou’lt plead sighs in blood, and tears in steel.
Boy, tell my love her love thus sighing spake:
I’ll vail my crest to death, for her dear sake.
 

Exit [Fontinell, guarded by serving-men].
 

CAMILLO
Boy? What boy is that?
 

HIPOLITO
Is’t you, Sir Pandarus, the broking knight of Troy? Are your two legs the pair of trestles for the Frenchman to get up upon my sister?
 

TRUEPENNY
By the Nine Worthies, worthy gallants, not I. I, a gentleman for convenience? I, Sir Pandarus? Would Troy then were in my breeches, and I burnt worse than poor Troy. Sweet signior, you know, I know, and all Venice knows that my mistress scorns double-dealing with her heels.
 

HIPOLITO
With her heels? O, here’s a sure pocket dag, and my sister shoots him off snipsnap at her pleasure. Sirrah Mephostophiles, did not you bring letters from my sister to the Frenchman?
 

TRUEPENNY
Signior, no.
 

CAMILLO
Did not you fetch him out of the tennis court?
 

TRUEPENNY
No, point, per ma foy. You see I have many tongues speak for me.
 

HIPOLITO
Did not he follow your crackship, at a beck given?
 

TRUEPENNY
Ita, true, certes, he spied, and I spitting thus, went thus.
 

HIPOLITO
But were stay’d thus.
 

TRUEPENNY
You hold a’ my side, and therefore I must needs stick to you. ’Tis true; I going, he followed, and following, finger’d me, just as your worship does now. But I struggled and straggled, and wriggled and wraggled, and at last cried vale, valete, as I do now, with this fragment of rhyme:
My lady is grossly fall’n in love, and yet her waist is slender;
Had I not slipp’d away, you would have made my buttocks tender.
 

Exit.
 

DANDIPRAT
Shall Doyt and I play the bloodhounds and after him?
 

CAMILLO
No, let him run.
 

HIPOLITO
Not for this wager of my sister’s love; run. Away, Dandiprat; catch Truepenny and hold him. Thyself shall pass more currant.
 

DANDIPRAT
I fly, sir; your Dandiprat is as light as a clipp’d angel.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
Nay, God’s lid, after him, Camillo. Reply not, but away.
 

CAMILLO
Content; you know where to meet.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
For I know that the only way to win a wench is not to woo her; the only way to have her fast is to have her loose. The only way to triumph over her is to make her fall; and the way to make her fall — 
 

DOYT
Is to throw her down.
 

HIPOLITO
Are you so cunning, sir?
 

DOYT
O Lord, sir, and have so perfit a master.
 

HIPOLITO
Well, sir, you know the gentlewoman that dwells in the midst of Saint Mark’s Street.
 

DOYT
Midst of Saint Mark’s Street, sir?
 

HIPOLITO
A pox on you! The flea-bitten-fac’d lady.
 

DOYT
Oh, sir, the freckle-cheek Madonna; I know her, signior, as well — 
 

HIPOLITO
Not as I do, I hope, sir.
 

DOYT
No, sir, I’d be loath to have such inward acquaintance with her as you have.
 

HIPOLITO
Well, sir, slip, go presently to her, and from me deliver to her own white hands Fontinell’s picture.
 

DOYT
Indeed, sir, she loves to have her chamber hung with the pictures of men.
 

HIPOLITO
She does. I’ll keep my sister’s eyes and his painted face asunder. Tell her besides, the masque holds and this the night, and nine the hour. Say we are all for her; away.
 

DOYT
And she’s for you all, were you an army.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A room in Imperia’s house
 

Enter Imperia the courtesan, two maids Trivia and Simperina, with perfumes.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie, fie, by the light oath of my fan, the weather is exceeding tedious and faint. Trivia, Simperina, stir, stir, stir; one of you open the casements, t’other take a ventoy and gently cool my face. Fie, I ha’ such an exceeding high colour, I so sweat. Simperina, dost hear? Prithee be more compendious. Why, Simperina!
 

SIMPERINA
Here, madame.
 

IMPERIA
Press down my ruff before. Away; fie, how thou blow’st upon me. Thy breath, God’s me, thy breath! Fie, fie, fie, fie, it takes off all the painting and colour from my cheek. In good faith, I care not if I go and be sick presently. Heigh ho, my head so aches with carrying this bodkin; in troth, I’ll try if I can be sick.
 

TRIVIA
Nay, good sweet lady.
 

SIMPERINA
You know a company of gallants will be here at night; be not out of temper, sweet mistress.
 

IMPERIA
In good troth, if I be not sick I must be melancholy then. This same gown never comes on but I am so melancholy, and so sun-burnt: ’tis a strange garment. I warrant, Simperina, the foolish tailor that made it was troubled with the stitch when he composed it.
 

SIMPERINA
That’s very likely, madame, but it makes you have, oh, a most incony body.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, no, by Saint Mark, the waist is not long enough, for I love a long and tedious waist. Besides, I have a most ungodly middle in it, and fie, fie, fie, fie, it makes me bend i’ th’ back. Oh, let me have some music.
 

Music.
 

SIMPERINA
That’s not the fault in your gown, madame, but of your body.
 

IMPERIA
Fa la la, fa la la — indeed, the bending of the back is the fault of the body — la la la la, fa la la, fa la la, la la lah.
 

TRIVIA
O rich!
 

SIMPERINA
O rare!
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, no, no; ’tis slight and common all that I do. Prithee, Simperina, do not ingle me; do not flatter me, Trivia. I ha’ never a cast gown till the next week. Fa la la, la la la, fa la la, fa la la, etc. This stirring to and fro has done me much good. A song, I prithee; I love these French movings. Oh, they are so clean; if you tread them true, you shall hit them to a hair. Sing, sing, sing some odd and fantastical thing, for I cannot abide these dull and lumpish tunes. The musician stands longer a-pricking them than I would do to hear them. No, no, no, give me your light ones that go nimbly and quick, and are full of changes and carry sweet division. Ho, prithee sing. Stay, stay, stay; here’s Hipolito’s sonnet. First read it and then sing it.
 

Reads. Song.
 

SIMPERINA: In a fair woman what thing is best?
TRIVIA: I think a coral lip.
SIMPERINA: No, no, you jest;
She has a better thing.
TRIVIA: Then ’tis a pretty eye.
SIMPERINA: Yet ’tis a better thing,
Which more delight does bring.
TRIVIA: Then ’tis a cherry cheek.
SIMPERINA: No, no, you lie.
Were neither lip, nor cheeks coral, nor [pretty] eyes,
Were not her swelling breast stuck with strawberries,
Nor had smooth hand, soft skin, white neck, pure eye,
Yet she at this alone your love can tie:
It is, O ’tis the only joy to men,
The only praise to women. What is’t then?
This it is, O, this it is, and in a woman’s middle it is plac’d,
In a most beauteous body, a heart most chaste:
This is the jewel kings may buy;
If women sell this jewel, women lie.
 

One knocks within, Frisco answers within.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Who the pox knocks?
 

DOYT
[Within] One that will knock thy coxcomb if he do not enter.
 

FRISCO
[Within] If thou dost not enter, how canst thou knock me?
 

DOYT
[Within] Why then I’ll knock thee when I do enter.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Why then thou shalt not enter, but instead of me knock thy heels.
 

DOYT
[Within] Frisco, I am Doyt, Hipolito’s page.
 

FRISCO
[Within] And I am Frisco, squire to a bawdy house.
 

DOYT
[Within] I have a jewel to deliver to thy mistress.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Is’t set with precious stones?
 

DOYT
[Within] Thick, thick, thick.
 

Enter Doyt with the picture, and Frisco.
 

FRISCO
Why, enter then, thick, thick, thick.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie; who makes that yawling at door?
 

FRISCO
Here’s Signior Hipolito’s man (that shall be) come to hang you.
 

IMPERIA
Trivia, strip that villain; Simperina, pinch him, slit his wide nose. Fie, fie, fie, I’ll have you gelded for this lustiness.
 

FRISCO
And she threatens to geld me unless I be lusty, what shall poor Frisco do?
 

IMPERIA
Hang me.
 

FRISCO
Not I; hang me if you will, and set up my quarters too.
 

IMPERIA
Hipolito’s boy come to hang me?
 

DOYT
To hang you with jewels, sweet and gentle; that’s Frisco’s meaning, and that’s my coming.
 

IMPERIA
Keep the door.
 

FRISCO
That’s my office indeed. I have been your doorkeeper for so long, that all the hinges, the spring-locks and the ring are worn to pieces. How if anybody knock at the door?
 

IMPERIA
Let them enter.
 

[Exit Frisco.]
 

Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, his great tongue does so run through my little ears; ’tis more harsh than a younger brother’s courting of a gentlewoman, when he has no crowns. Boy?
 

DOYT
At your service.
 

IMPERIA
My service? Alas, alas, thou canst do me small service. Did thy master send this painted gentleman to me?
 

DOYT
This painted gentleman to you.
 

IMPERIA
Well, I will hang his picture up by the walls till I see his face, and when I see his face, I’ll take his picture down. Hold it, Trivia.
 

TRIVIA
It’s most sweetly made.
 

IMPERIA
Hang him up, Simperina.
 

SIMPERINA
It’s a most sweet man.
 

IMPERIA
And does the masque hold? [To Simperina] Let me see it again.
 

DOYT
If their vizards hold, here you shall see all their blind cheeks; this is the night, nine the hour, and I the jack that gives warning.
 

SIMPERINA
He gives warning, mistress; shall I let him out?
 

DOYT
You shall not need; I can set out myself.
 

Exit.
 

IMPERIA
Flaxen hair, and short too; oh, that’s the French cut. But fie, fie, fie, [these] flaxen-hair’d men are such pulers, and such piddlers, and such chicken-hearts — and yet great quarrellers — that when they court a lady, they are for the better part bound to the peace. No, no, no, no, your black-haired man, so he be fair, is your only sweet man, and in any service, the most active. A banquet, Trivia; quick, quick, quick, quick, quick.
 

TRIVIA
In a twinkling. [Aside] ‘Slid, my mistress cries like the rod-woman: “Quick, quick, quick, buy any rosemary and bays?”
 

Exit.
 

IMPERIA
A little face, but a lovely face; fie, fie, fie, no matter what face he make, so the other parts be legitimate and go upright. Stir, stir, Simperina. Be doing, be doing, quickly; move, move, move.
 

SIMPERINA
Most incontinently. [Aside] Move, move, move. O sweet!
 

Exit.
 

IMPERIA
Heigh ho! As I live, I must love thee and suck kisses from thy lips; alack, that women should fall thus deeply in love with dumb things that have no feeling. But they are women’s crosses, and the only way to take them is to take them patiently.
 

Enter Frisco, Trivia and Simperina.
 

Heigh ho! Set music, Frisco.
 

FRISCO
Music, if thou hast not a hard heart, speak to my mistress.
 

[Music.]
 

IMPERIA
Say he scorn to marry me, yet he shall stand me in some stead by being my Ganymede. If he be the most decayed gallant in all Venice, I will myself undo myself and my whole state to set him up again. Though speaking truth would save my life, I will lie to do him pleasure; yet to tell lies may hurt the soul. Fie, no, no, no; souls are things to be trodden under our feet, when we dance after love’s pipe. Therefore, here, hang this counterfeit at my bed’s feet.
 

FRISCO
If he be counterfeit, nail him up upon one of your posts.
 

[Exit with picture.]
 

IMPERIA
By the moist hand of love, I swear I will be his lottery, and he shall never draw but it shall be a prize.
 

Curvetto knock within.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Who knocks?
 

CURVETTO
[Within] Why, ’tis I, knave.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Then, knave, knock there still.
 

CURVETTO
[Within] Wut open door?
 

FRISCO
[Within] Yes, when I list I will.
 

CURVETTO
[Within] Here’s money.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Much!
 

CURVETTO
[Within] Here’s gold.
 

FRISCO
[Within] Away!
 

CURVETTO
[Within] Knave, open!
 

FRISCO
[Within] Call to our maids, “Good night”: we are all a-slopen.
 

[Enter.]
 

Mistress, if you have ever a pinnace to set out, you may now have it mann’d and rigg’d, for Signior Curvetto, he that cries, “I am an old courtier, but lie close, lie close,” when our maids swear he lies as wide as any courtier in Italy — 
 

IMPERIA
Do we care how he lies?
 

Knocking.
 

FRISCO
Anon, anon, anon. This old hoary red deer serves himself in at your keyhole.
 

CURVETTO
[Within] What, Frisco?
 

FRISCO
Hark, shall he enter the breach?
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie. I wonder what this gurnet’s head makes here. Yet bring him in; he will serve for picking meat. [Exit Frisco.] Let music play, for I will feign myself to be asleep.
 

Enter [Frisco with] Curvetto.
 

CURVETTO
Three pence, and here’s a teston. Yet take all;
Coming to jump we must be prodigal.
Hem!
I am an old courtier, and I can lie close;
Put up, Frisco, put up, put up, put up.
 

FRISCO
Anything at your hands, sir, I will put up, because you seldom pull out anything.
 

SIMPERINA
Softly, sweet Signior Curvetto, for she’s fast.
 

CURVETTO
Ha, fast? My roba fast? and but young night?
She’s wearied, wearied; ah ha, hit I right?
 

SIMPERINA
How, sir, wearied? Marry, foh!
 

FRISCO
Wearied, sir? Marry muff!
 

CURVETTO
No words? Here, mouse, no words, no words? Sweet rose,
I am an hoary courtier, and lie close, lie close.
Hem!
 

FRISCO
An old hoary courtier? Why, so has a jowl of ling and a musty whiting been, time out of mind. Methinks, signior, you should not be so old by your face.
 

CURVETTO
I have a good heart, knave, and a good heart
Is a good face-maker. I am young, quick, brisk.
I was a reveller in a long stock;
There’s not a gallant now fills such a stock:
Plump hose, pan’d, stuff’d with hair (hair then was held
The lightest stuffing); a fair codpiece, hoh;
An eel-skin sleeve, lash’d here and there with lace;
High collar, lash’d again; breech lash’d also;
A little simp’ring ruff; a dapper cloak
With Spanish-button’d cape; my rapier here,
Gloves like a burgomaster here, hat here,
Stuck with some ten-groat brooch; and over all
A goodly, long, thick, Abram-color’d beard.
Ho God, ho God! thus did I revel it,
When Monsieur Motte lay here ambassador.
But now those beards are gone, our chins are bare;
Our courters now do all against the hair.
I can lie close and see this, but not see;
I am hoary, but not hoary as some be.
 

IMPERIA
Heigh ho! Who’s that? Signior Curvetto? By my virginity — 
 

CURVETTO
Hem, no more.
Swear not so deep at these years: men have eyes,
And though the most are fools, some fools are wise.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie; and you meet me thus at half-weapon, one must down.
 

FRISCO
[Aside] She for my life.
 

IMPERIA
Somebody shall pay for’t.
 

FRISCO
[Aside] He for my head.
 

IMPERIA
Do not therefore come over me so with cross blows. No, no, no, I shall be sick if my speech be stopp’d. By my virginity I swear — and why may not I swear by that I have not, as well as poor musty soldiers do by their honour, brides and four and twenty (ha, ha, ha!) by their maidenheads, citizens by their faith, and brokers as they hope to be saved? — by my virginity I swear, I dream’d that one brought me a goodly codshead, and in one of the eyes there stuck, methought, the greatest precious stone, the most sparkling diamond. Oh fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, that diamonds should make women such fools.
 

CURVETTO
A codshead and a diamond? Ha, ha, ha!
’Tis common, common; you may dream as well
Of diamonds and of codsheads, where’s not one,
As swear by your virginity, where’s none.
[Aside] I am that codshead; she has spied my stone,
My diamond. Noble wench, but nobler hose.
 

Puts it up.
 

I am an old courtier, and lie close, lie close.
 

The cornets sound a lavolta which the maskers are to dance. Camillo, Hipolito, and other gallants, everyone save Hipolito with a lady, mask’d, zanies with [torches] enter suddenly. Curvetto offers to depart.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, if you shrink from me I will not love you; stay.
 

CURVETTO
I am conjur’d, and will keep my circle.
 

They dance.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie, by the neat tongue of eloquence, this measure is out of measure; ’tis too hot, too hot. Gallants, be not ashamed to show your own faces. Ladies, unapparel your dear beauties. So, so, so, so, here is a banquet; sit, sit, sit. Signior Curvetto, thrust in among them. Soft music there! do, do, do.
 

CURVETTO
I will first salute the men, close with the women, and last sit.
 

HIPOLITO
But not sit last: a banquet! and have these suckets here! Oh, I have a crew of angels prisoners in my pocket, and none but a good bale of dice can fetch them out. Dice, ho! Come, my little lecherous baboon; by Saint Mark, you shall venture your twenty crowns.
 

CURVETTO
And have but one.
 

HIPOLITO
I swore first.
 

CURVETTO
Right, you swore,
[Aside] But oaths are now like Blurt our constable,
Standing for nothing, a mere plot, a trick.
The masque dogg’d me; I hit it in the nick:
A fetch to get my diamond, my dear stone.
I am a hoary courtier, but lie close, close, close.
[To Hipolito] I’ll play, sir.
 

HIPOLITO
Come.
 

CURVETTO
But in my t’other hose.
 

Exit.
 

OMNES
Curvetto?
 

HIPOLITO
Let him go. I knew what hook would choke him, and therefore baited that for him to nibble upon; an old coxcomb rascal that was beaten out a’ th’ cock-pit, when I could not stand a’ high lone without I held by a thing, to come crowing among us. Hang him, lobster! Come, the same oath that your foreman took, take all, and sing.
 

Song.
 

Love is like a lamb, and love is like a lion.
Fly from love, he fights; fight, then does he fly on.
Love is all in fire, and yet is ever freezing;
Love is much in winning, yet is more in leezing.
Love is ever sick, and yet is never dying;
Love is ever true, and yet is ever lying.
Love does dote in liking, and is mad in loathing;
Love indeed is anything, yet indeed is nothing.
 

[Enter Lazarillo.]
 

LAZARILLO
Mars armipotent with his court of guard, give sharpness to my toledo; I am beleaguer’d! O Cupid grant that my blushing prove not a linstock, and give fire too suddenly to the Roaring Meg of my desires! Most sanguine-cheek’d ladies!
 

HIPOLITO
‘Sfoot, how now, Don Dego? Sanguine-cheek’d? Dost think their faces have been at cutler’s? Out, you roaring tawny-fac’d rascal! ‘Twere a good deed to beat my hilts about’s coxcomb, and then make him sanguine-cheek’d too.
 

CAMILLO
Nay, good Hipolito.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie; tho’ I hate his company, I would not have my house to abuse his countenance. No, no, no, be not so contagious; I will send him hence with a flea in’s ear.
 

HIPOLITO
Do, or I’ll turn him into a flea and make him skip under some of your petticoats.
 

IMPERIA
Signior Lazarillo.
 

LAZARILLO
Most sweet face, you need not hang out your silken tongue as a flag of truce, for I will drop at your feet ere I draw blood in your chamber; yet I shall hardly drink up this wrong. For your sake, I will wipe it out for this time. I would deal with you in secret, so you had a void room, about most deep and serious matters.
 

IMPERIA
I’ll send these hence. [Aside] Fie, fie, fie, I am so chok’d still with this man of gingerbread, and yet I can never be rid of him. But hark, Hipolito. [Whispers to Hipolito]
 

HIPOLITO
Good; draw the curtains, put out candles, and girls, to bed.
 

LAZARILLO
Venus, give me suck from thine own most white and tender dugs that I may batten in love. Dear instrument of many men’s delight, are all these women?
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no; they are half men and half women.
 

LAZARILLO
You apprehend too fast. I mean by women, wives, for wives are no maids, nor are maids women. If those unbearded gallants keep the doors of their wedlock, those ladies spend their hours of pastime but ill, O most rich armful of beauty! But if you can bring all those females into one ring, into one private place, I will read a lecture of discipline to their most great and honourable ears, wherein I will teach them so to carry their white bodies, either before their husbands or before their lovers, that they shall never fear to have milk thrown in their faces, nor I wine in mine, when I come to sit upon them in courtesy.
 

IMPERIA
That were excellent; I’ll have them all here at your pleasure.
 

LAZARILLO
I will show them all the tricks and garbs of Spanish dames; I will study for apt and elegant phrase to tickle them with. And when my devise is ready, I will come. Will you inspire into your most divine spirits the most divine soul of tobacco?
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no; fie, fie, fie. I should be chok’d up if your pipe should kiss my underlip.
 

LAZARILLO
Henceforth, most deep stamp of feminine perfection, my pipe shall not be drawn before you, but in secret.
 

Enter Hipolito and the rest of the masquers, as before, dancing. Hipolito takes Imperia. Exeunt [all but Lazarillo].
 

LAZARILLO
Lament my case; since thou canst not provoke
Her nose to smell, love fill thine own with smoke.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

A street before Hipolito’s house
 

Enter Hipolito and Frisco.
 

FRISCO
The wooden picture you sent her hath set her on fire, and she desires you, as you pity the case of a poor desperate gentlewoman, to serve that monsieur in at supper to her.
 

Enter Camillo.
 

HIPOLITO
The Frenchman! Saint Dennis, let her carve him up! Stay, here’s Camillo. Now, my fool in fashion, my sage idiot, up with these brims, down with this devil Melancholy. Are you decayed, concupiscentious inamorato? News, news: Imperia dotes on Fontinell.
 

CAMILLO
What comfort speaks her love to my sick heart?
 

HIPOLITO
Marry, this, sir. Here’s a yellow-hammer flew to me with thy water; and I cast it and find that his mistress, being given to this new falling-sickness, will cure thee. The Frenchman, you see, has a soft marmalady heart, and shall no sooner feel Imperia’s liquorish desire to lick at him, but straight he’ll stick the brooch of her longing in it. Then sir, may you, sir, come upon my sister, sir, with a fresh charge, sir. Sa, sa, sa, sa; once giving back, and thrice coming forward, she yield and the town of Brest is taken.
 

CAMILLO
This hath some taste of hope. Is that the Mercury
Who brings you notice of his mistress’ love?
 

FRISCO
I may be her Mercury for my running of errands; but troth, sir, I am Cerebrus, for I am porter to hell.
 

CAMILLO
Then, Cerebrus, play thy part; here, search that hell,
There find and bring forth that false Fontinell.
 

Exit Frisco.
 

If I can win his stray’d thoughts to retire
From her encountered eyes, whom I have singled
In Hymen’s holy battle, he shall pass
From hence to France, in company and guard
Of mine own heart. He comes, Hipolito.
 

Enter Fontinell talking with Frisco.
 

Still looks he like a lover, poor gentleman.
Love is the mind’s strong physic and the pill
That leaves the heart sick and o’erturns the will.
 

FONTINELL
O happy persecution, I embrace thee
With an unfettered soul. So sweet a thing
Is it to sigh upon the rack of love,
Where each calamity is groaning witness
Of the poor martyr’s faith. I never heard
Of any true affection but ’twas nipp’d
With care, that like the caterpillar eats
The leaves off the spring’s sweetest book, the rose.
“Love bred on earth is often nurs’d in hell;
By rote it reads woe, ere it learn to spell.”
 

CAMILLO
Good morrow, French lord.
 

HIPOLITO
Bon jour, Monsieur.
 

FONTINELL
To your secure and more than happy self
I tender thanks, for you have honour’d me;
You are my jailor and have penn’d me up,
Lest the poor fly your prisoner should alight
Upon your mistress’ lip, and thence derive
The dimpled print of an infective touch.
Thou secure tyrant, yet unhappy lover,
Couldst thou chain mountains to my captive feet,
Yet Violetta’s heart and mine should meet.
 

HIPOLITO
Hark, swaggerer, there’s a little dapple-colour’d rascal, ho, a bona roba. Her name’s Imperia, a gentlewoman, by my faith, of an ancient house, and has goodly rents and comings in of her own; and this ape would fain have thee chain’d to her in the holy state. Sirrah, she’s fall’n in love with thy picture; yes, faith. To her, woo her, and win her. Leave my sister and thy ransom’s paid, all’s paid, gentlemen. By th’ Lord, Imperia is as good a girl as any is in Venice.
 

CAMILLO
Upon mine honour, Fontinell, ’tis true;
The lady dotes on thy perfections.
Therefore resign my Violetta’s heart
To me, the lord of it, and I will send thee — 
 

FONTINELL
O whither, to damnation? Wilt thou not?
Think’st thou the purity of my true soul
Can taste your leperous counsel? No, I defy you.
Incestancy dwell on his rivelled brow
That weds for dirt, or on th’enforced heart,
That lags in rearward of his father’s charge
When to some negro-gelderling he’s clogg’d
By the injunction of a golden fee.
When I call back my vows to Violetta,
May I then slip into an obscure grave,
Whose mould, unpress’d with stony monument,
Dwelling in open air, may drink the tears
Of the inconstant clouds to rot me soon
Out of my private linen sepulchre.
 

CAMILLO
Ay, is this your settled resolution?
 

FONTINELL
By my love’s best divinity, it is.
 

CAMILLO
Then bear him to his prison back again;
This tune must alter ere thy lodging mend.
To death, fond Frenchman, thy slight love doth tend.
 

FONTINELL
Then, constant heart, thy fate with joy pursue;
Draw wonder to thy death, expiring true.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
After him, Frisco; enforce thy mistress’s passion. Thou shalt have access to him to bring him love tokens. If they prevail not, yet thou shalt still be in presence, be’t but to spite him. In, honest Frisco.
 

FRISCO
I’ll vex him to the heart, sir, fear me not;
[Aside] Yet here’s a trick perchance may set him free.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
Come, wilt thou go laugh and lie down? Now sure there be some rebels in thy belly, for thine eyes do nothing but watch and ward, tho’ ‘ast not slept these three nights.
 

CAMILLO
Alas, how can I? He that truly loves
Burns out the day in idle fantasies;
And when the lamb bleating doth bid good night
Unto the closing day, then tears begin
To keep quick time unto the owl, whose voice
Shrieks like the bellman in the lover’s ears.
Love’s eye the jewel of sleep, oh, seldom wears!
The early lark is wakened from her bed,
Being only by love’s plaints disquieted,
And singing in the morning’s ease, she weeps,
Being deep in love, at lovers’ broken sleeps.
But say a golden slumber chance to tie
With silken strings the cover of love’s eye;
Then dreams, magician-like, mocking present
Pleasures, whose fading leaves more discontent.
Have you these golden charms?
 

Enter musicians.
 

OMNES
We have, my lord.
 

CAMILLO
Bestow them sweetly; think a lover’s heart
Dwells in each instrument, and let it melt
In weeping strains. Yonder direct your faces,
That the soft summons of a frightless parley
May creep into the casement; so, begin.
Music, speak movingly; assume my part,
For thou must now plead to a stony heart.
 

Song.
 

Pity, pity, pity,
Pity, pity, pity:
That word begins that ends a true-love ditty.
Your blessed eyes, like a pair of suns,
Shine in the sphere of smiling.
Your pretty lips, like a pair of doves,
Are kisses still compiling.
Mercy hangs upon your brow, like a precious jewel;
O, let not then,
Most lovely maid, best to be loved of men,
Marble lie upon your heart, that will make you cruel.
Pity, pity, pity,
Pity, pity, pity:
That word begins that ends a true-love ditty.
 

Violetta above.
 

VIOLETTA
Who owes this salutation?
 

CAMILLO
Thy Camillo.
 

VIOLETTA
Is not your shadow there too, my sweet brother?
 

HIPOLITO
Here, sweet sister.
 

VIOLETTA
I dreamt so. O, I am much bound to you,
For you, my lord, have us’d my love with honour.
 

CAMILLO
Ever with honour.
 

VIOLETTA
Indeed, indeed, you have.
 

HIPOLITO
‘Slight, she means her French garsoon.
 

VIOLETTA
The same. Good night; trust me, ’tis somewhat late,
And this bleak wind nips dead all idle prate.
I must to bed, good night.
 

CAMILLO
The god of rest
Play music to thine eyes, whilst on my breast
The Furies sit and beat, and keep care waking.
 

HIPOLITO
You will not leave my friend in this poor taking.
 

VIOLETTA
Yes, by the velvet brow of darkness.
 

HIPOLITO
You scurvy tit; ‘sfoot, scurvy anything! Do you hear, Susanna? You punk, if I geld not your muskcat! I’ll do’t, by Jesu! Let’s go, Camillo.
 

VIOLETTA
Nay, but, pure swaggerer, ruffian, do you think
To fright me with your bugbear threats? Go by!
Hark, tosspot, in your ear: the Frenchman’s mine,
And by these hands I’ll have him.
 

HIPOLITO
Rare rogue! Fine!
 

VIOLETTA
He is my prisoner, by a deed of gift;
Therefore, Camillo, you have wrong’d me much
To wrong my prisoner. By my troth, I love him
The rather for the baseness he endures
For my unworthy self. I’ll tell you what:
Release him, let him plead your love for you.
I love a’ life to hear a man speak French
Of his complexion; I would undergo
The instruction of that language rather far
Than be two weeks unmarried, by my life.
Because I’ll speak true French, I’ll be his wife.
 

CAMILLO
O, scorn to my chaste love! Burst heart!
 

HIPOLITO
‘Swounds, hold!
 

CAMILLO
Come, gentle friends, tie your most solemn tunes
By silver strings unto a leaden pace.
False fair, enjoy thy base-belov’d; adieu.
He’s far less noble, and shall prove less true.
 

Exeunt [all but Violetta]. Enter Truepenny above with a letter.
 

TRUEPENNY
Lady, Imperia the courtesan’s zany hath brought you this letter from the poor gentleman in the deep dungeon, but would not stay till he had an answer.
 

VIOLETTA
Her groom employed by Fontinell? O, strange!
I wonder how he got access to him.
I’ll read, and reading, my poor heart shall ache:
“True love is jealous; fears the best love shake.”
[Reading] “Meet me at the end of the old chapel, next Saint Lorenzo’s monastery; furnish your company with a friar, that there he may consummate our holy vows. Till midnight, farewell.
Thine Fontinell.”
Hath he got opportunity to ‘scape?
O happy period of our separation!
Blest night, wrap Cynthia in a sable sheet,
That fearful lovers may securely meet!
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

An old chapel
 

Enter Frisco in Fontinell’s apparel, Fontinell making himself ready in Frisco’s. They enter suddenly and in fear.
 

FRISCO
Play you my part bravely; you must look like a slave, and you shall see I’ll counterfeit a Frenchman most knavishly. My mistress, for your sake, charg’d me on her blessing to fall to these shifts. I left her at cards; she’ll sit up till you come because she’ll have you play a game at noddy. You’ll to her presently?
 

FONTINELL
I will, upon mine honour.
 

FRISCO
I think she does not greatly care whether you fall to her upon your honour or no. So, all’s fit; tell my lady that I go in a suit of durance for her sake. That’s your way, and this pithole’s mine. If I can ‘scape hence, why so; if not, he that’s hang’d is nearer to heaven by half a score steps than he that dies in a bed, and so adieu, monsieur.
 

Exit.
 

FONTINELL
Farewell, dear trusty slave. Shall I profane
This temple with an idol of strange love?
When I do so, let me dissolve in fire.
Yet one day will I see this dame, whose heart
Takes off my misery. I’ll not be so rude
To pay her kindness with ingratitude.
 

Enter Violetta and a friar apace.
 

VIOLETTA
My dearest Fontinell!
 

FONTINELL
My Violetta!
Oh God!
 

VIOLETTA
Oh God!
 

FONTINELL
Where is this reverend friar?
 

FRIAR
Here, overjoy’d, young man.
 

VIOLETTA
How didst thou ‘scape?
How came Imperia’s man?
 

FONTINELL
No more of that.
 

VIOLETTA
When did Imperia — 
 

FONTINELL
Questions now are thieves,
And lies in ambush to surprise our joys.
My most happy stars shine still, shine on.
Away, come; love beset had need be gone.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

A room in Imperia’s house
 

Enter Curvetto and Simperina.
 

CURVETTO
I must not stay, thou sayst?
 

SIMPERINA
Gods me, away!
 

CURVETTO
Buss, buss again. Here’s sixpence; buss again.
Farewell, I must not stay then.
 

SIMPERINA
Foh.
 

CURVETTO
Farewell.
At ten a’ clock thou sayst, and ring a bell
Which thou wilt hang out at this window?
 

SIMPERINA
Lord,
She’ll hear this fiddling.
 

CURVETTO
No, close, on my word.
Farewell; just ten a’ clock, I shall come in.
Remember to let down the cord. Just ten
Thou’lt open, mouse? Pray God thou dost; Amen! Amen! Amen!
I am an old courtier, wench, but I can spy
A young duck. Close, mum. Ten. Close, ’tis not I.
 

Exit Curvetto.
 

SIMPERINA
Mistress! Sweet ladies!
 

Enter Imperia and [courtesans], with tablebooks.
 

IMPERIA
Is his old rotten aqua-vitae bottle stopp’d up? Is he gone? Fie, fie, fie, fie, he so smells of ale and onions and rosa-solis, fie. Bolt the door, stop the keyhole, lest his breath peep in; burn some perfume. I do not love to handle these dry’d stockfishes that ask so much tawing, fie, fie, fie.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Nor I, trust me, lady. Fie!
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, no; stools and cushions, low stools, low stools. Sit, sit, sit round, ladies, round. So, so, so, so, let your sweet beauties be spread to the full and most moving advantage, for we are fall’n into his hands, who they say has an ABC for the sticking in of the least white pin in any part of the body.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Madame Imperia, what stuff is he like to draw out before us?
 

IMPERIA
Nay, nay, nay, ’tis Greek to me, ’tis Greek to me. I never had remnant of his Spanish-leather learning. Here he comes; your cares may now fit themselves out of the whole piece.
 

Enter [Lazarillo].
 

LAZARILLO
I do first deliver to your most skreet and long-finger’d hands this head, or top of all the members, bare and uncomb’d, to show how deeply I stand in reverence of your naked female beauties. Bright and unclipp’d angels, if I were to make a discovery of any new-found land, as Virginia or so, to ladies and courtiers, my speech should hoist up sails fit to bear up such lofty and well-rigged vessels; but because I am to deal only with the civil chitty matron, I will not lay upon your blushing and delicate cheek any other colours than such as will give luster to your chitty faces. In and to that purpose, our thesis is taken out of that most plentiful but most precious book, entitled the Economical Cornucopia.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
The what?
 

LAZARILLO
The Economical Cornucopia. Thus,
“Wise is that wife who with apt wit complains
That she’s kept under, yet rules all the reins.”
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Oh, again, sweet Signior. “Complains
That she’s kept under?” What follows?
 

LAZARILLO
“Yet rules all the reins.”
“Wise is that wife who with apt wit complains
That she’s kept under, yet rules all the reins.”
Most pure and refined plants of nature, I will not, as this distinction enticeth, take up the parts as they lie here in order: as first, to touch your wisdom, it were folly; next, your complaining, ’tis too common; thirdly, your keeping under, ’tis above my capachity; and lastly, the reins in your own hands, that is the a-per-se of all, the very cream of all, and therefore how to skim off that only, only listen: a wife wise, no matter; apt wit, no matter; complaining, no matter; kept under, no great matter; but to rule the roast, is the matter.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
That ruling of the roast goes with me.
 

FOURTH COURTESAN
And me.
 

FIFTH COURTESAN
And me; I’ll have a cut of that roast.
 

LAZARILLO
Since then a woman’s only desire is to have the reins in her own white hand, your chief practice, the very same day that you are wived, must be to get hold of these reins, and being fully gotten, or wound about, “yet to complain with apt wit as tho’ you had them not.”
 

IMPERIA
How shall we know, signior, when we have them all or not?
 

LAZARILLO
I will furnish your capable understandings, out of my poor Spanish store, with the chief implements and their appurtenances. Observe: it shall be your first and finest praise to sing the note of every new fashion at first sight, and if you can, to stretch that note above ela.
 

OMNES
Good.
 

LAZARILLO
The more you pinch your servants’ bellies for this, the smoother will the fashion sit on your back; but if your goodman like not this music, as being too full of crochets, your only way is to learn to play upon the virginals, and so nail his ears to your sweet humours. If this be out of time too, yet your labour will quit the cost, for by this means your secret friend may have free and open access to you under the colour of pricking you lessons. Now, because you may tie your husband’s love in most sweet knots, you shall never give over labouring, till out of his purse you have digged a garden; and that garden must stand a pretty distance from the chitty, for by repairing thither, much good fruit may be grafted.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Mark that.
 

LAZARILLO
Then, in the afternoon, when you address your sweet perfum’d body to walk to this garden, there to gather a nosegay, sops-in-wine, cowslips, columbines, heart’s-ease, etc., the first principle to learn is that you stick black patches for the rheum on your delicate blue temples, tho’ there be no room for the rheum. Black patches are comely in most women, and being well-fastened, draw men’s eyes to shoot glances at you. Next, your ruff must stand in print, and for that purpose, get poking-sticks with fair and long handles, lest they scorch your lily sweating hands. Then your hat with a little brim, if you have a little face; if otherwise, otherwise. Besides, you must play the wag with your wanton fan; have your dog (call’d Pearl or Min or Why ask you, or any other pretty name) dance along by you; your embroidered muff before you on your ravishing hands, but take heed who thrusts his fingers into your fur.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
We’ll watch for that.
 

LAZARILLO
Once a quarter, take state upon you and be chick; being chick, thus politicly, lie at your garden. Your lip-sworn servant may there visit you as a physician; where otherwise, if you languish at home, be sure your husband will look to your water. This chickness may be increas’d with giving out that you breed young bones, and to stick flesh upon those bones, it shall not be amiss if you long for peascods, at ten groats the cod, and for cherries at a crown the cherry.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
O dear tutor!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Interrupt him not.
 

LAZARILLO
If, while this pleasing fit of chickness hold you, you be invited forth to supper, whimper and seem unwilling to go; but if your goodman, bestowing the sweet duck and kiss upon your moist lip, entreat, go. Marry, my counsel is, you eat little at table, because it may be said of you you are no cormorant; yet at your coming home you may counterfeit a qualm, and so devour a posset. Your husband need not have his nose in that posset; no, trust your chambermaid only in this, and scarcely her, for you cannot be too careful into whose hands you commit your secrets.
 

OMNES
That’s certain.
 

LAZARILLO
If you have daughters capable, marry them by no means to chittizens, but choose for them some smooth-chinned, curl’d-headed gentleman, for gentlemen will lift up your daughters to their own content; and to make these curl’d-pated gallants come off the more roundly, make your husband go to the herald for arms, and let it be your daily care that he have a fair and comely crest. Yea, go all the ways yourselves you can to be made ladies, especially if, without danger to his person, or for love or money, you can procure your husband to be dubbed. The goddess of memory lock up these jewels, which I have bestowed upon you, in your sweet brains; let these be the rules to square out your life by, tho’ you ne’er go level, but tread your shoes awry. If you can get these reins into your lily hand, you shall need no coaches but may drive your husband’s. Put it down, and according to that wise saying of you, be saints in the church, angels in the street, devils in the kitchen, and apes in your bed. Upon which, leaving you tumbling, pardon me that thus abruptly and openly I take you all up.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
You have got so far into our books, signior, that you cannot ‘scape without a pardon here, if you take us up never so snappishly.
 

IMPERIA
Music there to close our stomachs. How do you like him, madonna?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
O, trust me, I like him most profoundly. Why, he’s able to put down twenty such as I am.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
Let them build upon that. Nay, more, we’ll henceforth never go to a cunning woman, since men can teach us our lerry.
 

FOURTH COURTESAN
We are all fools to him, and our husbands, if we can hold these reins fast, shall be fools to us.
 

FIFTH COURTESAN
If we can keep but this bias, wenches, our goodmen may perchance once in a month get a foregame of us; but if they win a rubbers, let them throw their caps at it.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, dear features, hold their noses to the grindstone and they’re gone. Thanks, worthy signior. Fie, fie, fie, you stand bare too long. Come, bright mirrors, will you withdraw into a gallery and taste a slight banquet?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
We shall cloy ourselves with sweets, my sweet madonna.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Troth, I will not, Madonna Imperia.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, fie, fie, fie! Signior Lazarillo; either be you our foreman, or else put in these ladies at your discretion into the gallery and cut off this striving.
 

LAZARILLO
It shall be my office, my fees being, as they pass, to take toll of their alablaster hands.
 

Exeunt [courtesans]. Imperia stays[, along with Simperina].
 

Admired creature, I summon you to a parley; you remember this is the night?
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so, I do remember. Here is a key, that is your chamber. Lights, Simperina. About twelve a’ clock you shall take my beauty prisoner. Fie, fie, fie, how I blush. At twelve a’ clock.
 

LAZARILLO
Rich argosy of all golden pleasure!
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, put up, put up your joys till anon; I will come, by my virginity. But I must tell you one thing, that all my chambers are many nights haunted, with what sprites none can see; but sometimes we hear birds singing, sometimes music playing, sometimes voices laughing. But stir not you, nor be frighted at anything.
 

LAZARILLO
By Hercules, if any spirits rise, I will conjure them in their own circles with toledo.
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so; lights for his chamber. [To Simperina] Is the trapdoor ready?
 

SIMPERINA
’Tis set sure.
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so, I will be rid of this broiled red sprat that stinks so in my stomach, fih. I hate him worse than to have a tailor come a-wooing to me. [To Lazarillo] God’s me, the sweet ladies, the banquet, I forget. Fie, fie, follow, dear signior. [To Simperina] The trapdoor, Simperina.
 

Exit.
 

SIMPERINA
Signior, come away.
 

LAZARILLO
Cupid, I kiss the nock of thy sweet bow!
A woman makes me yield; Mars could not so.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act IV Scene 1.
 

A street before Imperia’s house
 

Enter Curvetto [with a lantern].
 

CURVETTO.
Just ten? ’Tis ten just: that’s the fixed hour
For payment of my love’s due fees; that broke,
I forfeit a huge sum of joys. Ho love!
I’ll keep time just to a minute, ay;
A sweet guide’s loss is a deep penalty.
A night’s so rich a venture to taste wrack,
Would make a lover bankrupt, break his back.
No, if to sit up late, early to rise,
Or if this goldfinch, that with sweet notes flies
And wakes the dull eye even of a puritan,
Can work, then wenches, Curvetto is the man.
I am not young, yet have I youthful tricks,
Which peering day must not see; no, close, close,
Old courtier, perilous fellow. I can lie,
Hug in your bosom, close, yet none shall spy.
Stay, here’s the door, the window; hah, this, this
Cord? Umh? Dear cord, thy blessed knot I kiss;
None peeps I hope. Night clap thy velvet hand
Upon all eyes! If now my friend thou stand,
I’ll hang a jewel at thine ear, sweet night;
And here it is: “Lanthorne and Candlelight!”;
A peal, a lusty peal, set, ring love’s knell;
I’ll sweat, but thus I’ll bear away the bell.
 

[Pulls the cord and is drenched with water. Enter] Simperina above.
 

SIMPERINA
Signior? Who’s there? Signior Curvetto?
 

CURVETTO
Umh! Drown’d? Noah’s flood? Duck’d over head and ears?
O sconce! and O sconce! an old soaker, oh!
I sweat now till I drop. What villainies, oh!
Punks, punkateroes, nags, hags, I will ban.
I have catch’d my bane.
 

SIMPERINA
Who’s there?
 

CURVETTO
A water-man.
 

SIMPERINA
Who rings that scolding peal?
 

CURVETTO
I am wringing wet,
I am wash’d; foh, here’s rose-water sold by th’ ounce.
This sconce shall batter down those windows. Bounce!
 

SIMPERINA
What do you mean? Why do you beat our doors?
What do you take us for?
 

CURVETTO
Y’are all damn’d whores!
 

SIMPERINA
Signior Curvetto?
 

CURVETTO
Signior coxcomb, no.
 

SIMPERINA
What makes you be so hot?
 

CURVETTO
You lie, I am cool;
I am an old courtier, but stinking fool!
Foh!
 

SIMPERINA
God’s my life, what have you done? You are in a sweet pickle if you pull’d at this rope.
 

CURVETTO
Hang thyself in’t, and I’ll pull once again.
 

SIMPERINA
Merry muff, will you up and ride? Y’are mine elder. By my pure maidenhead, here’s a jest. Why, this was a waterwork to drown a rat that uses to creep in at this window.
 

CURVETTO
Fire on your waterworks! Catch a drown’d rat?
That’s me, I have it, God a’ mercy head!
Rat? Me! I smell a rat, I strike it dead!
 

SIMPERINA
You smell a sodden sheep’s-head. A rat? Ay, a rat! And you will not believe me, marry, foh! I have been believ’d of your betters; marry, snick up!
 

CURVETTO
Simp, nay, sweet Simp. Open again. Why, Simperina?
 

SIMPERINA
Go from my window, go; go from, etc., away. Go by, old Jeronimo; nay, and you shrink i’ th’ wetting. Walk, walk, walk.
 

CURVETTO
I cry thee mercy, if the bowl were set
To drown a rat. I shrink not, am not wet.
 

SIMPERINA
A rat by this hemp, and you could ha’ smelt. Hark you, here’s the bell; ting, ting, ting. Would the clapper were in my belly, if I am not mad at your foppery. I could scratch, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, as my mistress says; but go, hie you home, shift you. Come back presently; here you shall find a ladder of cords. Climb up, I’ll receive you. My mistress lies alone; she’s yours. Away!
 

CURVETTO
O Simp!
 

SIMPERINA
Nay, scud, you know what you promis’d me. I shall have simple yawling for this; be gone and mum.
 

Clap [the window shut, exit].
 

CURVETTO
Thanks, mum, dear girl; I am gone. ’Twas for a rat,
A rat upon my life. Thou shalt have gifts;
I love thee, tho’ thou puts me to my shifts.
I [knew] I could be overreach’d by none.
A [parlous] head; lie close, lie close, I am gone.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

Lazarillo’s room in Imperia’s house
 

Music suddenly plays, and birds sing. Enter Lazarillo bareheaded, in his shirt, a pair of pantaples on, a rapier in his hand and a tobacco pipe; he seems amazed, and walks so up and down.
 

LAZARILLO
Saint Jaques and the seven deadly sins — that is the Seven Wise Masters of the world — pardon me for this night! I will kill the devil.
 

WITHIN
Ha ha ha!
 

LAZARILLO
Thou prince of blackamoors, thou shalt have small cause to laugh if I run thee through. This chamber is haunted; would I had not been brought a bed in it, or else were well-delivered, for my heart tells me ’tis no good luck to have anything to do with the devil, he’s a paltry merchant!
 

A song within.
 

Midnight’s bell goes ting, ting, ting, ting, ting;
Then dogs do howl, and not a bird does sing
But the nightingale, and she cries twit, twit, twit, twit.
Owls then on every bough do sit,
Ravens croak on chimney tops,
The cricket in the chamber hops,
And the cats cry mew, mew, mew;
The nibbling mouse is not asleep,
But he goes peep, peep, peep, peep, peep;
And the cats [cry] mew, mew, mew,
And still the cats [cry] mew, mew, mew.
 

LAZARILLO
I shall be mous’d by puss-cats, but I had rather die a dog’s death; they have nine lives apiece — like a woman — and they will make it up ten lives if they and I fall a-scratching. Bright Helena of this house, would thy Troy were a-fire, for I am a-cold; or else would I had the Greeks’ wooden curtal to ride away! Most ambrosian-lipp’d creature, come away quickly, for this night’s lodging lies cold at my heart.
 

The Spanish pavin.
 

The Spanish pavin! I thought the devil could not understand Spanish, but since thou art my countryman, O thou tawny [Satan], I will dance after thy pipe.
 

He dances the Spanish pavin.
 

Ho, sweet devil, ho! Thou wilt make any man weary of thee, tho’ he deal with thee in his shirt.
Sweet beauty, she’ll not come. I’ll fall to sleep,
And dream of her; love-dreams are ne’er too deep.
 

Falls down [through a trapdoor. Enter] Frisco above, laughing.
 

FRISCO
Ha, ha, ha!
 

LAZARILLO
Ho, ho, Frisco! Madonna! I am in hell, but here is not fire; hellfire is all put out. What ho? so, ho, ho? I shall be drown’d. I beseech thee, dear Frisco, raise Blurt the constable, or some scavenger, to come and make clean these kennels of hell, for they stink so, that I shall cast away my precious self.
 

[Enter Imperia.]
 

IMPERIA
Is he down, Frisco?
 

FRISCO
He’s down; he cries out he’s in hell. It’s heaven to me to have him cry so.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie; let him lie, and get all to bed.
 

Exit.
 

FRISCO
Not all; I have fatting knavery in hand.
He cries he’s damn’d in hell; the next shall cry
He’s climbing up to heaven, and here’s the gin:
One woodcock’s ta’en; I’ll have his brother in.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A street before Imperia’s house, a rope ladder hanging from the window
 

Enter Curvetto.
 

CURVETTO
Brisk as a cap’ring tailor! I was wash’d,
But did they shave me? No, I am too wise.
Lie close i’ th’ bosom of their knaveries;
I am an old hoary courtier, and strike dead.
I hit my marks; ‘ware, ‘ware, a perilous head.
Cast: I must find a ladder made of ropes.
 

Enter Blurt and watch.
 

Ladder and rope; what follow? Hanging. Ay,
But where? Ah ha, there does the riddle lie!
I have ‘scap’d drowning, but, but, but I hope
I shall not ‘scape the ladder and the rope.
 

WOODCOCK
Yonder’s a light, master constable.
 

BLURT
Peace, Woodcock, the sconce approaches.
 

CURVETTO
Whew!
 

BLURT
Ay, whistling? Slubber, jog the watch and give the lanthorn a slap.
 

CURVETTO
Whew, Simp, Simp?
 

[Enter Frisco above.]
 

FRISCO
Who’s there?
 

CURVETTO
Who’s there?
 

FRISCO
Signior Curvetto, here’s the ladder. I watch to do you a good turn. I am Frisco. Is not Blurt abroad and his bill-men?
 

CURVETTO
No matter if they be; I hear none nigh.
I will snug close; out goes my candle’s eye.
My sconce takes this in snuff; all’s one, I care not.
 

FRISCO
Why, when?
 

CURVETTO
I come, close, close; hold, rope and spare not.
 

[Begins to ascend ladder.]
 

SLUBBER
Now the candle’s out.
 

BLURT
Peace.
 

CURVETTO
Frisco, light, light! My foot is slipp’d; call help!
 

FRISCO
Help, help, help! Thieves, thieves! Help, thieves, etc.
 

BLURT
Thieves? Where? Follow close: Slubber, the lanthorn! [To Curvetto] Hold! I charge you in the duke’s name, stand. Sirrah, y’are like to hang for this. Down with him.
 

They take him down.
 

FRISCO
Master Blurt, master constable, here’s his ladder; he comes to rob my mistress. I have been scar’d out of my wits above seven times by him and it’s forty to one if ever they come in again. I lay felony to his charge.
 

CURVETTO
Felony? You cony-catching slave!
 

FRISCO
Cony-catching will bear an action; I’ll cony-catch you for this. If I can find our key, I will aid you, Master Blurt; if not, look to him as you will answer it upon your deathbed.
 

BLURT
What are you?
 

CURVETTO
A Venetian gentleman. Woodcock? How dost thou, Woodcock?
 

WOODCOCK
Thank your worship.
 

BLURT
Woodcock, you are of our side now, and therefore your acquaintance cannot serve; and you were a gentleman of velvet, I would commit you.
 

CURVETTO
Why, what are you, sir?
 

BLURT
What am I, sir? Do not you know this staff? I am, sir, the duke’s own image; at this time the duke’s tongue, for fault of a better, lies in my mouth. I am constable, sir.
 

CURVETTO
Constable, and commit me? Marry, Blurt, master constable!
 

BLURT
Away with him!
 

He strives.
 

OMNES
It’s folly to strive.
 

BLURT
I say away with him! [To Curvetto] I’ll Blurt you; I’ll teach you to stand cover’d to authority. Your hoary head shall be knock’d when this staff is in place.
 

CURVETTO
Ay, but master constable — 
 

BLURT
No, pardon me, you abuseth the duke in me, that am his cipher. [To watch] I say away with him! Gulch, away with him; Woodcock, keep you with me. I will be known for more than Blurt.
 

Exeunt [Blurt and the watch with Curvetto]. Enter Lazarillo.
 

LAZARILLO
Thou honest fellow, the man in the moon, I beseech thee set fire on thy bush of thorns to light and warm me, for I am dung-wet. I fell like Lucifer, I think, into hell, and am crawl’d out, but in worse pickle than my lean Pilcher. Hereabout is the hothouse of my love. Ho, ho; why, ho there!
 

FRISCO
Who’s that? What devil stands ho-ing at my door so late?
 

LAZARILLO
I beseech thee, Frisco, take in Lazarillo’s ghost.
 

FRISCO
Lazarillo’s ghost? Haunt me not, I charge thee. I know thee not. I am in a dream of a dry summer, therefore appear not to me.
 

LAZARILLO
Is not this the mansion of the cherry-lipp’d Madonna Imperia?
 

FRISCO
Yes; how then? You fly-blown rascal, what art thou?
 

LAZARILLO
Lazarillo de Tormes. Sweet blood, I have a poor Spanish suit depending in your house. Let me enter, most precious Frisco; the mistress of this mansion is my beautiful hostess.
 

FRISCO
How? You turpentine pill, my wife your hostess? Away, you Spanish vermin!
 

LAZARILLO
I beseech thee, most pitiful Frisco, allow my lamentation.
 

FRISCO
And you lament here, I’ll stone you with brickbats; I am asleep.
 

LAZARILLO
My slop and mandillion lie at thy mercy, fine Frisco. I beseech thee, let not my case be thine; I must and will lament.
 

FRISCO
Must you? I’ll wash off your tears! Away, you hog’s-face!
 

[Drenches him with urine, then] exit.
 

LAZARILLO
Thou hast soused my poor hog’s-face. O Frisco, thou art a scurvy doctor to cast my water no better; it is a most rammish urine. Mars shall not save thee; I will make a brown toast of thy heart, and drink it in a pot of thy strong blood!
 

Enter Blurt and all his watch.
 

BLURT
Such fellows must be taken down. Stand; what white thing is yonder?
 

SLUBBER
Who goes there? Come before the constable.
 

LAZARILLO
My dear host Blurt.
 

BLURT
You have blurted fair; I am by my office to examine you. Where have you spent these two nights?
 

LAZARILLO
Most big Blurt, I answer thy great authority that I have been in hell, and am scratch’d to death with puss-cats.
 

BLURT
Do you run a’ th’ score at an officer’s house, and then run above twelve score off?
 

LAZARILLO
I did not run, my sweet-fac’d Blurt: the Spanish fleet is bringing gold enough to discharge all, from the Indies. Lodge me, most pitiful bill-man!
 

BLURT
Marry, and will. I am in the duke’s name to charge you with despicions of felony; and burglary is committed this night, and we are to reprehend any that we think to be faulty. Were not you at Madonna Freckleface’s house?
 

LAZARILLO
Signior, sí.
 

BLURT
Away with him, clap him up.
 

LAZARILLO
Most thund’ring Blurt, do not clap me; most thund’ring Blurt, do not clap me!
 

BLURT
Master Lazarus, I know you are a sore fellow where you take, and therefore I charge you in the duke’s name to go without wrastling, though you be in your shirt.
 

LAZARILLO
Commendable Blurt!
 

BLURT
The end of my commendations is to commit you.
 

LAZARILLO
I am kin to Don Dego, the Spanish adolantado.
 

BLURT
If you be kin to Don Dego that was smelt out in Paul’s, you pack; your lantedoes nor your lanteeroes cannot serve your turn. I charge you, let me commit you to the tuition — 
 

LAZARILLO
Worshipful Blurt, do not commit me into the hands of dogs.
 

OMNES
Dogs?
 

BLURT
Master Lazarus, there’s not a dog shall bite you; these are true bill-men that fight under the commonwealth’s flag.
 

LAZARILLO
Blurt — 
 

BLURT
Blurt me no Blurts; I’ll teach all Spaniards how to meddle with whores.
 

LAZARILLO
Most cunning constable, all Spaniards know that already; I have meddled with none.
 

BLURT
Your being in your shirt bewrays you.
 

LAZARILLO
I beseech thee, most honest Blurt, let not my shirt bewray me.
 

BLURT
I say, away with him!
 

[Music within.]
 

Music? That’s in the courtesan’s. They are about some ungodly act, but I’ll play a part in’t ere morning. Away with Lazarus.
 

OMNES
Come, Spaniard.
 

LAZARILLO
Thy kites and thee, for this shall watch in dirt to feed on carrion.
 

BLURT
Hence, ptrooh!
 

LAZARILLO
O base Blurt! O base Blurt! O base Blurt!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

A room in Camillo’s house
 

Enter Camillo, Hipolito, Virgilio, Asorino, Baptista, Bentivolio, Doyt and Dandiprat, all weapon’d, their rapiers’ sheathes in their hands.
 

CAMILLO
Gentlemen and noble Italians, whom I love best, who know best what wrongs I have stood under, being laid on by him who is to thank me for his life. I did bestow him, as the prize of mine honour, upon my love, the most fair Violetta; my love’s merit was basely sold to him by the most false Violetta. Not content with this felony, he hath dar’d to add the sweet theft of ignoble marriage. She’s now none’s but his, and he, treacherous villain, anyone’s but her’s; he dotes, my honour’d friends, on a painted courtesan, and in scorn of our Italian laws, our family, our revenge, loathes Violetta’s bed, for a harlot’s bosom. I conjure you therefore, by all the bonds of gentility, that as you have solemnly sworn most sharp, so let your revenge be a most sudden.
 

VIRGILIO
Be not yourself a bar to that suddenness by this protraction.
 

OMNES
Away, gentlemen, away then.
 

HIPOLITO
As for that light hobbyhorse, my sister, whose foul name I will rase out with my poniard, by the honour of my family, which her lust hath profaned, I swear — and gentlemen, be in this my sworn brothers — I swear that as all Venice does admire her beauty, so all the world shall be amazed at her punishment. Follow, therefore.
 

VIRGILIO
Stay, let our resolutions keep together; whither go we first?
 

CAMILLO
To the strumpet Imperia’s.
 

OMNES
Agreed; what then?
 

CAMILLO
There to find Fontinell; found, to kill him.
 

VIRGILIO
And kill’d, to hang out his reeking body at his harlot’s window.
 

CAMILLO
And by his body, the strumpet’s.
 

HIPOLITO
And between both, my sister’s.
 

VIRGILIO
The tragedy is just. On then; begin.
 

CAMILLO
As you go, every hand pull in a friend to strengthen us against all opposites; he that has any drop of true Italian blood in him, thus vow this morning to shed others’, or let out his own. If you consent to this, follow me.
 

OMNES
Via, away! The treacherous Frenchman dies!
 

HIPOLITO
[Catso], Saint Mark, my pistol; thus death flies.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A room in Imperia’s house
 

Enter Fontinell and Imperia arm in arm.
 

IMPERIA
Ah, you little effeminate sweet chevalier, why does thou not get a loose periwig of hair on thy chin to set thy French face off? By the panting pulse of Venus, thou art welcome a thousand degrees beyond the reach of arithmetic. Good, good, good, your lip is moist and moving; it hath the truest French close, even like, “Mapew, la, la, la, etc.”
 

FONTINELL
Dear lady, O life of love, what sweetness dwells
In love’s variety! The soul that plods
In one harsh book of beauty but repeats
The stale and tedious learning that hath oft
Faded the senses, when in reading more
We glide in new sweets, and are starv’d with store.
Now, by the heart of love, my Violet
Is a foul weed, O pure Italian flower!
She a black negro to the white compare
Of this unequal’d beauty? O most accurst,
That I have given her leave to challenge me!
But, lady, poison speaks Italian well,
And in a loathed kiss I’ll include her hell.
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so; do, do, do. Come, come, come, will you condemn the mute rushes to be press’d to death by your sweet body? Down, down, down, here, here, here; lean your head upon the lap of my gown. Good, good, good. O Saint Mark, here is a love-mark able to wear more ladies’ eyes for Jewels than — Oh! Lie still, lie still; I will level a true Venetian kiss over your right shoulder.
 

FONTINELL
Shoot home, fair mistress, and as that kiss flies
From lip to lip, wound me with your sharp eyes.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no, I’ll beat this cherry tree thus, and thus, and thus, and you name wound.
 

Kiss him.
 

FONTINELL
I will offend so, to be beaten still.
 

IMPERIA
Do, do, do, and if you make any more such lips when I beat you, by my virginity, you shall buss this rod. Music, I pray thee be not a puritan. Sister to the rest of the sciences, I knew the time when thou couldst abide handling.
 

Loud music.
 

Oh fie, fie, fie, forbear! Thou art like a puny barber, new come to the trade: thou pick’st our ears too deep. So, so, so; will my sweet prisoner entertain a poor Italian song?
 

FONTINELL
O, most willingly, my dear madonna.
 

IMPERIA
I care not if I persuade my bad voice to wrastle with this music and catch a strain; so, so, so, keep time, keep time, keep time.
 

Song.
 

Love for such a cherry lip
Would be glad to pawn his arrows;
Venus here to take a sip
Would sell her doves and team of sparrow[s].
But they shall not so,
Hey nonny nonny no:
None but I this lip must owe,
Hey nonny nonny no.
 

FONTINELL
Your voice does teach the music.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no.
 

FONTINELL
Again, dear love.
 

IMPERIA: Hey nonny nonny no.
Did Jove see this wanton eye,
Ganymede must wait no longer;
Phoebe here one night did lie,
Would change her face and look much younger.
But they shall not so,
Hey nonny nonny no;
None but I this lip must owe,
Hey nonny nonny no — 
 

Enter Frisco, Trivia, and Simperina running.
 

OMNES
O Madonna! Mistress! Madonna!
 

FRISCO
Case up this gentleman; there’s rapping at door, and one in a small voice says there’s Camillo and Hipolito.
 

SIMPERINA
And they will come in.
 

FONTINELL
Upon their deaths they shall, for they seek mine.
 

IMPERIA
No, no, no; lock the doors fast! Trivia, Simperina, stir!
 

BOTH
Alas!
 

FONTINELL
Come they in shape of devils this angel by,
I am arm’d; let them come in. ‘Uds foot, they die!
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie, I will not have thy white body — 
 

Knock.
 

VIOLETTA
[Within] What ho, madonna?
 

IMPERIA
O hark! Not hurt, for the Rialto! Go, go, go, put up; by my virginity, put up!
 

VIOLETTA
[Within] Here are Camillo and Hipolito.
 

IMPERIA
Into that little room; you are there as safe as in France or the Low Countries.
 

FONTINELL
Oh God!
 

Exit.
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so, let them enter.
 

[Exit Frisco.]
 

Trivia, Simperina, smooth my gown, tread down the rushes. Let them enter, do, do, do; no words, pretty darling. [Singing] La, la, la, hey nonny nonny no!
 

Enter Frisco and Violetta.
 

FRISCO
Are two men transformed into one woman?
 

IMPERIA
How now? What motion’s this?
 

VIOLETTA
By your leave, sweet beauty, pardon my excuse which under the mask of Camillo’s and my brother’s names sought entrance into this house. Good sweetness, have you not a property here, improper to your house: my husband?
 

IMPERIA
Hah, your husband here?
 

VIOLETTA
Nay, be as you seem to be, white dove, without gall.
 

IMPERIA
Gall? Your husband? Ha ha ha! By my ventoy, yellow lady, you take your mark improper. No, no, no, my sugar-candy mistress, your goodman is not here, I assure you. Here? Ha ha!
 

TRIVIA and SIMPERINA
Here?
 

FRISCO
Much husbands here!
 

VIOLETTA
Do not mock me, fairest Venetian. Come, I know he’s here. Good faith, I do not blame him, for your beauty glides over his error. Troth, I am right glad that you, my countrywoman, have received the pawn of my affections; you cannot be hard-hearted loving him, nor hate me, for I love him too. Since we both love him, let us not leave him till we have call’d home the ill husbandry of a sweet straggler. Prithee, good wench, use him well.
 

IMPERIA
So, so, so.
 

VIOLETTA
If he deserve not to be used well (as I’d be loath he should deserve it), I’ll engage myself, dear beauty, to thine honest heart. Give me leave to love him and I’ll give him a kind of leave to love thee. I know he hears me; I prithee, try mine eyes if they know him, that have almost drown’d themselves in their own salt water because they cannot see him. In troth, I’ll not chide him; if I speak words rougher than soft kisses, my penance shall be to see him kiss thee, yet to hold my peace.
 

FRISCO
And that’s torment enough; alas, poor wench.
 

SIMPERINA
She’s an ass, by the crown of my maidenhead; I’d scratch her eyes out if my man stood in her tables.
 

VIOLETTA
Good partner, lodge me in thy private bed,
Where in supposed folly he may end
Determin’d sin. Thou smil’st; I know thou wilt.
What looseness may term dotage, truly read,
Is love ripe-gather’d, not soon withered.
 

IMPERIA
Good troth, pretty wedlock, thou mak’st my little eyes smart with washing themselves in brine. I keep your cock from his own roost? and mar such a sweet face? and wipe off that dainty red? and make Cupid toll the bell for your love-sick heart? No, no, no, if he were Jove’s own ingle, Ganymede; fie, fie, fie, I’ll none. Your chamber-fellow is within; thou shalt enjoy my bed, and thine own pleasure this night. Simperina, conduct in this lady. [Aside, to Frisco] Frisco, silence. Ha ha ha! I am sorry to see a woman so tame a fool. Come, come, come.
 

VIOLETTA
Star of Venetian beauty, thanks; O, who
Can bear this wrong, and be a woman too?
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

A street before Imperia’s house
 

Enter Camillo, Hipolito, Virgilio and others, the duke and gentlemen with him, Blurt and his watch on his side, with torches.
 

OMNES
We are dishonour’d! Give us way! He dies, he dies!
 

DUKE
I charge you, by your duties to the state,
And love to gentry, sheathe your weapons.
 

BLURT
Stand! I charge you put up your naked weapons, and we’ll put up our rusty bills.
 

CAMILLO
Up to the hilts we will in his French body.
My lord, we charge you by the ravish’d honour
Of an Italian lady, by our wrongs,
By that eternal blot, which, if this slave
Pass free without revenge, like leprosy
Will run over all the body of our fames,
Give open way to our just wrath, lest barr’d — 
 

DUKE
Gentlemen — 
 

CAMILLO
Breaking the bonds of honour and of duty,
We cut a passage through you with our swords.
 

OMNES
He that withstands us, run him through!
 

BLURT
I charge you, i’ th’ duke’s name, before his own face, to keep the peace.
 

CAMILLO
Keep thou the peace, that hast a peasant’s heart.
 

WATCH
Peasant?
 

CAMILLO
Our peace must have her cheeks painted with blood.
 

OMNES
Away, through — 
 

BLURT
Sweet gentlemen, though you have called the duke’s own ghost peasant, for I walk for him i’ th’ night — Kilderkin and Pissbreech, hold out — yet hear me, dear bloods: the duke here for fault of a better and myself — Cuckoo, fly not hence — for fault of a better, are to lay you by the heels if you go thus with fire and sword, for the duke is the head, and I, Blurt, am the purtenance. Woodcock, keep by my side. Now sir — 
 

OMNES
A plague upon this Woodcock; kill the watch!
 

DUKE
Now, in the name of manhood, I conjure ye,
Appear in your true shapes; Italians,
You kill your honours more in this revenge
Than in his murder. Stay, stand; here’s the house.
 

BLURT
Right, sir, this is the whorehouse; here he calls and sets in his staff.
 

DUKE
Sheathe all your weapons, worthy gentlemen,
And by my life I swear, if Fontinell
Have stain’d the honour of your sister’s bed,
The fact being death, I’ll pay you his proud head.
 

CAMILLO
Arrest him then before our eyes, and see,
Our fury sleeps.
 

DUKE
This honest officer — 
 

BLURT
Blurt, sir.
 

DUKE
Shall fetch him forth. [To Blurt] Go, sirrah, in our name;
Attach the French lord.
 

BLURT
Garlic and the rest, follow strongly.
 

Exeunt [Blurt and the watch].
 

DUKE
O, what a scandal were it to a state,
To have a stranger, and a prisoner,
Murdered by such a troop. Besides, through Venice
Are numbers of his countrymen dispers’d,
Whose rage, meeting with yours, none can prevent
The mischief of a bloody consequent.
 

Enter Blurt and watch, holding Fontinell and his weapons.
 

BLURT
The duke is within an inch of your nose and therefore I dare play with it, if you put not up; deliver, I advise you.
 

FONTINELL
Yield up my weapons, and my foe so nigh?
Myself and weapons shall together yield;
Come anyone, come all.
 

OMNES
Kill, kill the Frenchman! Kill him!
 

DUKE
Be satisfy’d, my noble countrymen.
I’ll trust you with his life, so you will pawn
The faiths of gentlemen, no desperate hand
Shall rob him of it; otherwise, he runs
Upon this dangerous point, that dares appose
His rage ‘gainst our authority. [To Fontinell] French lord,
Yield up this strength; our word shall be your guard.
 

FONTINELL
Who defies death needs none; he’s well prepared.
 

DUKE
My honest fellow, with good defence
Enter again; fetch out the courtesan
And all that are within.
 

BLURT
I’ll tickle her; it shall ne’er be said that a brown bill look’d pale.
 

Exeunt [Blurt and] watch.
 

CAMILLO
Frenchman, thou art indebted to our duke.
 

FONTINELL
For what?
 

CAMILLO
Thy life, for but for him, thy soul
Had long ere this hung trembling in the air,
Being frighted from thy bosom with our swords.
 

FONTINELL
I do not thank your duke. Yet if you will,
Turn bloody executioners; who dies
For so bright beauty is a bright sacrifice.
 

DUKE
The beauty you adore so is profane;
The breach of wedlock by our law is death.
 

FONTINELL
Law! Give me law!
 

DUKE
With all severity.
 

FONTINELL
In my love’s eyes immortal joys do dwell.
She is my heaven; she from me, I am in hell.
Therefore, your law, your law!
 

DUKE
Make way, she comes.
 

Enter Blurt leading Imperia, watch with Violetta mask’d.
 

IMPERIA
Fie, fie, fie.
 

BLURT
Your fie, fie, fie, nor your foh, foh, foh, cannot serve your turn. Your must now bear it off with head and shoulders.
 

DUKE
Now fetch Curvetto and the Spaniard hither;
Their punishments shall lie under one doom.
What is she mask’d?
 

BLURT
A punk, too. [To watch] Follow, fellows; Slubber, afore.
 

Exeunt [Blurt with the watch].
 

VIOLETTA
She that is mask’d is leader of this masque.
What’s here? Bows, bills and guns? [Unmasks] Noble Camillo,
I am sure you are lord of all this misrule; I pray
For who’s sake do you make this swaggering fray?
 

CAMILLO
For yours, and for [our] own, we come resolv’d
To murther him that poisons your chaste bed,
To take revenge on you for your false heart.
And, wanton dame, our wrath here must not sleep;
Your sin being deep’st, your share shall be most deep.
 

VIOLETTA
With pardon of your grace, myself to you all,
At your own weapons, thus do answer all.
For paying away my heart, that was my own;
Fight not to win that, in good troth, ’tis gone.
For my dear love’s abusing my chaste bed
And her sweet theft, alack, you are misled;
This was a plot of mine, only to try
Your love’s strange temper. Sooth, I do not lie.
My Fontinell ne’er dally’d in her arms;
She never bound his heart with amorous charms.
My Fontinell ne’er loath’d my sweet embrace;
She never drew love’s picture by his face.
When he from her white hand would strive to go,
She never cry’d fie, fie, nor no, no, no.
With prayers and bribes we hired her, both to lie
Under that roof: for this must my love die?
Who dare be so hard-hearted? Look you, we kiss,
And if he loathe his Violetta, judge by this.
 

Kiss.
 

FONTINELL
O sweetest Violet, I blush.
 

VIOLETTA
Good [sign],
Wear still that maiden blush, but still be mine.
 

FONTINELL
I seal myself thine own, with both my hands,
In this true deed of gift. Gallants, here stands
This lady’s champion; at his foot I’ll lie
That dares touch her. Who taints my constancy,
I am no man for him; fight he with her
And yield, for she’s a noble conqueror.
 

DUKE
This combat shall not need, for see, asham’d
Of their rash vows these gentlemen here break
This storm, and do with hands what tongues should speak.
 

OMNES
All friends? All friends.
 

HIPOLITO
[To Imperia] Punk, you may laugh at this.
Here’s tricks, but, mouth, I’ll stop you with a kiss.
 

Enter Curvetto and Lazarillo, led by Blurt and the watch.
 

BLURT
Room; keep all the scabs back, for here comes Lazarus.
 

DUKE
Oh, here’s our other spirits that walk i’ th’ night.
Signior Curvetto, by complaint from her
And by your writing here, I reach the depth
Of your offense. They charge your climbing up
To be to rob her; if so, then by law
You are to die unless she marry you.
 

IMPERIA
I? Fie, fie, fie, I will be burnt to ashes first.
 

CURVETTO
How? Die or marry her? Then call me daw.
Marry her — she’s more common than the law — 
For boys to call me ox? No, I am not drunk.
I’ll play with her but, hang her, wed no punk.
I shall be a hoary courtier then, indeed,
And have a perilous head; then I were best
Lie close, lie close to hid my forked crest.
No; fie, fie, fie, hang me before the door
Where I was drown’d ere I marry with a whore.
 

DUKE
Well, signior, for we rightly understand
From your accusers how you stood her guest,
We pardon you and pass it as a jest.
And for the Spaniard sped so hardly too,
Discharge him, Blurt; signior, we pardon you.
 

BLURT
Sir, he’s not to be dischar’d, nor so to be shot off; I have put him into a new suit and have enter’d into him with an action. He owes me two and thirty shillings.
 

LAZARILLO
It is thy honour to have me die in thy debt.
 

BLURT
It would be more honor to thee to pay me before thou diest; twenty shillings of this debt came out of his nose.
 

LAZARILLO
Bear witness, great duke, he’s paid twenty shillings.
 

BLURT
Signior No, you cannot smoke me so. He took twenty shillings of it in a fume, and the rest I charge him with for his lying.
 

LAZARILLO
My lying, most pitiful prince, was abominable.
 

BLURT
He did lie, for the time, as well as any knight of the post did ever lie.
 

LAZARILLO
I do here put off thy suit, and appeal. I warn thee to the court of conscience, and will pay thee by two-pence a week, which I will rake out of the hot embers of tobacco ashes, and then travel on foot to the Indies for more gold, whose red cheeks I will kiss, and beat thee, Blurt, if thou watch for me.
 

HIPOLITO
There be many of your countrymen in Ireland, signior; travel to them.
 

LAZARILLO
No, I will fall no more into bogs.
 

DUKE
Sirrah, his debt ourself will satisfy.
 

BLURT
Blurt, my lord, dare take your word for as much more.
 

DUKE
And since this heat of fury is all spent,
And tragic shapes meet comical event,
Let this bright morning merrily be crown’d
With dances, banquets, and choice music’s sound.
 

Exeunt.
 




THE HONEST WHORE, PART I
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In collaboration with Thomas Dekker
 

The Honest Whore; Part I was entered into the Stationers’ Register on 9 November 1604. The first quarto was published shortly afterwards and five more followed in the subsequent twenty years, including one that was produced by the famous Jacobean printer Nicholas Okes. There are two parts to The Honest Whore; the first section is a collaboration between Thomas Dekker and Middleton, while the second part is attributed solely to Dekker. Middleton’s contribution to part one has been a debated topic among scholars, although Dekker is considered to be the primary author of the work.  Whether a facet of the collaborative process or not, there is an element of inconsistency within the play which is not easily resolved, and at times the parallel and interweaving plots exist uncomfortably together. One production of the work in London is believed to have occurred in the outside space at Fortune Theatre, where it was performed by Prince Henry’s Men. 

The drama features three main plots: one involves the Duke of Milan wishing to prevent his daughter, Infelice, from marrying Hippolito, the son of an old enemy. The Duke’s machinations include pretending his daughter has died and attempting to have Hippolito murdered by poisoning him. Throughout the play, the young man repeatedly asserts his love for Infelice and his intention to remain true to her despite her death. Another plot is centred on the eponymous ‘honest whore’ Bellafront, who falls in love with Hippolito. She is shamed and castigated by him for her profession, so she determines to stop working as a prostitute. The final narrative strand is based on the desire of Viola, the wife of a successful draper, to infuriate her seemingly infinitely patient husband, Candido. She concocts a series of schemes intended to inflame her husband’s temper and break his calm resolve; the three gallants in the play also contrive to anger and vex Candido. 

The figure of the ‘whore’ was popular in Renaissance English drama, where it was often used to signify attraction and destruction, alongside a host of other complex and ambiguous meanings. In The Honest Whore; Part I, Bellafront is not only driven to repent and renounce her profession, but is also forced into marriage; this was the most common method by which the patriarchal order asserted social control on women. Middleton and Dekker also suggest the danger of Candido’s unrelenting patience as they highlight the terrible result of the linen-draper’s refusal to enforce normative gender relations and assert his authority over his wife in his home.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Gasparo Trebatzi, DUKE of Milan
Count HIPOLITO, in love with Infelice
MATHEO, his friend
FUSTIGO, brother to Viola
A PORTER
VIOLA, wife to Candido
DOCTOR Benedict
Two SERVANTS to the Duke
INFELICE, daughter to the Duke
CASTRUCHIO }
FLUELLO } courtiers
PIORATTO }
GEORGE, prentice to Candido
Two other PRENTICES to Candido
CANDIDO, a linen-draper
ROGER, a pander
BELLAFRONT, a whore
An OFFICER
Madame Fingerlock, a BAWD
SERVANT to Hipolito
Corporal CRAMBO
Lieutenant POH
The DOCTOR’S MAN
ANSELMO, a friar
A SWEEPER at the Bethlehem Monastery
SINEZI, a courtier
Three MADMEN
Officers
 

The scene: Milan
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A street
 

Enter at one door a funeral, a coronet lying on the hearse, scutcheons and garlands hanging on the sides, attended by Gasparo Trebatzi, Duke of Milan, Castruchio, Sinezi, Pioratto, Fluello, and others. At another door, enter Hipolito in discontented appearance, Matheo, a gentleman his friend, labouring to hold him back.
 

DUKE
Behold, yon comet shows his head again;
Twice hath he thus at cross-turns thrown on us
Prodigious looks, twice hath he troubled
The waters of our eyes. See, he’s turn’d wild;
Go on, in God’s name.
 

ALL
On afore there, ho!
 

DUKE
Kinsmen and friends, take from your manly sides
Your weapons to keep back the desp’rate boy
From doing violence to the innocent dead.
 

HIPOLITO
I pray thee, dear Matheo!
 

MATHEO
Come, y’are mad!
 

HIPOLITO
I do arrest thee, murderer! Set down,
Villains, set down that sorrow, ’tis all mine.
 

DUKE
I do beseech you all, for my blood’s sake
Send hence your milder spirits, and let wrath
Join in confederacy with your weapons’ points;
If he proceed to vex us, let your swords
Seek out his bowels: funeral grief loathes words.
 

ALL
Set on.
 

HIPOLITO
Set down the body!
 

MATHEO
Oh, my lord!
Y’are wrong. I’ th’ open street! You see she’s dead.
 

HIPOLITO
I know she is not dead.
 

DUKE
Frantic young man,
Wilt thou believe these gentlemen? Pray speak:
Thou dost abuse my child, and mock’st the tears
That here are shed for her. If to behold
Those roses withered that set out her cheeks,
That pair of stars that gave her body light
Dark’ned and dim forever, all those rivers
That fed her veins with warm and crimson streams
Frozen and dried up: if these be signs of death,
Then is she dead. Thou unreligious youth,
Art not asham’d to empty all these eyes
Of funeral tears, a debt due to the dead
As mirth is to the living? Sham’st thou not
To have them stare on thee? Hark, thou art curs’d
Even to thy face by those that scarce can speak!
 

HIPOLITO
My lord.
 

DUKE
What wouldst thou have? Is she not dead?
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, you ha’ kill’d her by your cruelty!
 

DUKE
Admit I had, thou kill’st her now again,
And art more savage than a barbarous moor.
 

HIPOLITO
Let me but kiss her pale and bloodless lip.
 

DUKE
Oh, fie, fie, fie!
 

HIPOLITO
Or if not touch her, let me look on her.
 

MATHEO
As you regard your honour — 
 

HIPOLITO
Honour? Smoke!
 

MATHEO
Or if you lov’d her living, spare her now.
 

DUKE
Ay, well done, sir; you play the gentleman.
Steal hence. ’Tis nobly done. Away. I’ll join
My force to yours to stop this violent torment.
Pass on.
 

Exeunt [courtiers and attendants] with funeral.
 

HIPOLITO
Matheo, thou dost wound me more.
 

MATHEO
I give you physic, noble friend, not wounds.
 

DUKE
Oh, well said, well done, a true gentleman!
Alack, I know the sea of lovers’ rage
Comes rushing with so strong a tide: it beats
And bears down all respects of life, of honour,
Of friends, of foes. Forget her, gallant youth.
 

HIPOLITO
Forget her?
 

DUKE
Nay, nay, be but patient.
For why? Death’s hand hath sued a strict divorce
‘Twixt her and thee? What’s beauty but a corse?
What but fair sand-dust are earth’s purest forms?
Queens’ bodies are but trunks to put in worms.
 

MATHEO
[Aside to Duke] Speak no more sentences, my good lord, but slip hence. You see they are but fits; I’ll rule him, I warrant ye. Ay, so, tread gingerly, your grace is here somewhat too long already.
 

[Exit Duke.]
 

[Aside] ‘Sblood, the jest were now, if having ta’en some knocks o’ th’ pate already, he should get loose again, and like a mad ox toss my new black cloaks into the kennel! I must humour his lordship. — My Lord Hipolito, is it in your stomach to go to dinner?
 

HIPOLITO
Where is the body?
 

MATHEO
The body, as the duke spake very wisely, is gone to be worm’d.
 

HIPOLITO
I cannot rest: I’ll meet it at next turn;
I’ll see how my love looks.
 

Matheo holds him in’s arms.
 

MATHEO
How your love looks? Worse than a scarecrow. Wrastle not with me: the great fellow gives the fall, for a ducat!
 

HIPOLITO
I shall forget myself!
 

MATHEO
Pray do so, leave yourself behind yourself, and go whither you will. ‘Sfoot, do you long to have base rogues that maintain a Saint Anthony’s fire in their noses by nothing but two-penny ale make ballads of you? If the duke had but so much mettle in him as is in a cobbler’s awl, he would ha’ been a vex’d thing: he and his train had blown you up, but that their powder has taken the wet of cowards; you’ll bleed three pottles of Aligant, by this light, if you follow ‘em, and then we shall have a hole made in a wrong place, to have surgeons roll thee up like a baby in swaddling clouts.
 

HIPOLITO
What day is today, Matheo?
 

MATHEO
Yea, marry, this is an easy question: why, today is, let me see, Thursday.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, Thursday.
 

MATHEO
Here’s a coil for a dead commodity! ‘Sfoot, women when they are alive are but dead commodities, for you shall have one woman lie upon many men’s hands!
 

HIPOLITO
She died on Monday then.
 

MATHEO
And that’s the most villainous day of all the week to die in. And she was well, and ate a mess of water-gruel on Monday morning.
 

HIPOLITO
Ay, it cannot be
Such a bright taper should burn out so soon.
 

MATHEO
Oh, yes, my lord, so soon: why, I ha’ known them that at dinner have been as well, and had so much health, that they were glad to pledge it, yet before three a’ clock have been found dead drunk.
 

HIPOLITO
On Thursday buried, and on Monday died!
Quick haste, byrlady: sure her winding sheet
Was laid out ‘fore her body, and the worms,
That now must feast with her, were even bespoke,
And solemnly invited like strange guests.
 

MATHEO
Strange feeders they are indeed, my lord, and, like your jester or young courtier, will enter upon any man’s trencher without bidding.
 

HIPOLITO
Curs’d be that day forever that [robb’d] her
Of breath, and me of bliss: henceforth let it stand
Within the wizards’ book, the calendar,
Mark’d with a marginal finger, to be chosen
By thieves, by villains, and black murderers
As the best day for them to labour in.
If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world
Be got with child with treason, sacrilege,
Atheism, rapes, treacherous friendship, perjury,
Slander, the beggar’s sin, lies, sin of fools,
Or any other damn’d impieties,
On Monday let ‘em be delivered!
I swear to thee, Matheo, by my soul,
Hereafter weekly on that day I’ll glue
Mine eyelids down, because they shall not gaze
On any female cheek. And being lock’d up
In my close chamber, there I’ll meditate
On nothing but my Infelice’s end,
Or on a dead man’s skull draw out mine own.
 

MATHEO
You’ll do all these good works now every Monday because it is so bad, but I hope upon Tuesday morning I shall take you with a wench.
 

HIPOLITO
If ever whilst frail blood through my veins run,
On woman’s beams I throw affection,
Save her that’s dead, or that I loosely fly
To th’ shore of any other wafting eye,
Let me not prosper, heaven! I will be true,
Even to her dust and ashes: could her tomb
Stand whilst I liv’d, so long that it might rot,
That should fall down, but she be ne’er forgot.
 

MATHEO
If you have this strange monster, honesty, in your belly, why, so jig-makers and chroniclers shall pick something out of you: but and I smell not you and a bawdy house out within these ten days, let my nose be as big as an English bag-pudding. I’ll follow your lordship, though it be to the place aforenamed.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter Fustigo in some fantastic sea-suit at one door, a Porter meets him at another.
 

FUSTIGO
How now, porter, will she come?
 

PORTER
If I may trust a woman, sir, she will come.
 

FUSTIGO
[Giving him money] There’s for thy pains, godamercy. If ever I stand in need of a wench that will come with a wet finger, porter, thou shalt earn my money before any clarissimo in Milan, yet, so God sa’ me, she’s mine own sister body and soul, as I am a Christian gentleman! Farewell, I’ll ponder till she come: thou hast been no bawd in fetching this woman, I assure thee.
 

PORTER
No matter if I had, sir: better men than porters are bawds.
 

FUSTIGO
Oh, God, sir, many that have borne offices! But, porter, art sure thou went’st into a true house?
 

PORTER
I think so, for I met with no thieves.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, but art sure it was my sister Viola?
 

PORTER
I am sure by all superscriptions it was the party you ciphered.
 

FUSTIGO
Not very tall?
 

PORTER
Nor very low: a middling woman.
 

FUSTIGO
’Twas she, faith, ’twas she! A pretty plump cheek like mine?
 

PORTER
At a blush, a little very much like you.
 

FUSTIGO
Gods-so, I would not for a ducat she had kick’d up her heels, for I ha’ spent an abomination this voyage; marry, I did it amongst sailors and gentlemen. [Giving him money] There’s a little modicum more, porter, for making thee stay; farewell, honest porter.
 

PORTER
I am in your debt, sir; God preserve you.
 

FUSTIGO
Not so neither, good porter.
 

Exit. Enter Viola.
 

God’s lid, yonder she comes! Sister Viola, I am glad to see you stirring. It’s news to have me here, is’t not, sister?
 

VIOLA
Yes, trust me: I wond’red who should be so bold to send for me. You are welcome to Milan, brother.
 

FUSTIGO
Troth, sister, I heard you were married to a very rich chuff, and I was very sorry for it, that I had no better clothes, and that made me send, for you know we Milaners love to strut upon Spanish leather. And how does all our friends?
 

VIOLA
Very well. You ha’ travelled enough now, I trow, to sow your wild oats.
 

FUSTIGO
A pox on ‘em! Wild oats? I ha’ not an oat to throw at a horse. Troth, sister, I ha’ sow’d my oats, and reap’d two hundred ducats if I had ‘em. Here, marry, I must entreat you to lend me some thirty or forty till the ship come; by this hand, I’ll discharge at my day, by this hand.
 

VIOLA
These are your old oaths.
 

FUSTIGO
Why, sister, do you think I’ll forswear my hand?
 

VIOLA
Well, well, you shall have them: put yourself into better fashion, because I must employ you in a serious matter.
 

FUSTIGO
I’ll sweat like a horse if I like the matter.
 

VIOLA
You ha’ cast off all your old swaggering humours.
 

FUSTIGO
I had not sail’d a league in that great fishpond, the sea, but I cast up my very gall.
 

VIOLA
I am the more sorry, for I must employ a true swaggerer.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, by this iron, sister, they shall find I am powder and touch-box if they put fire once into me.
 

VIOLA
Then lend me your ears.
 

FUSTIGO
Mine ears are yours, dear sister.
 

VIOLA
I am married to a man that has wealth enough, and wit enough.
 

FUSTIGO
A linen-draper I was told, sister.
 

VIOLA
Very true, a grave citizen; I want nothing that a wife can wish from a husband. But here’s the spite: he has not all things belonging to a man.
 

FUSTIGO
God’s my life, he’s a very mandrake, or else, God bless us, one a’ these whiblins, and that’s worse! And then all the children that he gets lawfully of your body, sister, are bastards by a statute.
 

VIOLA
Oh, you run over me too fast, brother! I have heard it often said that he who cannot be angry is no man. I am sure my husband is a man in print for all things else save only in this: no tempest can move him.
 

FUSTIGO
‘Slid, would he had been at sea with us, he should ha’ been mov’d and mov’d again, for I’ll be sworn, la, our drunken ship reel’d like a Dutchman!
 

VIOLA
No loss of goods can increase in him a wrinkle, no crabbed language make his countenance sour, the stubbornness of no servant shake him; he has no more gall in him than a dove, no more sting than an ant. Musician will he never be, yet I find much music in him, but he loves no frets, and is so free from anger that many times I am ready to bite off my tongue, because it wants that virtue which all women’s tongues have, to anger their husbands. Brother, mine can by no thunder turn him into a sharpness.
 

FUSTIGO
Belike his blood, sister, is well-brew’d then.
 

VIOLA
I protest to thee, Fustigo, I love him most affectionately, but I know not — I ha’ such a tickling within me, such a strange longing; nay, verily I do long.
 

FUSTIGO
Then y’are with child, sister, by all signs and tokens; nay, I am partly a physician, and partly something else: I ha’ read Albertus Magnus, and Aristotle’s Emblems.
 

VIOLA
Y’are wide a’ th’ bow hand still, brother: my longings are not wanton, but wayward: I long to have my patient husband eat up a whole porcupine, to the intent the bristling quills may stick about his lips like a Flemish mustacho, and be shot at me. I shall be leaner than the new moon, unless I can make him horn-mad.
 

FUSTIGO
‘Sfoot, half a quarter of an hour does that: make him a cuckold!
 

VIOLA
Puh, he would count such a cut no unkindness!
 

FUSTIGO
The honester citizen he. Then make him drunk and cut off his beard.
 

VIOLA
Fie, fie, idle, idle: he’s no Frenchman, to fret at the loss of a little scald hair. No, brother, thus it shall be, you must be secret.
 

FUSTIGO
As your midwife, I protest, sister, or a barber-surgeon.
 

VIOLA
Repair to the Tortoise here in Saint Christopher’s Street. I will send you money; turn yourself into a brave man: instead of the arms of your mistress, let your sword and your military scarf hang about your neck.
 

FUSTIGO
I must have a great horseman’s French feather too, sister.
 

VIOLA
Oh, by any means, to show your light head, else your hat will sit like a coxcomb! To be brief, you must be in all points a most terrible wide-mouth’d swaggerer.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, for swaggering points let me alone.
 

VIOLA
Resort then to our shop, and, in my husband’s presence, kiss me, snatch rings, jewels, or anything so you give it back again, brother, in secret.
 

FUSTIGO
By this hand, sister.
 

VIOLA
Swear as if you came but new from knighting.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, I’ll swear after four hundred a year.
 

VIOLA
Swagger worse than a lieutenant among freshwater soldiers; call me your love, your ingle, your cousin, or so, but sister at no hand.
 

FUSTIGO
No, no, it shall be cousin, or rather coz: that’s the gulling word between the citizens’ wives and their madcaps, that man ‘em to the garden. To call you one a’ mine aunts, sister, were as good as call you arrant whore; no, no, let me alone to cousin you rarely.
 

VIOLA
H’as heard I have a brother, but never saw him, therefore put on a good face.
 

FUSTIGO
The best in Milan, I warrant.
 

VIOLA
Take up wares, but pay nothing, rifle my bosom, my pocket, my purse, the boxes for money to dice withal; but, brother, you must give all back again in secret.
 

FUSTIGO
By this welkin that here roars, I will, or else let me never know what a secret is! Why, sister, do you think I’ll coney-catch you, when you are my cousin? God’s my life, then I were a stark ass! If I fret not his guts, beg me for a fool.
 

VIOLA
Be circumspect, and do so then. Farewell.
 

FUSTIGO
The Tortoise, sister? I’ll stay there. Forty ducats.
 

Exit.
 

VIOLA
Thither I’ll send. This law can none deny:
Women must have their longings, or they die.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

A private chamber of the Duke’s
 

Enter Gasparo the Duke, Doctor Benedict, two Servants.
 

DUKE
Give charge that none do enter, lock the doors,
And fellows, what your eyes and ears receive,
Upon your lives trust not the gadding air
To carry the least part of it: the glass,
The hourglass.
 

DOCTOR
Here, my lord.
 

DUKE
Ah, ’tis near spent.
But Doctor Benedict, does your art speak truth?
Art sure the soporiferous stream will ebb,
And leave the crystal banks of her white body
Pure as they were at first just at the hour?
 

DOCTOR
Just at the hour, my lord.
 

DUKE
Uncurtain her.
 

[The Doctor draws the curtain to reveal Infelice in bed.]
 

Softly, see, doctor, what a coldish heat
Spreads over all her body.
 

DOCTOR
Now it works:
The vital spirits that by a sleepy charm
Were bound up fast, and threw an icy [crust]
On her exterior parts, now ‘gin to break.
Trouble her not, my lord.
 

DUKE
Some stools! You call’d
For music, did you not?
 

[The Servants bring stools. Soft music.]
 

Oh ho, it speaks,
It speaks! Watch, sirs, her waking, note those sands.
Doctor, sit down. A dukedom that should weigh
Mine own down twice, being put into one scale,
And that fond desperate boy, Hipolito,
Making the weight up, should not at my hands
Buy her i’ th’ tother, were her state more light
Than hers who makes a dowry up with alms.
Doctor, I’ll starve her on the Appenine
Ere he shall marry her. I must confess,
Hipolito is nobly borne, a man
(Did not mine enemies’ blood boil in his veins)
Whom I would court to be my son-in-law.
But princes whose high spleens for empery swell
Are not with easy art made parallel.
 

SECOND SERVANT
She wakes, my lord.
 

DUKE
Look, Doctor Benedict.
I charge you on your lives maintain for truth
Whate’er the doctor or myself aver,
For you shall bear her hence to Bergamo.
 

INFELICE
Oh, God, what fearful dreams!
 

DOCTOR
Lady.
 

INFELICE
Ha?
 

DUKE
Girl.
Why, Infelice, how is’t now, ha? Speak.
 

INFELICE
I’m well. What makes this doctor here? I’m well.
 

DUKE
Thou wert not so even now: sickness’ pale hand
Laid hold on thee even in the midst of feasting,
And when a cup crown’d with thy lover’s health
Had touch’d thy lips, a sensible cold dew
Stood on thy cheeks, as if that death had wept
To see such beauty alter.
 

INFELICE
I remember
I sat at banquet, but felt no such change.
 

DUKE
Thou hast forgot then how a messenger
Came wildly in with this unsavoury news
That he was dead.
 

INFELICE
What messenger? Who’s dead?
 

DUKE
Hipolito. Alack, wring not thy hands.
 

INFELICE
I saw no messenger, heard no such news.
 

DOCTOR
Trust me you did, sweet lady.
 

DUKE
La you now.
 

BOTH SERVANTS
Yes, indeed, madam.
 

DUKE
La you now. [Aside to Servants] ’Tis well, good knaves.
 

INFELICE
You ha’ slain him, and now you’ll murder me!
 

DUKE
Good Infelice, vex not thus thyself:
Of this the bad report before did strike
So coldly to thy heart, that the swift currents
Of life were all frozen up.
 

INFELICE
It is untrue,
’Tis most untrue! Oh, most unnatural father!
 

DUKE
And we had much to do by art’s best cunning
To fetch life back again.
 

DOCTOR
Most certain, lady.
 

DUKE
Why, la you now, you’ll not believe me. Friends,
Sweat we not all, had we not much to do?
 

[BOTH SERVANTS]
Yes, indeed, my lord, much.
 

DUKE
Death drew such fearful pictures in thy face,
That were Hipolito alive again,
I’d kneel and woo the noble gentleman
To be thy husband; now I sore repent
My sharpness to him and his family.
Nay, do not weep for him; we all must die.
Doctor, this place where she so oft hath seen
His lively presence hurts her, does it not?
 

DOCTOR
Doubtless, my lord, it does.
 

DUKE
It does, it does.
Therefore, sweet girl, thou shalt to Bergamo.
 

INFELICE
Even where you will, in any place there’s woe.
 

DUKE
A coach is ready. Bergamo doth stand
In a most wholesome air: sweet walks, there’s deer — 
Ay, thou shalt hunt and send us venison,
Which like some goddess in the Cyprian groves,
Thine own fair hand shall strike. Sirs, you shall teach her
To stand and how to shoot. Ay, she shall hunt.
Cast off this sorrow. In, girl, and prepare
This night to ride away to Bergamo.
 

INFELICE
Oh, most unhappy maid!
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
Follow her close.
No words that she was buried, on your lives,
Or that her ghost walks now after she’s dead;
I’ll hang you if you name a funeral.
 

FIRST SERVANT
I’ll speak Greek, my lord, ere I speak that deadly word.
 

SECOND SERVANT
And I’ll speak Welsh, which is harder than Greek.
 

DUKE
Away, look to her.
 

Exeunt [Servants].
 

Doctor Benedict,
Did you observe how her complexion alt’red
Upon his name and death? Oh, would ‘twere true!
 

DOCTOR
It may, my lord.
 

DUKE
May? How? I wish his death.
 

DOCTOR
And you may have your wish; say but the word,
And ’tis a strong spell to rip up his grave.
I have good knowledge with Hipolito;
He calls me friend: I’ll creep into his bosom
And sting him there to death; poison can do’t.
 

DUKE
Perform it; I’ll create thee half mine heir.
 

DOCTOR
It shall be done, although the fact be foul.
 

DUKE
Greatness hides sin, the guilt upon my soul.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 4.
 

The court
 

Enter Castruchio, Pioratto, and Fluello.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Signior Pioratto, Signior Fluello, shall’s be merry? Shall’s play the wags now?
 

FLUELLO
Ay, anything that may beget the child of laughter.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Truth, I have a pretty sportive conceit new crept into my brain will move excellent mirth.
 

PIORATTO
Let’s ha’t, let’s ha’t, and where shall the scene of mirth lie?
 

CASTRUCHIO
At Signior Candido’s house, the patient man, nay, the monstrous patient man; they say his blood is immoveable, that he has taken all patience from a man, and all constancy from a woman.
 

FLUELLO
That makes so many whores nowadays.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Ay, and so many knaves too.
 

PIORATTO
Well, sir.
 

CASTRUCHIO
To conclude, the report goes, he’s so mild, so affable, so suffering, that nothing indeed can move him: now do but think what sport it will be to make this fellow, the mirror of patience, as angry, as vex’d, and as mad as an English cuckold.
 

FLUELLO
Oh, ‘twere admirable mirth, that! But how wilt be done, signior?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Let me alone: I have a trick, a conceit, a thing, a device will sting him, i’faith, if he have but a thimble full of blood in’s belly, or a spleen not so big as a tavern token.
 

PIORATTO
Thou stir him? Thou move him? Thou anger him? Alas, I know his approved temper. Thou vex him? Why, he has a patience above man’s injuries: thou mayest sooner raise a spleen in an angel than rough humour in him. Why, I’ll give you instance for it. This wonderfully temper’d Signior Candido upon a time invited home to his house certain Neapolitan lords of curious taste, and no mean palates, conjuring his wife of all loves to prepare cheer fitting for such honourable trenchermen. She, just of a woman’s nature, covetous to try the uttermost of vexation, and thinking at last to get the start of his humour, willingly neglected the preparation, and became unfurnish’d, not only of dainty, but of ordinary dishes. He, according to the mildness of his breast, entertained the lords, and with courtly discourse beguiled the time, as much as a citizen might do. To conclude, they were hungry lords, for there came no meat in; their stomachs were plainly gull’d, and their teeth deluded, and, if anger could have seiz’d a man, there was matter enough, i’faith, to vex any citizen in the world if he were not too much made a fool by his wife.
 

FLUELLO
Ay, I’ll swear for’t. ‘Sfoot, had it been my case, I should ha’ play’d mad tricks with my wife and family! First I would ha’ spitted the men, stew’d the maids, and bak’d the mistress, and so served them in.
 

PIORATTO
Why, ’twould ha’ tempted any blood but his.
And thou to vex him? Thou to anger him
With some poor shallow jest?
 

CASTRUCHIO
‘Sblood, Signior Pioratto, you that disparage my conceit, I’ll wage a hundred ducats upon the head on’t that it moves him, frets him, and galls him!
 

PIORATTO
Done; ’tis a lay, join golls on’t. Witness, Signior Fluello.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Witness: ’tis done.
Come, follow me: the house is not far off.
I’ll thrust him from his humour, vex his breast,
And win a hundred ducats by one jest.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 5.
 

Candido’s shop
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola], George, and two Prentices in the shop.
 

[VIOLA]
Come, you put up your wares in good order here, do you not think you? One piece cast this way, another that way? You had need have a patient master indeed.
 

GEORGE
[Aside] Ay, I’ll be sworn, for we have a curs’d mistress.
 

[VIOLA]
You mumble. Do you mumble? I would your master or I could be a note more angry, for two patient folks in a house spoil all the servants that ever shall come under them.
 

FIRST PRENTICE
[Aside] You patient! Ay, so is the devil when he is horn-mad.
 

Enter Castruchio, Fluello, and Pioratto.
 

ALL THREE [PRENTICES]
Gentlemen, what do you lack? What is’t you buy? See fine hollands, fine cambrics, fine lawns.
 

GEORGE
What is’t you lack?
 

SECOND PRENTICE
What is’t you buy?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Where’s Signior Candido thy master?
 

GEORGE
Faith, signior, he’s a little negotiated; he’ll appear presently.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Fellow, let’s see a lawn, a choice one, sirrah.
 

GEORGE
The best in all Milan, gentlemen, and this is the piece. I can fit you gentlemen with fine calicoes too for doublets, the only sweet fashion now, most delicate and courtly, a meek gentle calico, cut upon two double affable taffetas, ah, most neat, feat, and unmatchable!
 

FLUELLO
[Aside to Pioratto] A notable, voluble-tongu’d villain!
 

PIORATTO
[Aside to Fluello] I warrant this fellow was never begot without much prating.
 

CASTRUCHIO
What, and is this she, sayst thou?
 

GEORGE
Ay, and the purest she that ever you finger’d since you were a gentleman: look how even she is, look how clean she is, ha, as even as the brow of Cynthia, and as clean as your sons and heirs when they ha’ spent all!
 

CASTRUCHIO
Puh, thou talk’st! Pox on’t, ’tis rough!
 

GEORGE
How! Is she rough? But if you bid pox on’t, sir, ‘twill take away the roughness presently.
 

FLUELLO
Ha, signior! Has he fitted your French curse?
 

GEORGE
Look you, gentleman, here’s another; compare them I pray, compara Virgilium cum Homero, compare virgins with harlots.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Puh, I ha’ seen better, and as you term them, evener and cleaner.
 

GEORGE
You may see further for your mind, but trust me you shall not find better for your body.
 

Enter Candido.
 

CASTRUCHIO
[Aside to Fluello and Pioratto] Oh, here he comes! Let’s make as tho’ we pass. — Come, come, we’ll try in some other shop.
 

CANDIDO
How now? What’s the matter?
 

GEORGE
The gentlemen find fault with this lawn, fall out with it, and without a cause too.
 

CANDIDO
Without a cause!
And that makes you to let ‘em pass away?
Ah, may I crave a word with you gentlemen?
 

FLUELLO
[Aside to Castruchio] He calls us.
 

CASTRUCHIO
[Aside to Fluello] Makes the better for the jest.
 

CANDIDO
I pray come near, y’are very welcome, gallants;
Pray pardon my man’s rudeness, for I fear me
H’as talk’d above a prentice with you. Lawns?
Look you, kind gentlemen. This? No. Ay, this:
Take this upon my honest-dealing faith
To be a true weave, not too hard, nor slack,
But e’en as far from falsehood as from black.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Well, how do you rate it?
 

CANDIDO
Very conscionably: eighteen shillings a yard.
 

CASTRUCHIO
That’s too dear. How many yards does the whole piece contain, think you?
 

CANDIDO
Why, some seventeen yards I think, or thereabouts.
How much would serve your turn, I pray?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Why, let me see. Would it were better too.
 

CANDIDO
Truth, ’tis the best in Milan at few words.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Well, let me have then — a whole pennyworth.
 

CANDIDO
Ha, ha! Y’are a merry gentleman.
 

CASTRUCHIO
A penn’orth I say.
 

CANDIDO
Of lawn!
 

CASTRUCHIO
Of lawn? Ay, of lawn, a penn’orth. ‘Sblood, dost not hear? A whole penn’orth! Are you deaf?
 

CANDIDO
Deaf? No, sir, but I must tell you,
Our wares do seldom meet such customers.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Nay, and you and your lawns be so squeamish, fare you well.
 

CANDIDO
Pray stay, a word, pray, signior. For what purpose is it I beseech you?
 

CASTRUCHIO
‘Sblood, what’s that to you? I’ll have a pennyworth.
 

CANDIDO
A pennyworth! Why, you shall. I’ll serve you presently.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
‘Sfoot, a pennyworth, mistress!
 

[VIOLA]
A pennyworth! Call you these gentlemen?
 

CASTRUCHIO
[To Candido, who is beginning to cut] No, no: not there.
 

CANDIDO
What then, kind gentleman? What, at this corner here?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Nor there neither.
I’ll have it just in the middle, or else not.
 

CANDIDO
Just in the middle? Ha! You shall too. What?
Have you a single penny?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Yes, here’s one.
 

CANDIDO
Lend it me I pray.
 

FLUELLO
[Aside] An ex’lent followed jest.
 

[VIOLA]
What, will he spoil the lawn now?
 

CANDIDO
Patience, good wife.
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, that patience makes a fool of you. Gentlemen, you might ha’ found some other citizen to have made a kind gull on besides my husband.
 

CANDIDO
Pray, gentlemen, take her to be a woman;
Do not regard her language. Oh, kind soul,
Such words will drive away my customers.
 

[VIOLA]
Customers with a murrain! Call you these customers?
 

CANDIDO
Patience, good wife.
 

[VIOLA]
Pax a’ your patience!
 

GEORGE
‘Sfoot, mistress, I warrant these are some cheating companions!
 

CANDIDO
Look you, gentleman, there’s your ware; I thank you.
I have your money here; pray know my shop,
Pray let me have your custom.
 

[VIOLA]
Custom, quoth ‘a!
 

CANDIDO
Let me take more of your money.
 

[VIOLA]
You had need so.
 

PIORATTO
[Taking Castruchio aside] Hark in thine ear: t’ hast lost an hundred ducats.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Well, well, I know’t. Is’t possible that homo
Should be nor man nor woman, not once mov’d?
No, not at such an injury, not at all!
Sure he’s a pigeon, for he has no gall.
 

FLUELLO
Come, come, y’are angry tho’ you smother it.
Y’are vex’d, i’faith, confess.
 

CANDIDO
Why, gentlemen,
Should you conceit me to be vex’d or mov’d?
He has my ware, I have his money for’t,
And that’s no argument I am angry. No,
The best logician cannot prove me so.
 

FLUELLO
Oh, but the hateful name of a pennyworth of lawn,
And then cut out i’ th’ middle of the piece!
[Aside] Pah, I guess it by myself, would move a lamb
Were he a linen-draper, ’twould, i’faith!
 

CANDIDO
Well, give me leave to answer you for that:
We are set here to please all customers,
Their humours and their fancies, offend none;
We get by many, if we leese by one.
Maybe his mind stood to no more than that;
A pen’worth serves him, and ‘mongst trades ’tis found,
Deny a penn’orth, it may cross a pound.
Oh, he that means to thrive with patient eye
Must please the devil if he come to buy!
 

FLUELLO
Oh, wondrous man, patient ‘bove wrong or woe,
How bless’d were men if women could be so!
 

CANDIDO
And to express how well my breast is pleas’d
And satisfied in all: George, fill a beaker.
 

Exit George.
 

I’ll drink unto that gentleman who lately
Bestowed his money with me.
 

[VIOLA]
God’s my life,
We shall have all our gains drunk out in beakers
To make amends for pennyworths of lawn!
 

Enter George.
 

CANDIDO
Here, wife, begin you to the gentleman.
 

[VIOLA]
I begin to him? [Throws down the beaker.]
 

CANDIDO
George, fill ‘t up again:
’Twas my fault, my hand shook.
 

Exit George.
 

PIORATTO
[Aside] How strangely this doth show!
A patient man link’d with a waspish shrow.
 

FLUELLO
[Taking Castruchio aside] A silver and gilt beaker! I have a trick
To work upon that beaker: sure ‘twill fret him;
It cannot choose but vex him. Signior Castruchio,
In pity to thee, I have a conceit
Will save thy hundred ducats yet; ‘twill do’t,
And work him to impatience.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Sweet Fluello,
I should be bountiful to that conceit.
 

FLUELLO
Well ’tis enough.
 

Enter George.
 

CANDIDO
Here, gentleman to you:
I wish your custom; y’are exceeding welcome.
 

CASTRUCHIO
I pledge you, Signior Candido.
[Aside to Pioratto] Here to you, that must receive a hundred ducats.
 

PIORATTO
[Aside to Castruchio] I’ll pledge them deep, i’faith, Castruchio. — 
Signior Fluello?
 

FLUELLO
Come, play ‘t off to me;
I am your last man.
 

CANDIDO
George, supply the cup.
 

FLUELLO
So, so, good honest George.
Here, Signior Candido, all this to you.
 

CANDIDO
Oh, you must pardon me, I use it not.
 

FLUELLO
Will you not pledge me then?
 

CANDIDO
Yes, but not that:
Great love is shown in little.
 

FLUELLO
Blurt on your sentences!
‘Sfoot, you shall pledge me all!
 

CANDIDO
Indeed I shall not.
 

FLUELLO
Not pledge me? ‘Sblood, I’ll carry away the beaker then!
 

CANDIDO
The beaker! Oh, that at your pleasure, sir.
 

FLUELLO
Now, by this drink, I will.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Pledge him, he’ll do’t else.
 

FLUELLO
So, I ha’ done you right, on my thumbnail.
What, will you pledge me now?
 

CANDIDO
You know me, sir:
I am not of that sin.
 

FLUELLO
Why then, farewell;
I’ll bear away the beaker, by this light.
 

CANDIDO
That’s as you please; ’tis very good.
 

FLUELLO
Nay, it doth please me, and as you say, ’tis a very good one.
Farewell, Signior Candido.
 

PIORATTO
Farewell, Candido.
 

CANDIDO
Y’are welcome, gentlemen.
 

CASTRUCHIO
[Aside] Heart, not mov’d yet?
I think his patience is above our wit!
 

Exeunt [Castruchio, Fluello, Pioratto].
 

GEORGE
I told you before, mistress, they were all cheaters.
 

[VIOLA]
Why, fool! Why, husband! Why, madman! I hope you will not let ‘em sneak away so with a silver and gilt beaker, the best in the house too. [To Prentices] Go, fellows, make hue and cry after them.
 

CANDIDO
Pray, let your tongue lie still, all will be well.
Come hither, George; hie to the constable,
And in calm order wish him to attach them:
Make no great stir, because they’re gentlemen,
And a thing partly done in merriment;
’Tis but a size above a jest, thou know’st,
Therefore pursue it mildly. Go, be gone;
The constable’s hard by, bring him along.
Make haste again.
 

Exit George.
 

[VIOLA]
Oh, y’are a goodly patient woodcock, are you not now? See what your patience comes too! Everyone saddles you and rides you, you’ll be shortly the common stone-horse of Milan: a woman’s well holp’d up with such a meacock. I had rather have a husband that would swaddle me thrice a day than such a one that will be gull’d twice in half an hour. Oh, I could burn all the wares in my shop for anger!
 

CANDIDO
Pray wear a peaceful temper. Be my wife,
That is, be patient, for a wife and husband
Share but one soul between them. This being known,
Why should not one soul then agree in one?
 

[VIOLA]
Hang your agreements! But if my beaker be gone — 
 

Exit. Enter Castruchio, Fluello, Pioratto, and George.
 

CANDIDO
Oh, here they come!
 

GEORGE
The constable, sir, let ‘em come along with me because there should be no wond’ring; he stays at door.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Constable, goodman Abram.
 

FLUELLO
Now, Signior Candido. ‘Sblood, why do you attach us?
 

CASTRUCHIO
‘Sheart! Attach us!
 

CANDIDO
Nay, swear not, gallants:
Your oaths may move your souls, but not move me.
You have a silver beaker of my wife’s.
 

FLUELLO
You say not true: ’tis gilt.
 

CANDIDO
Then you say true.
And being gilt, the guilt lies more on you.
 

CASTRUCHIO
I hope y’are not angry, sir.
 

CANDIDO
Then you hope right,
For I am not angry.
 

PIORATTO
No, but a little mov’d.
 

CANDIDO
I mov’d! ’Twas you were mov’d: you were brought hither.
 

CASTRUCHIO
But you, out of your anger and impatience,
Caus’d us to be attach’d.
 

CANDIDO
Nay, you misplace it.
Out of my quiet sufferance I did that,
And not of any wrath; had I shown anger,
I should have then pursu’d you with the law,
And hunted you to shame, as many worldlings
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds.
The more’s the pity: many lose their lives
For scarce so much coin as will hide their palm,
Which is most cruel; those have vexed spirits
That pursue lives. In this opinion rest:
The loss of millions could not move my breast.
 

FLUELLO
Thou art a bless’d man, and with peace dost deal;
Such a meek spirit can bless a commonweal.
 

CANDIDO
Gentlemen, now ’tis upon eating time;
Pray, part not hence, but dine with me today.
 

CASTRUCHIO
I never heard a courtier yet say nay
To such a motion. I’ll not be the first.
 

PIORATTO
Nor I.
 

FLUELLO
Nor I.
 

CANDIDO
The constable shall bear you company;
George, call him in. Let the world say what it can,
Nothing can drive me from a patient man.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

A brothel
 

Enter Roger with a stool, cushion, looking-glass, and chafing-dish. Those being set down, he pulls out of his pocket a vial with white colour in it, and two boxes, one with white, another red painting. He places all things in order and a candle by them, singing with the ends of old ballads as he does it. At last Bellafront, as he rubs his cheek with the colours, whistles within.
 

ROGER
Anon, forsooth!
 

BELLAFRONT
[Within] What are you playing the rogue about?
 

ROGER
About you, forsooth: I’m drawing up a hole in your white silk stocking.
 

BELLAFRONT
[Within] Is my glass there? And my boxes of complexion?
 

ROGER
Yes, forsooth, your boxes of complexion are here, I think; yes, ’tis here. Here’s your two complexions, and if I had all the four complexions, I should ne’er set a good face upon’t. Some men I see are born under hard-favour’d planets as well as women. Zounds, I look worse now than I did before, and it makes her face glister most damnably; there’s knavery in daubing, I hold my life, or else this is only female pomatum.
 

Enter Bellafront not full ready, without a gown; she sits down, with her bodkin curls her hair, colours her lips.
 

BELLAFRONT
Where’s my ruff and poker, you blockhead?
 

ROGER
Your ruff and your poker are ingend’ring together upon the cupboard of the court, or the court-cupboard.
 

BELLAFRONT
Fetch ‘em. Is the pox in your hams, you can go no faster?
 

ROGER
Would the pox were in your fingers, unless you could leave flinging. Catch!
 

Exit.
 

BELLAFRONT
I’ll catch you, you dog, by and by! Do you grumble?
 

She sings.
 

Cupid is a God,
As naked as my nail;
I’ll whip him with a rod
If he my true love fail.
 

[Enter Roger.]
 

ROGER
There’s your ruff. Shall I poke it?
 

BELLAFRONT
Yes, honest Roger. No, stay: prithee, good boy, hold here. [Singing] “Down, down, down, down, I fall down and arise I never shall.”
 

ROGER
Troth, mistress, then leave the trade if you shall never rise.
 

BELLAFRONT
What trade, goodman Abram?
 

ROGER
Why that of down and arise, or the falling trade.
 

BELLAFRONT
I’ll fall with you by and by.
 

ROGER
If you do I know who shall smart for’t.
Troth, Mistress, what do I look like now?
 

BELLAFRONT
Like as you are: a panderly, sixpenny rascal.
 

ROGER
I may thank you for that: no, faith, I look like an old proverb, “Hold the candle before the devil.”
 

BELLAFRONT
‘Ud’s life, I’ll stick my knife in your guts and you prate to me so. What!
 

She sings.
 

Well met, pug, the pearl of beauty, umh, umh.
How now, sir knave, you forget your duty, umh, umh.
Marry muff, sir, are you grown so dainty? Fa, la, la, etc.
Is it you, sir? The worst of twenty, fa, la, la, leera la.
 

Pox on you, how dost thou hold my glass?
 

ROGER
Why, as I hold your door: with my fingers.
 

BELLAFRONT
Nay, pray thee, sweet honey Roger, hold up handsomely. (Sing.) “Pretty wantons warble, etc.” We shall ha’ guests today, I lay my little maidenhead: my nose itches so.
 

ROGER
I said so too last night, when our fleas twing’d me.
 

BELLAFRONT
So poke my ruff now. My gown, my gown. Have I my fall?
Where’s my fall, Roger?
 

One knocks.
 

ROGER
Your fall, forsooth, is behind.
 

BELLAFRONT
Gods my pittikins, some fool or other knocks.
 

ROGER
Shall I open to the fool, mistress?
 

BELLAFRONT
And all these baubles lying thus? Away with it quickly. Ay, ay, knock and be damn’d, whosoever you be. So, give the fresh salmon line now: let him come ashore, he shall serve for my breakfast, tho’ he go against my stomach.
 

Roger fetch in Fluello, Castruchio, and Pioratto.
 

FLUELLO
Morrow, coz.
 

CASTRUCHIO
How does my sweet acquaintance?
 

PIORATTO
Save thee, little marmoset. How dost thou, good pretty rogue?
 

BELLAFRONT
Well, godamercy, good pretty rascal.
 

FLUELLO
Roger, some light I prithee.
 

ROGER
You shall, signior, for we that live here in this vale of misery are as dark as hell.
 

Exit for a candle.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Good tobacco, Fluello?
 

FLUELLO
Smell!
 

PIORATTO
It may be tickling gear, for it plays with my nose already.
 

Enter Roger.
 

ROGER
Here’s another light angel, signior.
 

BELLAFRONT
What? You pied curtal, what’s that you are neighing?
 

ROGER
I say God send us the light of heaven, or some more angels.
 

BELLAFRONT
Go fetch some wine, and drink half of it.
 

ROGER
I must fetch some wine, gentlemen, and drink half of it.
 

FLUELLO
Here, Roger.
 

CASTRUCHIO
No, let me send prithee.
 

FLUELLO
Hold, you canker worm.
 

ROGER
You shall send both, if you please, signiors.
 

PIORATTO
Stay, what’s best to drink a-mornings?
 

ROGER
Hypocras, sir, for my mistress, if I fetch it, is most dear to her.
 

FLUELLO
Hypocras! There then, here’s a teston for you, you snake.
 

ROGER
Right, sir, here’s three shillings sixpence for a pottle and a manchet.
 

Exit.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Here’s most Herculean tobacco; ha’ some, acquaintance?
 

BELLAFRONT
Fah, not I; makes your breath stink, like the piss of a fox. Acquaintance, where supp’d you last night?
 

CASTRUCHIO
At a place, sweet acquaintance, where your health danc’d the canaries, i’faith; you should ha’ been there.
 

BELLAFRONT
Ay, there among your punks. Marry, fah, hang ‘em! Scorn ‘t! Will you never leave sucking of eggs in other folks’ hens’ nests?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Why, in good troth, if you’ll trust me, acquaintance, there was not one hen at the board. Ask Fluello.
 

FLUELLO
No, faith, coz; none but cocks. Signior Malavolta drunk to thee.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, a pure beagle! That horse-leech there?
 

FLUELLO
And the knight, Sir Oliver Lollio, swore he would bestow a taffeta petticoat on thee but to break his fast with thee.
 

BELLAFRONT
With me! I’ll choke him then; hang him, mole-catcher! It’s the dreaming’st snotty-nose.
 

PIORATTO
Well, many took that Lollio for a fool, but he’s a subtle fool.
 

BELLAFRONT
Ay, and he has fellows: of all filthy dry-fisted knights, I cannot abide that he should touch me.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Why, wench? Is he scabbed?
 

BELLAFRONT
Hang him, he’ll not live to be so honest, nor to the credit, to have scabs about him; his betters have ‘em. But I hate to wear out any of his coarse knighthood, because he’s made like an alderman’s nightgown, fac’st all with cony before, and within nothing but fox. This sweet Oliver will eat mutton till he be ready to burst, but the lean-jaw’d slave will not pay for the scraping of his trencher.
 

PIORATTO
Plague him, set him beneath the salt, and let him not touch a bit till everyone has had his full cut.
 

FLUELLO
Sordello the gentleman-usher came into us too; marry, ’twas in our cheese, for he had been to borrow money for his lord of a citizen.
 

CASTRUCHIO
What an ass is that lord to borrow money of a citizen!
 

BELLAFRONT
Nay, God’s my pity, what an ass is that citizen to lend money to a lord!
 

Enter Matheo and Hipolito, who, saluting the company as a stranger, walks off. Roger comes in sadly behind them with a pottle-pot and stands aloof off.
 

MATHEO
Save you gallants. Signior Fluello, exceedingly well met, as I may say.
 

FLUELLO
Signior Matheo, exceedingly well met too, as I may say.
 

MATHEO
And how fares my little pretty mistress?
 

BELLAFRONT
E’en as my little pretty servant; sees three court dishes before her, and not one good bit in them. [To Roger] How now? Why the devil stand’st thou so? Art in a trance?
 

ROGER
Yes, forsooth.
 

BELLAFRONT
Why dost not fill out their wine?
 

ROGER
Forsooth, ’tis fill’d out already: all the wine that the signior has bestow’d upon you is cast away, a porter ran [a-tilt] at me, and so [fac’d] me down that I had not a drop.
 

BELLAFRONT
I’m accurs’d to let such a withered artichoke-faced rascal grow under my nose! Now you look like an old he-cat, going to the gallows: I’ll be hang’d if he ha’ not put up the money to cony-catch us all.
 

ROGER
No, truly, forsooth, ’tis not put up yet.
 

BELLAFRONT
How many gentlemen hast thou served thus?
 

ROGER
None but five hundred, besides prentices and serving-men.
 

BELLAFRONT
Dost think I pocket it up at thy hands?
 

ROGER
Yes, forsooth, I fear you will pocket it up.
 

BELLAFRONT
Fie, fie, cut my lace, good servant! I shall ha’ the mother presently, I’m so vex’d at this horse-plum!
 

FLUELLO
Plague, not for a scald pottle of wine!
 

MATHEO
Nay, sweet Bellafront, for a little pig’s wash.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Here, Roger, fetch more; a mischance, i’faith, acquaintance.
 

BELLAFRONT
Out of my sight, thou ungodly puritanical creature!
 

ROGER
For the tother pottle? Yes, forsooth.
 

Exit.
 

BELLAFRONT
Spill that too! What gentleman is that, servant? Your friend?
 

MATHEO
Gods-so, a stool, a stool! If you love me, mistress, entertain this gentleman respectively and bid him welcome.
 

BELLAFRONT
He’s very welcome. Pray, sir, sit.
 

HIPOLITO
Thanks, lady.
 

FLUELLO
Count Hipolito, is’t not? Cry you mercy, signior, you walk here all this while and we not heed you? Let me bestow a stool upon you, beseech you. You are a stranger here; we know the fashions a’ th’ house.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Please you be here, my lord.
 

Tobacco.
 

HIPOLITO
No, good Castruchio.
 

FLUELLO
You have abandoned the court I see, my lord, since the death of your mistress; well, she was a delicate piece. Beseech you, sweet; come, let us serve under the colours of your acquaintance still, for all that. Please you to meet here at the lodging of my coz, I shall bestow a banquet upon you.
 

HIPOLITO
I never can deserve this kindness, sir.
What may this lady be whom you call coz?
 

FLUELLO
Faith, sir, a poor gentlewoman, of passing good carriage, one that has some suits in law, and lies here in an attorney’s house.
 

HIPOLITO
Is she married?
 

FLUELLO
Hah, as all your punks are, a captain’s wife or so! Never saw her before, my lord?
 

HIPOLITO
Never; trust me, a goodly creature.
 

FLUELLO
By gad, when you know her as we do, you’ll swear she is the prettiest, kindest, sweetest, most bewitching honest ape under the pole! A skin, your satin is not more soft, nor lawn whiter.
 

HIPOLITO
Belike then she’s some sale courtesan.
 

FLUELLO
Troth, as all your best faces are, a good wench.
 

HIPOLITO
Great pity that she’s a good wench.
 

MATHEO
Thou shalt have it, i’faith, mistress. How now, signiors? What? Whispering? Did not I lay a wager I should take you within seven days in a house of vanity?
 

HIPOLITO
You did, and I beshrew your heart, you have won.
 

MATHEO
How do you like my mistress?
 

HIPOLITO
Well, for such a mistress: better, if your mistress be not your master.
I must break manners, gentlemen; fare you well.
 

MATHEO
‘Sfoot, you shall not leave us!
 

BELLAFRONT
The gentleman likes not the taste of our company.
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
Beseech you, stay.
 

HIPOLITO
Trust me, my affairs beckon for me; pardon me.
 

MATHEO
Will you call for me half an hour hence here?
 

HIPOLITO
Perhaps I shall.
 

MATHEO
Perhaps? Fah! I know you can swear to me you will.
 

HIPOLITO
Since you will press me on my word, I will.
 

Exit.
 

BELLAFRONT
What sullen picture is this, servant?
 

MATHEO
It’s Count Hipolito, the brave count.
 

PIORATTO
As gallant a spirit as any in Milan, you sweet Jew.
 

FLUELLO
Oh, he’s a most essential gentleman, coz!
 

CASTRUCHIO
Did you never hear of Count Hipolito, acquaintance?
 

BELLAFRONT
Marry muff a’ your counts, and be no more life in ‘em.
 

MATHEO
He’s so malcontent! Sirrah Bellafront, and you be honest gallants, let’s sup together, and have the count with us: thou shalt sit at the upper end, punk.
 

BELLAFRONT
Punk, you sous’d gurnet!
 

MATHEO
King’s truce: come, I’ll bestow the supper to have him but laugh.
 

CASTRUCHIO
He betrays his youth too grossly to that tyrant melancholy.
 

MATHEO
All this is for a woman.
 

BELLAFRONT
A woman? Some whore! What sweet jewel is’t?
 

PIORATTO
Would she heard you.
 

FLUELLO
Troth, so would I.
 

CASTRUCHIO
And I, by heaven.
 

BELLAFRONT
Nay, good servant, what woman?
 

MATHEO
Pah!
 

BELLAFRONT
Prithee tell me, a buss and tell me: I warrant he’s an honest fellow if he take on thus for a wench. Good rogue, who?
 

MATHEO
By th’ Lord I will not, must not, faith, mistress. Is’t a match, sirs, this night at th’ Antelope? For there’s best wine and good boys.
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
It’s done; at th’ Antelope.
 

BELLAFRONT
I cannot be there tonight.
 

MATHEO
Cannot? By th’ Lord, you shall.
 

BELLAFRONT
By the lady, I will not. Shall!
 

FLUELLO
Why then, put it off till Friday. Wut come then, coz?
 

BELLAFRONT
Well.
 

Enter Roger.
 

MATHEO
Y’are the waspishest ape. Roger, put your mistress in mind, your scurvy mistress here, to sup with us on Friday next. Y’are best come like a madwoman without a band in your waistcoat, and the linings of your kirtle outward, like every common hackney that steals out at the back gate of her sweet knight’s lodging.
 

BELLAFRONT
Go, go, hang yourself!
 

CASTRUCHIO
It’s dinner time, Matheo. Shall’s hence?
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
Yes, yes; farewell, wench.
 

BELLAFRONT
Farewell, boys.
 

Exeunt [courtiers].
 

Roger, what wine sent they for?
 

ROGER
Bastard wine, for if it had been truly begotten, it would not ha’ been asham’d to come in; here’s six shillings to pay for nursing the bastard.
 

BELLAFRONT
A company of rooks! Oh, good sweet Roger, run to the poulter’s and buy me some fine larks.
 

ROGER
No woodcocks?
 

BELLAFRONT
Yes, faith, a couple, if they be not dear.
 

ROGER
I’ll buy but one: there’s one already here.
 

Exit. Enter Hipolito.
 

HIPOLITO
Is the gentleman my friend departed, mistress?
 

BELLAFRONT
His back is but new-turn’d, sir.
 

HIPOLITO
Fare you well.
 

BELLAFRONT
I can direct you to him.
 

HIPOLITO
Can you? Pray.
 

BELLAFRONT
If you please stay, he’ll not be absent long.
 

HIPOLITO
I care not much.
 

BELLAFRONT
Pray sit, forsooth.
 

HIPOLITO
I’m hot.
If may use your room, I’ll rather walk.
 

BELLAFRONT
At your best pleasure. Whew! Some rubbers there.
 

HIPOLITO
Indeed, I’ll none. Indeed I will not: thanks.
Pretty — fine — lodging. I perceive my friend
Is old in your acquaintance.
 

BELLAFRONT
Troth, sir, he comes
As other gentlemen, to spend spare hours;
If yourself like our roof, such as it is,
Your own acquaintance may be as old as his.
 

HIPOLITO
Say I did like, what welcome should I find?
 

BELLAFRONT
Such as my present fortunes can afford.
 

HIPOLITO
But would you let me play Matheo’s part?
 

BELLAFRONT
What part?
 

HIPOLITO
Why, embrace you, dally with you, kiss.
Faith, tell me, will you leave him and love me?
 

BELLAFRONT
I am in bonds to no man, sir.
 

HIPOLITO
Why, then,
Y’are free for any man: if any, me.
But I must tell you, lady, were you mine,
You should be all mine: I could brook no sharers;
I should be covetous and sweep up all.
I should be pleasure’s usurer; faith, I should.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, fate!
 

HIPOLITO
Why sigh you, lady? May I know?
 

BELLAFRONT
‘T has never been my fortune yet to single
Out that one man whose love could fellow mine,
As I have ever wish’d it. Oh, my stars!
Had I but met with one kind gentleman,
That would have purchas’d sin alone (to himself,
For his own private use, although scarce proper)
Indifferent handsome, meetly legg’d and thighed,
And my allowance reasonable — i’faith,
According to my body — by my troth,
I would have been as true unto his pleasures,
Yea, and as loyal to his afternoons
As ever a poor gentlewoman could be.
 

HIPOLITO
This were well now to one but newly fledg’d,
And scarce a day old in this subtle world:
‘Twere pretty art, good birdlime, cunning net.
But come, come, faith, confess: how many men
Have drunk this selfsame protestation
From that red ‘ticing lip?
 

BELLAFRONT
Indeed, not any.
 

HIPOLITO
Indeed? And blush not!
 

BELLAFRONT
No, in truth not any.
 

HIPOLITO
Indeed! In truth! How warily you swear!
’Tis well; if ill, it be not: yet had I
The ruffian in me, and were drawn before you
But in light colours, I do know indeed
You would not swear indeed, but thunder oaths
That should shake heaven, drown the harmonious spheres,
And pierce a soul that lov’d her maker’s honour
With horror and amazement.
 

BELLAFRONT
Shall I swear?
Will you believe me then?
 

HIPOLITO
Worst then of all:
Our sins by custom seem at last but small.
Were I but o’er your threshold, a next man,
And after him a next, and then a fourth
Should have this golden hook and lascivious bait
Thrown out to the full length. Why, let me tell you,
I ha’ seen letters sent from that white hand,
Tuning such music to Matheo’s ear.
 

BELLAFRONT
Matheo! That’s true, but if you’ll believe
My honest tongue, mine eyes no sooner met you
But they convey’d and led you to my heart.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, you cannot feign with me! Why, I know, lady,
This is the common fashion of you all,
To hook in a kind gentleman, and then
Abuse his coin, conveying it to your lover;
And in the end you show him a French trick,
And so you leave him, that a coach may run
Between his legs for breadth.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, by my soul!
Not I: therein I’ll prove an honest whore
In being true to one, and to no more.
 

HIPOLITO
If any be dispos’d to trust your oath,
Let him: I’ll not be he. I know you feign
All that you speak, ay, for a mingled harlot
Is true in nothing but in being false.
What, shall I teach you how to loathe yourself?
And mildly too, not without sense or reason.
 

BELLAFRONT
I am content, I would fain loathe myself
If you not love me.
 

HIPOLITO
Then if your gracious blood
Be not all wasted, I shall assay to do’t.
Lend me your silence and attention.
You have no soul; that makes you weigh so light:
Heaven’s treasure bought it
And half a crown hath sold it, for your body,
It’s like the common shore that still receives
All the town’s filth. The sin of many men
Is within you, and thus much I suppose,
That if all your committers stood in rank,
They’d make a lane in which your shame might dwell,
And with their spaces reach from hence to hell.
Nay, shall I urge it more? There has been known
As many by one harlot, maim’d and dismemb’red,
As would ha’ stuff’d an hospital: this I might
Apply to you, and perhaps do you right.
Oh, y’are as base as any beast that bears:
Your body is e’en hir’d, and so are theirs!
For gold and sparkling jewels, if he can,
You’ll let a Jew get you with Christian,
Be he a Moor, a Tartar, tho’ his face
Look uglier than a dead man’s skull;
Could the devil put on a human shape,
If his purse shake out crowns, up then he gets.
Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits:
So that y’are crueler than Turks, for they
Sell Christians only, you sell yourselves away.
Why, those that love you, hate you, and will term you
Liquorish damnation, wish themselves half sunk
After the sin is laid out, and e’en curse
Their fruitless riot, for what one begets
Another poisons. Lust and murder hit:
A tree being often shook, what fruit can knit?
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, me unhappy!
 

HIPOLITO
I can vex you more:
A harlot is like Dunkirk, true to none,
Swallows both English, Spanish, fulsome Dutch,
Back-door’d Italian, last of all the French.
And he sticks to you, faith, gives you your diet,
Brings you acquainted first with monsieur doctor,
And then you know what follows.
 

BELLAFRONT
Misery:
Rank, stinking, and most loathsome misery!
 

HIPOLITO
Methinks a toad is happier than a whore
That with one poison swells; with thousands more
The other stocks her veins. Harlot? Fie, fie!
You are the miserablest creatures breathing,
The very slaves of nature; mark me else:
You put on rich attires, others’ eyes wear them,
You eat, but to supply your blood with sin,
And this strange curse e’en haunts you to your graves.
From fools you get, and spend it upon slaves.
Like bears and apes, y’are baited and show tricks
For money, but your bawd the sweetness licks.
Indeed you are their journey-women, and do
All base and damn’d works they list set you to,
So that you ne’er are rich, for do but show me,
In present memory or in ages past,
The fairest and most famous courtesan
Whose flesh was dear’st, that rais’d the price of sin
And held it up, to whose intemperate bosom
Princes, earls, lords, the worst has been a knight,
The mean’st a gentleman, have off’red up
Whole hecatombs of sighs, and rain’d in showers
Handfuls of gold, yet for all this, at last
Diseases suck’d her marrow, then grew so poor
That she has begg’d, e’en at a beggar’s door.
And, wherein heav’n has a finger, when this idol
From coast to coast has leapt on foreign shores,
And had more worship than th’ outlandish whores,
When several nations have gone over her,
When for each several city she has seen
Her maidenhead has been new and been sold dear,
Did live well there, and might have died unknown
And undefam’d, back comes she to her own,
And there both miserably lives and dies,
Scorn’d even of those that once ador’d her eyes,
As if her fatal-circled life thus ran:
Her pride should end there where it first began.
What, do you weep to hear your story read?
Nay, if you spoil your cheeks, I’ll read no more.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, yes, I pray, proceed!
Indeed, ‘twill do me good to weep indeed.
 

HIPOLITO
To give those tears a relish, this I add:
Y’are like the Jews, scatter’d, in no place certain,
Your days are tedious, your hours burdensome;
And were ‘t not for full suppers, midnight revels,
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, which do drown
And bury quite in you all virtuous thoughts,
And on your eyelids hang so heavily
They have no power to look so high as heaven,
You’d sit and muse on nothing but despair.
Curse that devil lust that so burns up your blood
And in ten thousand shivers break your glass
For his temptation! Say you taste delight,
To have a golden gull from rise to set,
To meet you in his hot luxurious arms,
Yet your nights pay for all: I know you dream
Of warrants, whips, and beadles, and then start
At a door’s windy creak, think every weasel
To be a constable and every rat
A long-tail’d officer. Are you now not slaves?
Oh, you have damnation without pleasure for it!
Such is the state of harlots. To conclude,
When you are old and can well paint no more,
You turn bawd, and are then worse than before.
Make use of this; farewell.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, I pray, stay!
 

HIPOLITO
I see Matheo comes not. Time hath barr’d me;
Would all the harlots in the town had heard me.
 

Exit.
 

BELLAFRONT
Stay yet a little longer. No? Quite gone!
Curs’d be that minute — for it was no more
So soon a maid is chang’d into a whore — 
Wherein I first fell, be it forever black!
Yet why should sweet Hipolito shun mine eyes,
For whose true love I would become pure-honest,
Hate the world’s mixtures and the smiles of gold?
Am I not fair? Why should he fly me then?
Fair creatures are desir’d, not scorn’d of men.
How many gallants have drunk healths to me
Out of their dagger’d arms, and thought them bless’d,
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigal feasts!
And does Hipolito detest my love?
Oh, sure their heedless lusts but flatt’red me!
I am not pleasing, beautiful nor young;
Hipolito hath spied some ugly blemish,
Eclipsing all my beauties: I am foul.
Harlot! Ay, that’s the spot that taints my soul.
His weapon left here? Oh, fit instrument
To let forth all the poison of my flesh!
Thy master hates me ‘cause my blood hath rang’d,
But when ’tis forth, then he’ll believe I’m chang’d.
 

Enter Hipolito.
 

HIPOLITO
Mad woman, what art doing?
 

BELLAFRONT
Either love me
Or cleave my bosom on thy rapier’s point!
Yet do not neither, for thou then destroy’st
That which I love thee for, thy virtues. Here, here
Th’art crueler and kill’st me with disdain;
To die so sheds no blood, yet ’tis worse pain.
 

Exit Hipolito.
 

Not speak to me! Not look! Not bid farewell!
Hated! This must not be. Some means I’ll try.
Would all whores were as honest now as I.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

Candido’s shop
 

Enter Candido, his wife [Viola], George, and two Prentices in the shop; Fustigo enters, walking by.
 

GEORGE
See, gentlemen, what you lack! A fine holland, a fine cambric, see what you buy!
 

FIRST PRENTICE
Holland for shirts, cambric for bands! What is’t you lack?
 

FUSTIGO
[Aside] ‘Sfoot, I lack ‘em all; nay, more, I lack money to buy ‘em. Let me see, let me look again. Mass, this is the shop! — [Approaching Viola] What, coz! Sweet coz! How dost, i’faith, since last night after candlelight? We had good sport, i’faith, had we not? And when shall’s laugh again?
 

[VIOLA]
When you will, cousin.
 

FUSTIGO
Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian: I see yonder’s thy husband.
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, there’s the sweet youth, God bless him.
 

FUSTIGO
And how is’t cousin? And how? How is’t, thou squall?
 

[VIOLA]
Well, cousin, how fare you?
 

FUSTIGO
How fare I? Troth, for sixpence a meal, wench, as well as heart can wish, with calves’ chaldrons and chitterlings; besides I have a punk after supper, as good as a roasted apple.
 

CANDIDO
Are you my wife’s cousin?
 

FUSTIGO
I am, sir; what hast thou to do with that?
 

CANDIDO
Oh, nothing but y’are welcome.
 

FUSTIGO
The devil’s dung in thy teeth: I’ll be welcome whether thou wilt or no, I! What ring’s this, coz? Very pretty and fantastical; i’faith, let’s see it.
 

[VIOLA]
Puh! Nay, you wrench my finger!
 

FUSTIGO
I ha’ sworn I’ll ha’t, and I hope you will not let my oaths be crack’d in the ring, will you? I hope, sir, you are not mallicolly at this for all your great looks. Are you angry?
 

CANDIDO
Angry? Not I, sir; nay, if she can part
So easily with her ring, ’tis with my heart.
 

GEORGE
Suffer this, sir, and suffer all, a whoreson gull, to — 
 

CANDIDO
Peace, George; when she has reap’d what I have sown,
She’ll say one grain tastes better of her own
Than whole sheaves gather’d from another’s land:
Wit’s never good till bought at a dear hand.
 

GEORGE
But in the meantime she makes an ass of somebody.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
See, see, see, sir, as you turn your back, they do nothing but kiss.
 

CANDIDO
No matter, let ‘em; when I touch her lip,
I shall not feel his kisses, no, nor miss
Any of her lip: no harm in kissing is.
Look to your business, pray, make up your wares.
 

FUSTIGO
Troth, coz, and well rememb’red, I would thou wouldst give me five yards of lawn to make my punk some falling bands a’ the fashion, three falling one upon another, for that’s the new edition now; she’s out of linen horribly too: troth, sh’as never a good smock to her back neither, but one that has a great many patches in’t, and that I’m fain to wear myself for want of shift too. Prithee put me into wholesome napery, and bestow some clean commodities upon us.
 

[VIOLA]
Reach me those cambrics and the lawns hither.
 

CANDIDO
What to do, wife? To lavish out my goods upon a fool?
 

FUSTIGO
Fool! ‘Snails, eat the fool, or I’ll so batter your crown that it shall scarce go for five shillings!
 

SECOND PRENTICE
Do you hear, sir? Y’are best be quiet and say a fool tells you so.
 

FUSTIGO
Nails, I think so, for thou tell’st me!
 

CANDIDO
Are you angry, sir, because I nam’d thee fool?
Trust me, you are not wise in mine own house
And to my face to play the antic thus:
If you’ll needs play the madman, choose a stage
Of lesser compass, where few eyes may note
Your action’s error; but if still you miss,
As here you do, for one clap ten will hiss.
 

FUSTIGO
Zounds, cousin, he talks to me as if I were a scurvy tragedian!
 

SECOND PRENTICE
[Taking George aside] Sirrah George, I ha’ thought upon a device how to break his pate, beat him soundly, and ship him away.
 

GEORGE
Do’t.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
I’ll go in, pass thorough the house, give some of our fellow prentices the watchword when they shall enter, then come and fetch my master in by a wile, and place one in the hall to hold him in conference, whilst we cudgel the gull out of his coxcomb.
 

GEORGE
Do’t! Away, do’t!
 

[VIOLA]
Must I call twice for these cambrics and lawns?
 

CANDIDO
Nay, see, you anger her, George; prithee dispatch.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
Two of the choicest pieces are in the warehouse, sir.
 

CANDIDO
Go fetch them presently.
 

FUSTIGO
Ay, do; make haste, sirrah.
 

Exit [Second] Prentice.
 

CANDIDO
Why were you such a stranger all this while, being my wife’s cousin?
 

FUSTIGO
Stranger? No, sir, I’m a natural Milaner born.
 

CANDIDO
I perceive still it is your natural guise to mistake me, but you are welcome, sir; I much wish your acquaintance.
 

FUSTIGO
My acquaintance? I scorn that, i’faith; I hope my acquaintance goes in chains of gold three and fifty times double: you know who I mean, coz; the posts of his gate are a-painting too.
 

Enter the [Second] Prentice.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
Signior Pandulfo the merchant desires conference with you.
 

CANDIDO
Signior Pandulfo? I’ll be with him straight.
Attend your mistress and the gentleman.
 

Exit.
 

[VIOLA]
When do you show those pieces?
 

FUSTIGO
Ay, when do you show those pieces?
 

OMNES [PRENTICES]
Presently, sir, presently; we are but charging them.
 

FUSTIGO
Come, sirrah, you flatcap, where be these whites?
 

GEORGE
Flatcap? [Aside to him] Hark in your ear, sir: y’are a flat fool, an ass, a gull, and I’ll thrum you! — Do you see this cambric, sir?
 

FUSTIGO
‘Sfoot, coz, a good jest! Did you hear him? He told me in my ear I was “a flat fool, an ass, a gull, and I’ll thrum you. Do you see this cambric, sir?”
 

[VIOLA]
What, not my men, I hope?
 

FUSTIGO
No, not your men, but one of your men, i’faith.
 

FIRST PRENTICE
I pray, sir, come hither. What say you to this? Here’s an excellent good one.
 

FUSTIGO
Ay, marry, this likes me well; cut me off some half score yards.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
[Aside to him] Let your whores cut; y’are an impudent coxcomb: you get none; and yet I’ll thrum you! — A very good cambric, sir.
 

FUSTIGO
Again, again, as God judge me! ‘Sfoot, coz, they stand thrumming here with me all day, and yet I get nothing!
 

FIRST PRENTICE
[Aside to him] A word, I pray, sir: you must not be angry; prentices have hot bloods, young fellows. — What say you to this piece? Look you, ’tis so delicate, so soft, so even, so fine a thread that a lady may wear it.
 

FUSTIGO
‘Sfoot, I think so: if a knight marry my punk, a lady shall wear it. Cut me off twenty yards; th’art an honest lad.
 

FIRST PRENTICE
[Aside to him] Not without money, gull, and I’ll thrum you too!
 

OMNES [PRENTICES]
[Aside to him] Gull, we’ll thrum you!
 

FUSTIGO
Oh, Lord, sister, did you not hear something cry thump? Zounds, your men here make a plain ass of me!
 

[VIOLA]
What, to my face so impudent?
 

GEORGE
Ay, in a cause so honest, we’ll not suffer
Our master’s goods to vanish moneyless.
 

[VIOLA]
You will not suffer them?
 

SECOND PRENTICE
No, and you may blush
In going about to vex so mild a breast
As is our master’s.
 

[VIOLA]
Take away those pieces.
Cousin, I give them freely.
 

FUSTIGO
Mass, and I’ll take ‘em as freely!
 

OMNES [PRENTICES]
We’ll make you lay ‘em down again more freely.
 

[They beat Fustigo.]
 

[VIOLA]
Help, help, my brother will be murdered!
 

Enter Candido.
 

CANDIDO
How now, what coil is here? Forbear, I say!
 

GEORGE
He calls us flatcaps and abuses us.
 

CANDIDO
Why, sirs? Do such examples flow from me?
 

[VIOLA]
They are of your keeping, sir. Alas, poor brother!
 

FUSTIGO
I’faith, they ha’ pepper’d me, sister! Look, does ‘t spin? Call you these prentices? I’ll ne’er play at cards more when clubs is trump. I have a goodly coxcomb, sister, have I not?
 

CANDIDO
Sister and brother, brother to my wife!
 

FUSTIGO
If you have any skill in heraldry, you may soon know that: break but her pate, and you shall see her blood and mine is all one.
 

CANDIDO
A surgeon, run, a surgeon!
 

[Exit First Prentice.]
 

Why then wore you that forged name of cousin?
 

FUSTIGO
Because it’s a common thing to call coz and ningle nowadays all the world over.
 

CANDIDO
Cousin! A name of much deceit, folly and sin,
For under that common abused word
Many an honest temp’red citizen
Is made a monster, and his wife train’d out
To foul adulterous action, full of fraud
I may well call that word “a city’s bawd.”
 

FUSTIGO
Troth, brother, my sister would needs ha’ me take upon me to gull your patience a little, but it has made double gules on my coxcomb.
 

[VIOLA]
What, playing the woman? Blabbing now, you fool?
 

CANDIDO
Oh, my wife did but exercise a jest upon your wit.
 

FUSTIGO
‘Sfoot, my wit bleeds for’t, methinks!
 

CANDIDO
Then let this warning more of sense afford:
The name of cousin is a bloody word.
 

FUSTIGO
I’ll ne’er call coz again whilst I live, to have such a coil about it: this should be a coronation day, for my head runs claret lustily.
 

Exit. Enter an Officer.
 

CANDIDO
Go wish the surgeon to have great respect.
 

[Exit Second Prentice.]
 

How now, my friend; what, do they sit today?
 

OFFICER
Yes, sir, they expect you at the senate-house.
 

CANDIDO
I thank your pains; I’ll not be last man there.
 

Exit Officer.
 

My gown, George, go, my gown.
 

[Exit George.]
 

A happy land,
Where grave men meet each cause to understand,
Whose consciences are not cut out in bribes
To gull the poor man’s right, but in even scales
Peize rich and poor without corruption’s vails.
 

[Enter George.]
 

Come, where’s the gown?
 

GEORGE
I cannot find the key, sir.
 

CANDIDO
Request it of your mistress.
 

[VIOLA]
Come not to me for any key.
I’ll not be troubled to deliver it.
 

CANDIDO
Good wife, kind wife, it is a needful trouble,
But for my gown.
 

[VIOLA]
Moths swallow down your gown!
You set my teeth an edge with talking on’t.
 

CANDIDO
Nay, prithee, sweet, I cannot meet without it;
I should have a great fine set on my head.
 

[VIOLA]
Set on your coxcomb: tush, fine me no fines!
 

CANDIDO
Believe me, sweet, none greets the senate-house
Without his robe of reverence, that’s his gown.
 

[VIOLA]
Well, then y’are like to cross that custom once:
You get nor key, nor gown, and so depart.
[Aside] This trick will vex him sure and fret his heart.
 

Exit.
 

CANDIDO
Stay, let me see, I must have some device;
My cloak’s too short: fie, fie, no cloak will do’t!
It must be something fashioned like a gown,
With my arms out. Oh, George, come hither, George!
I prithee lend me thine advice.
 

GEORGE
Troth, sir, were it any but you, they would break open chest.
 

CANDIDO
Oh, no! Break open chest? That’s a thief’s office;
Therein you counsel me against my blood:
’Twould show impatience that; any meek means
I would be glad to embrace. Mass, I have got it!
Go, step up, fetch me down one of the carpets,
The saddest colour’d carpet, honest George;
Cut thou a hole i’ th’ middle for my neck,
Two for mine arms. Nay, prithee look not strange.
 

GEORGE
I hope you do not think, sir, as you mean.
 

CANDIDO
Prithee about it quickly, the hour chides me:
Warily, George, softly, take heed of eyes.
 

Exit George.
 

Out of two evils he’s accounted wise
That can pick out the least; the fine impos’d
For an ungowned senator, is about
Forty cruzadoes, the carpet not ‘bove four.
Thus have I chosen the lesser evil yet,
Preserv’d my patience, foil’d her desperate wit.
 

Enter George.
 

GEORGE
Here, sir, here’s the carpet.
 

CANDIDO
Oh, well done, George; we’ll cut it just i’ th’ midst.
’Tis very well, I thank thee; help it on.
 

GEORGE
It must come over your head, sir, like a wench’s petticoat.
 

CANDIDO
Th’art in the right, good George, it must indeed.
Fetch me a nightcap, for I’ll gird it close,
As if my health were queasy: ‘twill show well
For a rude careless nightgown, will ‘t not, think’st?
 

GEORGE
Indifferent well, sir, for a nightgown, being girt and pleated.
 

CANDIDO
Ay, and a nightcap on my head.
 

GEORGE
That’s true, sir; I’ll run and fetch one, and a staff.
 

Exit George.
 

CANDIDO
For thus they cannot choose but conster it,
One that is out of health takes no delight,
Wears his apparel without appetite,
And puts on heedless raiment without form.
 

Enter George.
 

So, so, kind George, be secret now, and prithee
Do not laugh at me till I’m out of sight.
 

GEORGE
I laugh? Not I, sir.
 

CANDIDO
Now to the senate-house:
Methinks I’d rather wear without a frown
A patient carpet than an angry gown.
 

Exit.
 

GEORGE
Now looks my master just like one of our carpet knights, only he’s somewhat the honester of the two.
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola].
 

[VIOLA]
What, is your master gone?
 

GEORGE
Yes, forsooth, his back is but new-turn’d.
 

[VIOLA]
And in his cloak? Did he not vex and swear?
 

GEORGE
[Aside] No, but he’ll make you swear anon. — No, indeed, he went away like a lamb.
 

[VIOLA]
Key sink to hell: still patient, patient still!
I am with child to vex him. Prithee, George,
If e’er thou look’st for favour at my hands,
Uphold one jest for me.
 

GEORGE
Against my master?
 

[VIOLA]
’Tis a mere jest, in faith. Say, wilt thou do’t?
 

GEORGE
Well, what is’t?
 

[VIOLA]
Here, take this key, thou know’st where all things lie;
Put on thy master’s best apparel, gown,
Chain, cap, ruff, everything: be like himself,
And ‘gainst his coming home, walk in the shop,
Feign the same carriage and his patient look.
‘Twill breed but a jest, thou know’st; speak, wilt thou?
 

GEORGE
‘Twill wrong my master’s patience.
 

[VIOLA]
Prithee, George.
 

GEORGE
Well, if you’ll save me harmless and put me under covert bar’n, I am content to please you, provided it may breed no wrong against him.
 

[VIOLA]
No wrong at all; here take the key, be gone:
If any vex him, this; if not this, none.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

The brothel
 

Enter a Bawd and Roger.
 

BAWD
Oh, Roger, Roger, where’s your mistress, where’s your mistress? There’s the finest, neatest gentleman at my house but newly come over! Oh, where is she, where is she, where is she?
 

ROGER
My mistress is abroad, but not amongst ‘em: my mistress is not the whore now that you take her for.
 

BAWD
How! Is she not a whore? Do you go about to take away her good name, Roger? You are a fine pander indeed!
 

ROGER
I tell you, Madonna Fingerlock, I am not sad for nothing; I ha’ not eaten one good meal this three and thirty days: I had wont to get sixteen pence by fetching a pottle of Hypocras, but now those days are past. We had as good doings, Madonna Fingerlock, she withindoors and I without, as any poor young couple in Milan.
 

BAWD
Gods my life, and is she chang’d now?
 

ROGER
I ha’ lost by her squeamishness, more than would have builded twelve bawdy houses.
 

[BAWD]
And had she no time to turn honest but now? What a vile woman is this! Twenty pound a night, I’ll be sworn, Roger, in good gold and no silver: why here was a time, if she should ha’ pick’d out a time, it could not be better! Gold enough stirring; choice of men, choice of hair, choice of beards, choice of legs, and choice of every, every, everything: it cannot sink into my head, that she should be such an ass, Roger, I never believe it.
 

ROGER
Here she comes now.
 

Enter Bellafront.
 

BAWD
Oh, sweet madonna, on with your loose gown, your felt and your feather. There’s the sweetest, prop’rest, gallantest gentleman at my house: he smells all of musk and ambergris, his pocket full of crowns, flame-colour’d doublet, red satin hose, carnation silk stockings, and a leg and a body, oh!
 

BELLAFRONT
Hence, thou our sex’s monster, poisonous bawd,
Lust’s factor, and damnation’s orator,
Gossip of hell! Were all the harlots’ sins
Which the whole world contains numb’red together,
Thine far exceeds them all; of all the creatures
That ever were created, thou art basest!
What serpent would beguile thee of thy office?
It is detestable, for thou liv’st
Upon the dregs of harlots, guard’st the door,
Whilst couples go to dancing. Oh, coarse devil!
Thou art the bastard’s curse (thou brand’st his birth),
The lecher’s French disease (for thou dry-suck’st him),
The harlot’s poison, and thine own confusion.
 

BAWD
Mary come up with a pox, have you nobody to rail against but your bawd now?
 

BELLAFRONT
And you, knave pander, kinsman to a bawd — 
 

ROGER
You and I, madonna, are cousins.
 

BELLAFRONT
Of the same blood and making, near allied,
Thou, that slave to sixpence, base-metall’d villain!
 

ROGER
Sixpence? Nay, that’s not so: I never took under two shillings fourpence; I hope I know my fee.
 

BELLAFRONT
I know not against which most to inveigh,
For both of you are damn’d so equally.
Thou never spar’st for oaths, swear’st anything,
As if thy soul were made of shoe-leather:
“God damn me, gentleman, if she be within,”
When in the next room she’s found dallying.
 

ROGER
If it be my vocation to swear, every man in his vocation: I hope my betters swear and damn themselves, and why should not I?
 

BELLAFRONT
Roger, you cheat kind gentlemen?
 

ROGER
The more gulls they.
 

BELLAFRONT
Slave, I cashier thee!
 

BAWD
And you do cashier him, he shall be entertain’d.
 

ROGER
Shall I? Then blurt a’ your service!
 

BELLAFRONT
As hell would have it, entertain’d by you!
I dare the devil himself to match those two.
 

Exit.
 

BAWD
Marry gup, are you grown so holy, so pure, so honest with a pox?
 

ROGER
Scurvy, honest punk! But stay, madonna, how must our agreement be now? For you know I am to have all the comings in at the hall door, and you at the chamber door.
 

BAWD
True, Roger, except my vails.
 

ROGER
Vails? What vails?
 

BAWD
Why, as thus: if a couple come in a coach, and light to lie down a little, then, Roger, that’s my fee, and you may walk abroad, for the coachman himself is their pander.
 

ROGER
Is ‘a’ so? In truth, I have almost forgot for want of exercise. But how if I fetch this citizen’s wife to that gull, and that madonna to that gallant, how then?
 

BAWD
Why then, Roger, you are to have sixpence a lane: so many lanes, so many sixpences.
 

ROGER
Is’t so? Then I see we two shall agree and live together.
 

BAWD
Ay, Roger, so long as there be any taverns and bawdy houses in Milan.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Bellafront’s chamber
 

Enter Bellafront with a lute; pen, ink and paper being plac’d before her.
 

Song.
 

[BELLAFRONT]
The courtier’s flatt’ring jewels
(Temptation’s only fools),
The lawyer’s ill-got moneys
(That suck up poor bees’ honeys),
The citizen’s son’s riot,
The gallant[‘s] costly diet
(Silks and velvets, pearls and ambers)
Shall not draw me to their chambers.
Silks and velvets, etc.
 

She writes.
 

Oh, ’tis in vain to write! It will not please:
Ink on this paper would ha’ but presented
The foul black spots that stick upon my soul,
And rather make me loathsomer than wrought
My love’s impression in Hipolito’s thought.
No, I must turn the chaste leaves of my breast,
And pick out some sweet means to breed my rest.
Hipolito, believe me I will be
As true unto thy heart as thy heart to thee,
And hate all men, their gifts and company.
 

Enter Matheo, Castruchio, Fluello, Pioratto.
 

MATHEO
You, goody punk, subaudi cockatrice! Oh, y’are a sweet whore of your promise, are you not, think you? How well you came to supper to us last night: mew, a whore and break her word! Nay, you may blush and hold down your head at it well enough. ‘Sfoot, ask these gallants if we stay’d not till we were as hungry as sergeants!
 

FLUELLO
Ay, and their yeoman too.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Nay, faith, acquaintance, let me tell you, you forgot yourself too much: we had excellent cheer, rare vintage, and were drunk after supper.
 

PIORATTO
And when we were in our woodcocks, sweet rogue, a brace of gulls, dwelling here in the city, came in and paid all the shot.
 

MATHEO
Pox on her, let her alone.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, I pray do, if you be gentlemen!
I pray depart the house; beshrew the door
For being so easily entreated: faith,
I lent but little ear unto your talk;
My mind was busied otherwise in troth,
And so your words did unregarded pass.
Let this suffice, I am not as I was.
 

FLUELLO
I am not what I was! No, I’ll be sworn thou art not, for thou wert honest at five, and now th’art a punk at fifteen; thou wert yesterday a simple whore, and now th’art a cunning coney-catching baggage today.
 

BELLAFRONT
I’ll say I’m worse. I pray forsake me then;
I do desire you leave me, gentlemen,
And leave yourselves. Oh, be not what you are,
Spendthrifts of soul and body!
Let me persuade you to forsake all harlots,
Worse than the deadliest poisons; they are worse,
For o’er their souls hangs an eternal curse:
In being slaves to slaves, their labours perish;
Th’are seldom bless’d with fruit, for ere it blossoms,
Many a worm confounds it.
They have no issue but foul, ugly ones
That run along with them, e’en to their graves,
For stead of children, they breed rank diseases,
And all you gallants can bestow on them
Is that French infant, which ne’er acts but speaks.
What shallow son and heir then, foolish gallant,
Would waste all his inheritance to purchase
A filthy, loath’d disease, and pawn his body
To a dry evil? That usury’s worst of all,
When th’ interest will eat out the principal.
 

MATHEO
[Aside] ‘Sfoot, she gulls ‘em the best! This is always her fashion when she would be rid of any company that she cares not for, to enjoy mine alone.
 

FLUELLO
What’s here? Instructions, admonitions, and caveats? Come out, you scabbard of vengeance!
 

MATHEO
Fluello, spurn your hounds when they fist, you shall not spurn my punk; I can tell you my blood is vex’d.
 

FLUELLO
Pox a’ your blood! Make it a quarrel.
 

MATHEO
Y’are a slave. Will that serve turn?
 

[Matheo and Fluello draw.]
 

[CASTRUCHIO, PIORATTO]
‘Sblood, hold, hold!
 

CASTRUCHIO
Matheo, Fluello, for shame, put up!
 

MATHEO
Spurn my sweet varlet!
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, how many thus
Mov’d with a little folly have let out
Their souls in brothel houses, fell down and died
Just at their harlot’s foot, as ‘twere in pride?
 

FLUELLO
Matheo, we shall meet!
 

MATHEO
Ay, ay, anywhere, saving at church: pray take heed we meet not there.
 

FLUELLO
Adieu, damnation.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Cockatrice, farewell.
 

PIORATTO
There’s more deceit in women than in hell.
 

Exeunt [Castruchio, Fluello, Pioratto].
 

MATHEO
Ha, ha, thou dost gull ‘em so rarely, so naturally. If I did not think thou hadst been in earnest. Thou art a sweet rogue for’t, i’faith.
 

BELLAFRONT
Why are not you gone too, Signior Matheo?
I pray depart my house: you may believe me;
In troth I have no part of harlot in me.
 

MATHEO
How’s this?
 

BELLAFRONT
Indeed, I love you not, but hate you worse
Than any man, because you were the first
Gave money for my soul; you brake the ice,
Which after turn’d a puddle: I was led
By your temptation to be miserable.
I pray seek out some other that will fall,
Or rather I pray seek out none at all.
 

MATHEO
Is’t possible to be impossible, an honest whore! I have heard many honest wenches turn strumpets with a wet finger, but for a harlot to turn honest is one of Hercules’ labours. It was more easy for him in one night to make fifty queans than to make one of them honest again in fifty years. Come, I hope thou dost but jest.
 

BELLAFRONT
’Tis time to leave off jesting; I had almost
Jested away salvation: I shall love you,
If you will soon forsake me.
 

MATHEO
God buy thee.
 

BELLAFRONT
Oh, tempt no more women; shun their weighty curse!
Women at best are bad; make them not worse.
You gladly seek our sex’s overthrow,
But not to raise our states for all your wrongs.
Will you vouchsafe me but due recompense
To marry with me?
 

MATHEO
How! Marry with a punk, a cockatrice, a harlot? Marry foh, I’ll be burnt thorough the nose first!
 

BELLAFRONT
Why la, these are your oaths; you love to undo us,
To put heaven from us, whilst our best hours waste:
You love to make us lewd, but never chaste.
 

MATHEO
I’ll hear no more of this: this ground upon
Th’art damn’d for alt’ring thy religion.
 

Exit.
 

BELLAFRONT
Thy lust and sin speak so much. Go thou my ruin,
The first fall my soul took; by my example
I hope few maidens now will put their heads
Under men’s girdles: who least trusts, is most wise;
Men’s oaths do cast a mist before our eyes.
My best of wit be ready: now I go,
By some device to greet Hipolito.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act IV Scene 1.
 

Hipolito’s chamber
 

Enter a Servant setting out a table, on which he places a skull, a picture, a book, and a taper.
 

SERVANT
So, this is Monday morning, and now must I to my huswif’ry: would I had been created a shoemaker, for all the gentle craft are gentlemen every Monday by their copy and scorn then to work one true stitch. My master means sure to turn me into a student, for here’s my book, here my desk, here my light, this my close chamber, and here my punk: so that this dull drowsy first day of the week makes me half a priest, half a chandler, half a painter, half a sexton, ay, and half a bawd, for all this day my office is to do nothing but keep the door. To prove it, look you, this good face and yonder gentleman, so soon as ever my back’s turn’d, will be naught together.
 

Enter Hipolito.
 

HIPOLITO
Are all the windows shut?
 

SERVANT
Close, sir, as the fist of a courtier that hath stood in three reigns.
 

HIPOLITO
Thou art a faithful servant and observ’st
The calendar, both of my solemn vows
And ceremonious sorrow. Get thee gone;
I charge thee on thy life let not the sound
Of any woman’s voice pierce through that door.
 

SERVANT
If they do, my lord, I’ll pierce some of them.
What will your lordship have to breakfast?
 

HIPOLITO
Sighs.
 

SERVANT
What to dinner?
 

HIPOLITO
Tears.
 

SERVANT
The one of them, my lord, will fill you too full of wind, the other wet you too much. What to supper?
 

HIPOLITO
That which now thou canst not get me, the constancy of a woman.
 

SERVANT
Indeed that’s harder to come by than ever was Ostend.
 

HIPOLITO
Prithee away.
 

SERVANT
I’ll make away myself presently, which few servants will do for their lords, but rather help to make them away. Now to my door-keeping; I hope to pick something out of it.
 

Exit.
 

HIPOLITO
[Taking up her picture] My Infelice’s face: her brow, her eye,
The dimple on her cheek, and such sweet skill
Hath from the cunning workman’s pencil flown,
These lips look fresh and lively as her own,
Seeming to move and speak. ‘Las! Now I see
The reason why fond women love to buy
Adulterate complexion: here ’tis read
False colours last after the true be dead.
Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks,
Of all the graces dancing in her eyes,
Of all the music set upon her tongue,
Of all that was past woman’s excellence
In her white bosom, look, a painted board
Circumscribes all! Earth can no bliss afford.
Nothing of her, but this? This cannot speak,
It has no lap for me to rest upon,
No lip worth tasting: here the worms will feed,
As in her coffin. Hence then, idle art:
True love’s best pictur’d in a true love’s heart.
Here art thou drawn, sweet maid, till this be dead,
So that thou liv’st twice, twice art buried.
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What’s here?
[Taking up the skull] Perhaps this shrewd pate was mine enemy’s.
‘Las! Say it were: I need not fear him now.
For all his braves, his contumelious breath,
His frowns (tho’ dagger-pointed), all his plots
(Tho’ ne’er so mischievous), his Italian pills,
His quarrels, and that common fence, his law:
See, see, they’re all eaten out; here’s not left one!
How clean they’re pick’d away! To the bare bone!
How mad are mortals then to rear great names
On tops of swelling houses! Or to wear out
Their fingers’ ends in dirt to scrape up gold!
Not caring, so that sumpter-horse the back
Be hung with gaudy trappings, with what coarse,
Yea, rags most beggarly, they clothe the soul!
Yet after all their gayness looks thus foul.
What fools are men to build a garish tomb,
Only to save the carcass whilst it rots,
To maintain ‘t long in stinking, make good carrion,
But leave no good deeds to preserve them sound,
For good deeds keep men sweet long above ground,
And must all come to this: fools, wise, all hither;
Must all heads thus at last be laid together.
Draw me my picture then, thou grave neat workman,
After this fashion, not like this: these colours
In time kissing but air will be kiss’d off,
But here’s a fellow; that which he lays on,
Till doomsday, alters not complexion.
Death’s the best painter then. They that draw shapes
And live by wicked faces are but God’s apes:
They come but near the life, and there they stay.
This fellow draws life too: his art is fuller;
The pictures which he makes are without colour.
 

Enter his Servant.
 

SERVANT
Here’s a person would speak with you, sir.
 

HIPOLITO
Hah!
 

SERVANT
A parson, sir, would speak with you.
 

HIPOLITO
Vicar?
 

SERVANT
Vicar? No, sir, h’as too good a face to be a vicar yet. A youth, a very youth.
 

HIPOLITO
What youth? Of man or woman? Lock the doors.
 

SERVANT
If it be a woman, marybones and potato pies keep me for meddling with her, for the thing has got the breeches. ’Tis a male varlet sure, my lord, for a woman’s tailor ne’er measur’d him.
 

HIPOLITO
Let him give thee his message and be gone.
 

SERVANT
He says he’s Signior Matheo’s man, but I know he lies.
 

HIPOLITO
How dost thou know it?
 

SERVANT
‘Cause h’as ne’er a beard: ’tis his boy, I think, sir, whosoe’er paid for his nursing.
 

HIPOLITO
Send him and keep the door.
 

[Exit Servant. Hipolito] reads.
 

“Fata si liceat mihi
Fingere arbitrio meo
Temperem Zephyro levi
Vela.”
I’d sail, were I to choose, not in the ocean;
Cedars are shaken when shrubs do feel no bruise.
 

Enter Bellafront like a page [and hands him a paper, keeping her face averted].
 

How? From Matheo?
 

BELLAFRONT
Yes, my lord.
 

HIPOLITO
Art sick?
 

BELLAFRONT
Not all in health, my lord.
 

HIPOLITO
Keep off.
 

BELLAFRONT
I do.
[Aside] Hard fate when women are compell’d to woo.
 

HIPOLITO
This paper does speak nothing.
 

BELLAFRONT
Yes, my lord,
Matter of life it speaks, and therefore writ
In hidden character; to me instruction
My master gives, and, ‘less you please to stay
Till you both meet, I can the text display.
 

HIPOLITO
Do so: read out.
 

BELLAFRONT
[Showing her face] I am already out:
Look on my face and read the strangest story!
 

HIPOLITO
What villain, ho!
 

Enter his Servant.
 

SERVANT
Call you my lord?
 

HIPOLITO
Thou slave, thou hast let in the devil!
 

SERVANT
Lord bless us, where? He’s not cloven, my lord, that I can see: besides the devil goes more like a gentleman than a page. Good my lord, boon couragio.
 

HIPOLITO
Thou hast let in a woman in man’s shape,
And thou art damn’d for’t.
 

SERVANT
Not damn’d I hope for putting in a woman to a lord.
 

HIPOLITO
Fetch me my rapier! Do not: I shall kill thee.
Purge this infected chamber of that plague
That runs upon me thus! Slave, thrust her hence!
 

SERVANT
Alas, my lord, I shall never be able to thrust her hence without help. Come, mermaid, you must to sea again.
 

BELLAFRONT
Hear me but speak, my words shall be all music:
Hear me but speak.
 

HIPOLITO
Another beats the door;
T’other she-devil, look.
 

SERVANT
Why then hell’s broke loose.
 

HIPOLITO
Hence, guard the chamber: let no more come on;
One woman serves for man’s damnation.
 

Exit [Servant].
 

Beshrew thee, thou dost make me violate
The chastest and most sanctimonious vow
That e’er was ent’red in the court of heaven:
I was on meditation’s spotless wings,
Upon my journey thither; like a storm
Thou beats my ripened cogitations
Flat to the ground, and like a thief dost stand
To steal devotion from the holy land.
 

BELLAFRONT
If woman were thy mother, if thy heart
Be not all marble — or if’t marble be,
Let my tears soften it to pity me — 
I do beseech thee do not thus with scorn
Destroy a woman.
 

HIPOLITO
Woman, I beseech thee
Get thee some other suit, this fits thee not;
I would not grant it to a kneeling queen:
I cannot love thee, nor I must not. See
The copy of that obligation
Where my soul’s bound in heavy penalties.
 

BELLAFRONT
She’s dead, you told me; she’ll let fall her suit.
 

HIPOLITO
My vows to her fled after her to heaven;
Were thine eyes clear as mine, thou mightst behold her
Watching upon yon battlements of stars
How I observe them: should I break my bond,
This board would rive in twain, these wooden lips
Call me most perjur’d villain; let it suffice,
I ha’ set thee in the path. Is’t not a sign
I love thee when with one so most, most dear,
I’ll have thee fellows? All are fellows there.
 

BELLAFRONT
Be greater than a king; save not a body,
But from eternal shipwrack keep a soul:
If not, and that again, sin’s path I tread;
The grief be mine, the guilt fall on thy head.
 

HIPOLITO
Stay and take physic for it; read this book,
Ask counsel of this head what’s to be done:
He’ll strike it dead that ’tis damnation
If you turn Turk again. Oh, do it not!
Tho’ heaven cannot allure you to do well
From doing ill, let hell fright you, and learn this:
The soul whose bosom lust did never touch
Is God’s fair bride, and maidens’ souls are such;
The soul that leaving chastity’s white shore
Swims in hot sensual streams, is the devil’s whore.
 

Enter his servant.
 

How now! Who comes?
 

SERVANT
No more knaves, my lord, that wear smocks. Here’s a letter from Doctor Benedict; I would not enter his man, tho’ he had hairs at his mouth, for fear he should be a woman, for some women have beards. Marry, they are half witches! ‘Slid, you are a sweet youth to wear a codpiece and have no pins to stick upon’t!
 

HIPOLITO
I’ll meet the doctor, tell him; yet tonight
I cannot, but at morrow rising sun
I will not fail. Go, woman; fare thee well.
 

Exeunt [Hipolito and his Servant].
 

BELLAFRONT
The lowest fall can be but into hell;
It does not move him. I must therefore fly
From this undoing city, and with tears
Wash off all anger from my father’s brow:
He cannot sure but joy seeing me new born.
A woman honest first and then turn whore
Is, as with me, common to thousands more,
But from a strumpet to turn chaste, that sound
Has oft been heard, that woman hardly found.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter Fustigo, Crambo and Poh.
 

FUSTIGO
[Giving them money] Hold up your hands, gentlemen: here’s one, two, three — nay, I warrant, they are sound pistols and without flaws, I had them of my sister, and I know she uses to put up nothing that’s crack’d — three, four, five, six, seven, eight and nine. By this hand bring me but a piece of his blood, and you shall have nine more. I’ll lurk in a tavern not far off, and provide supper to close up the end of the tragedy. The linen-draper’s, remember: stand to’t, I beseech you, and play your parts perfectly.
 

CRAMBO
Look you, signior, ’tis not your gold that we weigh.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, nay, weigh it and spare not; if it lack one grain of corn, I’ll give you a bushel of wheat to make it up.
 

CRAMBO
But by your favour, signior, which of the servants is it, because we’ll punish justly.
 

FUSTIGO
Marry, ’tis the head man; you shall taste him by his tongue: a pretty, tall, prating fellow with a Tuscalonian beard.
 

POH
Tuscalonian: very good.
 

FUSTIGO
Cods life, I was ne’er so thrumm’d since I was a gentleman: my coxcomb was dry-beaten as if my hair had been hemp!
 

CRAMBO
We’ll dry-beat some of them.
 

FUSTIGO
Nay, it grew so high that my sister cried murder out very manfully: I have her consent in a manner to have him pepper’d, else I’ll not do’t to win more than ten cheaters do at a rifling. Break but his pate or so, only his mazer, because I’ll have his head in a cloth as well as mine; he’s a linen-draper and may take enough. I could enter mine action of battery against him, but we mayhaps be both dead and rotten before the lawyers would end it.
 

CRAMBO
No more to do but ensconce yourself i’ th’ tavern; provide no great cheer, couple of capons, some pheasants, plovers, an orangeado pie or so: but how bloody soe’er the day be, sally you not forth.
 

FUSTIGO
No, no, nay, if I stir, somebody shall stink; I’ll not budge: I’ll lie like a dog in a manger.
 

CRAMBO
Well, well, to the tavern; let not our supper be raw, for you shall have blood enough, your belly full.
 

FUSTIGO
That’s all, so God sa’ me, I thirst after: blood for blood, bump for bump, nose for nose, head for head, plaster for plaster, and so farewell. What shall I call your names, because I’ll leave word if any such come to the bar.
 

CRAMBO
My name is Corporal Crambo.
 

POH
And mine, Lieutenant Poh.
 

CRAMBO
Poh is as tall a man as ever opened oyster; I would not be the devil to meet Poh. Farewell.
 

FUSTIGO
Nor I, by this light, if Poh be such a Poh.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

Candido’s shop
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola] in her shop, and the two Prentices.
 

[VIOLA]
What’s a’ clock now?
 

SECOND PRENTICE
’Tis almost twelve.
 

[VIOLA]
That’s well.
The senate will leave wording presently.
But is George ready?
 

SECOND PRENTICE
Yes, forsooth, he’s furbish’d.
 

[VIOLA]
Now as you ever hope to win my favour,
Throw both your duties and respects on him
With the like awe as if he were your master;
Let not your looks betray it with a smile,
Or jeering glance to any customer:
Keep a true settled countenance, and beware
You laugh not whatsoever you hear or see.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
I warrant you, mistress, let us alone for keeping our countenance, for if I list, there’s never a fool in all Milan shall make me laugh, let him play the fool never so like an ass, whether it be the fat court fool or the lean city fool.
 

[VIOLA]
Enough then, call down George.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
I hear him coming.
 

Enter George.
 

[VIOLA]
Be ready with your legs then; let me see
How curtsy would become him. Gallantly!
Beshrew my blood, a proper seemly man,
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good port.
 

GEORGE
I thank you, mistress; my back’s broad enough now my master’s gown’s on.
 

[VIOLA]
Sure I should think it were the least of sin
To mistake the master and to let him in.
 

GEORGE
‘Twere a good comedy of errors, that, i’faith.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
Whist, whist, my master!
 

[VIOLA]
You all know your tasks.
 

Enter Candido and exit presently.
 

God’s my life, what’s that he has got upon’s back? Who can tell?
 

GEORGE
That can I, but I will not.
 

[VIOLA]
Girt about him like a madman! What, has he lost his cloak too? This is the maddest fashion that e’er I saw! What said he, George, when he pass’d by thee?
 

GEORGE
Troth, mistress, nothing. Not so much as a bee, he did not hum; not so much as a bawd, he did not hem; not so much as a cuckold, he did not ha; neither hum, hem, nor ha, only star’d me in the face, past along, and made haste in, as if my looks had work’d with him to give him a stool.
 

[VIOLA]
Sure he’s vex’d now; this trick has mov’d his spleen:
He’s ang’red now because he utt’red nothing;
And wordless wrath breaks out more violent.
Maybe he’ll strive for place when he comes down,
But if thou lov’st me, George, afford him none.
 

GEORGE
Nay, let me alone to play my master’s prize, as long as my mistress warrants me. I’m sure I have his best clothes on, and I scorn to give place to any that is inferior in apparel to me: that’s an axiom, a principle, and is observ’d as much as the fashion; let that persuade you then, that I’ll shoulder with him for the upper hand in the shop, as long as this chain will maintain it.
 

[VIOLA]
Spoke with the spirit of a master, tho’ with the tongue of a prentice.
 

Enter Candido like a prentice.
 

Why, how now, madman? What in your tricksy coats?
 

CANDIDO
Oh, peace, good mistress!
 

Enter Crambo and Poh.
 

See what you lack, what is’t you buy? Pure calicoes, fine hollands, choice cambrics, neat lawns! See what you buy! Pray come near, my master will use you well; he can afford you a pennyworth.
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, that he can, out of a whole piece of lawn, i’faith.
 

CANDIDO
Pray see your choice here, gentlemen.
 

[VIOLA]
[Aside] Oh, fine fool! What a madman! A patient madman! Whoever heard of the like? Well, sir, I’ll fit you and your humour presently. What? Cross-points? I’ll untie ‘em all in a trice; I’ll vex you, faith. — Boy, take your cloak; quick, come.
 

Exit [with First Prentice].
 

CANDIDO
Be covered, George; this chain and welted gown
Bare to this coat: then the world’s upside down.
 

GEORGE
Umh, umh, hum.
 

CRAMBO
That’s the shop, and there’s the fellow.
 

POH
Ay, but the master is walking in there.
 

CRAMBO
No matter, we’ll in.
 

POH
‘Sblood, dost long to lie in limbo?
 

CRAMBO
And limbo be in hell, I care not.
 

CANDIDO
Look you, gentlemen, your choice: cambrics?
 

CRAMBO
No, sir, some shirting.
 

CANDIDO
You shall.
 

CRAMBO
Have you none of this strip’d canvas for doublets?
 

CANDIDO
None strip’d, sir, but plain.
 

SECOND PRENTICE
I think there be one piece strip’d within.
 

GEORGE
Step, sirrah, and fetch it, hum, hum, hum.
 

[Exit Second Prentice.]
 

CANDIDO
Look you, gentlemen, I’ll make but one spreading; here’s a piece of cloth, fine, yet shall wear like iron: ’tis without fault, take this upon my word, ’tis without fault.
 

CRAMBO
Then ’tis better than you, sirrah.
 

CANDIDO
Ay, and a number more. Oh, that each soul
Were but as spotless as this innocent white
And had as few breaks in it!
 

CRAMBO
’Twould have some then. There was a fray here last day in this shop.
 

CANDIDO
There was indeed a little flea-biting.
 

POH
A gentleman had his pate broke. Call you that but a flea-biting?
 

CANDIDO
He had so.
 

CRAMBO
Zounds, do you stand in’t?
 

He strikes him.
 

GEORGE
‘Sfoot! Clubs, clubs, prentices! Down with ‘em! Ah, you rogues, strike a citizen in’s shop?
 

[The Prentices rush in and with George they disarm and beat Crambo and Poh.]
 

CANDIDO
None of you stir; I pray, forbear, good George.
 

CRAMBO
I beseech you, sir, we mistook our marks; deliver us our weapons.
 

GEORGE
Your head bleeds, sir: cry clubs!
 

CANDIDO
I say you shall not; pray be patient.
Give them their weapons. Sirs, you’re best be gone;
I tell you here are boys more tough than bears:
Hence, lest more fists do walk about your ears.
 

BOTH [CRAMBO AND POH]
We thank you, sir.
 

Exeunt [Crambo and Poh].
 

CANDIDO
You shall not follow them.
Let them alone pray, this did me no harm;
Troth, I was cold, and the blow made me warm.
I thank ‘em for’t; besides I had decreed
To have a vein prick’d: I did mean to bleed,
So that there’s money sav’d. They are honest men;
Pray use ‘em well when they appear again.
 

GEORGE
Yes, sir, we’ll use ‘em like honest men.
 

CANDIDO
Ay, well said, George, like honest men, tho’ they be arrant knaves, for that’s the phrase of the city. Help to lay up these wares.
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola] with Officers [to one side].
 

[VIOLA]
Yonder he stands.
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
What, in a prentice coat?
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, ay, mad, mad; pray take heed.
 

CANDIDO
How now? What news with them? What make they with my wife? Officers? Is she attach’d? Look to your wares.
 

[VIOLA]
He talks to himself. Oh, he’s much gone indeed!
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Pray pluck up a good heart; be not so fearful.
Sirs, hark, we’ll gather to him by degrees.
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, ay, by degrees I pray. Oh, me! What makes he with the lawn in his hand; he’ll tear all the ware in my shop.
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Fear not, we’ll catch him on a sudden.
 

[VIOLA]
Oh, you had need do so! Pray take heed of your warrant.
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
I warrant, mistress. [Approaching Candido] Now, Signior Candido?
 

CANDIDO
Now, sir, what news with you, sir?
 

[VIOLA]
What news with you, he says. Oh, he’s far gone!
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
I pray fear nothing, let’s alone with him.
Signior, you look not like yourself methinks.
[To Second Officer] Steal you a’ t’other side. — Y’are chang’d, y’are alt’red.
 

CANDIDO
Chang’d, sir? Why, true, sir. Is change strange? ’Tis not the fashion unless it alter? Monarchs turn to beggars, beggars creep into the nests of princes, masters serve their prentices, ladies their serving-men, men turn to women.
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
And women turn to men.
 

CANDIDO
Ay, and women turn to men, you say true. Ha, ha, a mad world, a mad world!
 

[The Officers seize Candido, and the Second Officer begins to bind him.]
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Have we caught you, sir?
 

CANDIDO
Caught me? Well, well, you have caught me.
 

[VIOLA]
He laughs in your faces.
 

GEORGE
A rescue, prentices, my master’s catchpol’d!
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
I charge you keep the peace, or have your legs gartered with irons; we have from the duke a warrant strong enough for what we do.
 

CANDIDO
I pray rest quiet; I desire no rescue.
 

[VIOLA]
La, he desires no rescue! ‘Las, poor heart,
He talks against himself.
 

CANDIDO
Well, what’s the matter?
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Look to that arm;
Pray make sure work: double the cord.
 

CANDIDO
Why, why?
 

[VIOLA]
Look how his head goes! Should he get but loose,
Oh, ‘twere as much as all our lives were worth!
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Fear not, we’ll make all sure for our own safety.
 

CANDIDO
Are you at leisure now? Well, what’s the matter?
Why do I enter into bonds thus, ha?
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Because y’are mad, put fear upon your wife.
 

[VIOLA]
Oh, ay, I went in danger of my life, every minute!
 

CANDIDO
What? Am I mad say you, and I not know it?
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
That proves you mad, because you know it not.
 

[VIOLA]
Pray talk as little to him as you can;
You see he’s too far spent.
 

CANDIDO
Bound with strong cord?
A sister’s thread, i’faith, had been enough
To lead me anywhere. Wife, do you long?
You are mad too, or else you do me wrong.
 

GEORGE
But are you mad indeed, master?
 

CANDIDO
My wife says so,
And what she says, George, is all truth you know.
And whither now? To Beth’lem Monastery?
Ha? Whither?
 

[FIRST] OFFICER
Faith, e’en to the madmen’s pound.
 

CANDIDO
A’ God’s name, still I feel my patience sound.
 

Exeunt [Candido with Officers].
 

GEORGE
Come, we’ll see whither he goes. If the master be mad, we are his servants and must follow his steps: we’ll be madcaps too. Farewell, mistress, you shall have us all in Bedlam.
 

Exeunt [George and the other Prentices].
 

[VIOLA]
I think I ha’ fitted now you and your clothes!
If this move not his patience, nothing can;
I’ll swear then I have a saint and not a man.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

Doctor Benedict’s house
 

Enter Duke, Doctor, Fluello, Castruchio, Pioratto.
 

DUKE
Give us a little leave.
 

[Exeunt Fluello, Castruchio, and Pioratto.]
 

Doctor, your news.
 

DOCTOR
I sent for him, my lord. At last he came,
And did receive all speech that went from me
As gilded pills made to prolong his health:
My credit with him wrought it, for some men
Swallow even empty hooks, like fools that fear
No drowning where ’tis deepest ‘cause ’tis clear.
In th’ end we sat and ate: a health I drank
To Infelice’s sweet departed soul;
This train I knew would take.
 

DUKE
’Twas excellent.
 

DOCTOR
He fell with such devotion on his knees
To pledge the same — 
 

DUKE
Fond, superstitious fool!
 

DOCTOR
That had he been inflam’d with zeal of prayer,
He could not power ‘t out with more reverence.
About my neck he hung, wept on my cheek,
Kiss’d it, and swore he would adore my lips
Because they brought forth Infelice’s name.
 

DUKE
Ha, ha! Alack, alack!
 

DOCTOR
The cup he lifts up high, and thus he said,
“Here, noble maid,” drinks, and was poisoned.
 

DUKE
And died?
 

DOCTOR
And died, my lord.
 

DUKE
Thou in that word
Hast piec’d mine aged hours out with more years
Than thou hast taken from Hipolito.
A noble youth he was, but lesser branches
Hind’ring the greater’s growth must be lopp’d off
And feed the fire. Doctor, w’are now all thine,
And use us so. Be bold.
 

DOCTOR
Thanks, gracious lord.
My honoured lord — 
 

DUKE
Hmh?
 

DOCTOR
I do beseech your grace to bury deep
This bloody act of mine.
 

DUKE
Nay, nay, for that,
Doctor, look you to’t. Me it shall not move;
They’re curs’d that ill do, not that ill do love.
 

DOCTOR
You throw an angry forehead on my face,
But be you pleas’d, backward thus for to look,
That for your good this evil I undertook — 
 

DUKE
Ay, ay, we conster so.
 

DOCTOR
And only for your love — 
 

DUKE
Confess’d, ’tis true.
 

DOCTOR
Nor let it stand against me as a bar
To thrust me from your presence, nor believe,
As princes have quick thoughts, that now my finger
Being deep’d in blood I will not spare the hand,
But that for gold, as what can gold not do,
I may be hir’d to work the like on you.
 

DUKE
Which to prevent — 
 

DOCTOR
’Tis from my heart as far — 
 

DUKE
No matter, doctor, ‘cause I’ll fearless sleep;
And that you shall stand clear of that suspicion
I banish thee forever from my court.
This principle is old but true as fate:
Kings may love treason, but the traitor hate.
 

Exit.
 

DOCTOR
Is’t so? Nay then, duke, your stale principle
With one as stale the doctor thus shall quit:
He falls himself that digs another’s pit.
How now!
 

Enter the Doctor’s Man.
 

Where is he? Will he meet me?
 

DOCTOR’S MAN
Meet you, sir! He might have met with three fencers in this time and have received less hurt than by meeting one doctor of physic! Why, sir, h’as walk’d under the old abbey wall yonder this hour till he’s more cold than a citizen’s country house in January; you may smell him behind, sir. La you, yonder he comes.
 

DOCTOR
Leave me.
 

Enter Hipolito.
 

DOCTOR’S MAN
I’ th’ lurch, if you will.
 

Exit.
 

DOCTOR
Oh, my most noble friend!
 

HIPOLITO
Few but yourself
Could have intic’d me thus to trust the air
With my close sighs. You send for me. What news?
 

DOCTOR
Come, you must doff this black, dye that pale cheek
Into his own colour; go. Attire yourself
Fresh as a bridegroom when he meets his bride.
The duke has done much treason to thy love;
’Tis now revealed, ’tis now to be reveng’d.
Be merry, honour’d friend: thy lady lives.
 

HIPOLITO
What lady?
 

DOCTOR
Infelice. She’s reviv’d.
Reviv’d? Alack! Death never had the heart
To take breath from her.
 

HIPOLITO
Umh, I thank you, sir.
Physic prolongs life when it cannot save:
This helps not my hopes; mine are in their grave.
You do some wrong to mock me.
 

DOCTOR
By that love
Which I have ever borne you, what I speak
Is truth: the maiden lives. That funeral,
Duke’s tears, the mourning was all counterfeit:
A sleepy draught cozen’d the world and you;
I was his minister and then chamb’red up
To stop discovery.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, treacherous duke!
 

DOCTOR
He cannot hope so certainly for bliss,
As he believes that I have poison’d you.
He woo’d me to’t, I yielded, and confirm’d him
In his most bloody thoughts.
 

HIPOLITO
A very devil!
 

DOCTOR
Her did he closely coach to Bergamo,
And thither — 
 

HIPOLITO
Will I ride! Stood Bergamo
In the low countries of black hell, I’ll to her.
 

DOCTOR
You shall to her, but not to Bergamo.
How passion makes you fly beyond yourself!
Much of that weary journey I ha’ cut off,
For she by letters hath intelligence
Of your supposed death, her own interment,
And all those plots, which that false duke her father
Has wrought against you. And she’ll meet you.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, when?
 

DOCTOR
Nay, see how covetous are your desires;
Early tomorrow morn.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, where, good father?
 

DOCTOR
At Beth’lem Monastery. Are you pleas’d now?
 

HIPOLITO
At Beth’lem monastery. The place well fits:
It is the school where those that lose their wits
Practise again to get them. I am sick
Of that disease; all love is lunatic.
 

DOCTOR
We’ll steal away this night in some disguise;
Father Anselmo, a most reverend friar,
Expects our coming, before whom we’ll lay
Reasons so strong that he shall yield in bands
Of holy wedlock to tie both your hands.
 

HIPOLITO
This is such happiness
That to believe it ’tis impossible!
 

DOCTOR
Let all your joys then die in misbelief;
I will reveal no more.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, yes, good father,
I am so well acquainted with despair,
I know not how to hope: I believe all.
 

DOCTOR
We’ll hence this night; much must be done, much said,
But if the doctor fail not in his charms,
Your lady shall ere morning fill these arms.
 

HIPOLITO
Heavenly physician, far thy fame shall spread,
That mak’st two lovers speak when they be dead.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

Outside the Duke’s castle
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola] and George; Pioratto meets them.
 

[VIOLA]
Oh, watch, good George, watch which way the duke comes.
 

GEORGE
Here comes one of the butterflies; ask him.
 

[VIOLA]
Pray, sir, comes the duke this way?
 

PIORATTO
He’s upon coming, mistress.
 

Exit.
 

[VIOLA]
I thank you, sir.
 

Exit [Pioratto].
 

George, are there many mad folks where thy master lies?
 

GEORGE
Oh, yes, of all countries some, but especially mad Greeks; they swarm. Troth, mistress, the world is altered with you; you had not wont to stand thus with a paper humbly complaining, but you’re well enough serv’d: provender prick’d you, as it does many of our city-wives besides.
 

[VIOLA]
Dost think, George, we shall get him forth?
 

GEORGE
Truly, mistress, I cannot tell; I think you’ll hardly get him forth. Why, ’tis strange! ‘Sfoot, I have known many women that have had mad rascals to their husbands, whom they would belabour by all means possible to keep ‘em in their right wits, but of a woman to long to turn a tame man into a madman, why, the devil himself was never us’d so by his dam!
 

[VIOLA]
How does he talk, George? Ha, good George, tell me!
 

GEORGE
Why, you’re best go see.
 

[VIOLA]
Alas, I am afraid.
 

GEORGE
Afraid! You had more need be asham’d: he may rather be afraid of you.
 

[VIOLA]
But, George, he’s not stark mad, is he? He does not rave, he’s not horn-mad, George, is he?
 

GEORGE
Nay, I know not that, but he talks like a justice of peace, of a thousand matters and to no purpose.
 

[VIOLA]
I’ll to the monastery: I shall be mad till I enjoy him, I shall be sick till I see him, yet when I do see him, I shall weep out mine eyes.
 

GEORGE
Ay, I’d fain see a woman weep out her eyes; that’s as true as to say a man’s cloak burns when it hangs in the water. I know you’ll weep, mistress, but what says the painted cloth:
“Trust not a woman when she cries,
For she’ll pump water from her eyes
With a wet finger, and in faster showers
Than April when he rains down flowers.”
 

[VIOLA]
Ay, but George, that painted cloth is worthy to be hang’d up for lying, all women have not tears at will unless they have good cause.
 

GEORGE
Ay, but mistress, how easily will they find a cause, and as one of our cheese-trenchers says very learnedly:
“As out of wormwood bees suck honey,
As from poor clients lawyers firk money
As parsley from a roasted coney,
So, tho’ the day be ne’er so sunny,
If wives will have it rain, down then it drives:
The calmest husbands make the [stormiest] wives.”
 

[VIOLA]
[True], George, but I ha’ done storming now.
 

GEORGE
Why, that’s well done, good mistress; throw aside this fashion of your humour: be not so fantastical in wearing it; storm no more, long no more. This longing has made you come short of many a good thing that you might have had from my master. Here comes the duke.
 

Enter Duke, Fluello, Pioratto, Sinezi.
 

[VIOLA]
Oh, I beseech you pardon my offense,
In that I durst abuse your grace’s warrant!
Deliver forth my husband, good my lord.
 

DUKE
Who is her husband?
 

FLUELLO
Candido, my lord.
 

DUKE
Where is he?
 

[VIOLA]
He’s among the lunatics.
He was a man made up without a gall;
Nothing could move him, nothing could convert
His meek blood into fury: yet like a monster,
I often beat at the most constant rock
Of his unshaken patience, and did long
To vex him.
 

DUKE
Did you so?
 

[VIOLA]
And for that purpose,
Had warrant from your grace to carry him
To Beth’lem Monastery, whence they will not free him
Without your grace’s hand that sent him in.
 

DUKE
You have long’d fair. ’Tis you are mad, I fear;
It’s fit to fetch him thence and keep you there.
If he be mad, why would you have him forth?
 

GEORGE
And please your grace, he’s not stark mad, but only talks like a young gentleman, somewhat fantastically, that’s all: there’s a thousand about your court, city, and country madder than he.
 

DUKE
Provide a warrant, you shall have our hand.
 

GEORGE
Here’s a warrant ready drawn, my lord.
 

DUKE
Get pen and ink, get pen and ink.
 

Enter Castruchio.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Where is my lord the duke?
 

DUKE
How now? More madmen?
 

CASTRUCHIO
I have strange news, my lord,
 

DUKE
Of what? Of what?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Of Infelice and a marriage.
 

DUKE
Ha! Where? With whom?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Hipolito.
 

GEORGE
[Offering the Duke a pen] Here, my lord.
 

DUKE
Hence with that woman, void the room!
 

FLUELLO
Away, the duke’s vex’d.
 

GEORGE
Whoop! Come, mistress, the duke’s mad too.
 

Exeunt [Viola and George].
 

DUKE
Who told me that Hipolito was dead?
 

CASTRUCHIO
He that can make any man dead, the doctor; but, my lord, he’s as full of life as wild-fire, and as quick. Hipolito, the doctor, and one more rid hence this evening; the inn at which they light is Beth’lem Monastery: Infelice comes from Bergamo and meets them there. Hipolito is mad, for he means this day to be married; the afternoon is the hour, and Friar Anselmo is the knitter.
 

DUKE
From Bergamo? Is’t possible? It cannot be,
It cannot be.
 

CASTRUCHIO
I will not swear, my lord,
But this intelligence I took from one
Whose brains works in the plot.
 

DUKE
What’s he?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Matheo.
 

FLUELLO
Matheo knows all.
 

PIORATTO
He’s Hipolito’s bosom.
 

DUKE
How far stands Beth’lem hence?
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
Six or seven miles.
 

DUKE
Is’t even so!
Not married till the afternoon, you say?
Stay, stay, let’s work out some prevention. How!
This is most strange! Can none but madmen serve
To dress their wedding dinner? All of you,
Get presently to horse; disguise yourselves
Like country gentlemen,
Or riding citizens, or so, and take
Each man a several path, but let us meet
At Beth’lem Monastery, some space of time
Being spent between the arrival each of other,
As if we came to see the lunatics.
To horse, away! Be secret on your lives;
Love must be punish’d that unjustly thrives.
 

Exeunt [all but Fluello].
 

FLUELLO
Be secret on your lives! Castruchio,
Y’are but a scurvy spaniel. Honest lord,
Good lady! Zounds, their love is just, ’tis good!
And I’ll prevent you, tho’ I swim in blood.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

Bethlehem Monastery
 

Enter Friar Anselmo, Hipolito, Matheo, Infelice.
 

HIPOLITO
Nay, nay, resolve, good father, or deny.
 

ANSELMO
You press me to an act both full of danger
And full of happiness, for I behold
Your father’s frowns, his threats, nay, perhaps death
To him that dare do this; yet noble lord,
Such comfortable beams break through these clouds
By this bless’d marriage; that, your honour’d word
Being pawn’d in my defense, I will tie fast
The holy wedding knot.
 

HIPOLITO
Tush, fear not the duke.
 

ANSELMO
Oh, son,
Wisely to fear is to be free from fear.
 

HIPOLITO
You have our words, and you shall have our lives,
To guard you safe from all ensuing danger.
 

MATHEO
Ay, ay, chop ‘em up and away.
 

ANSELMO
Stay: when is’t fit for me, safest for you,
To entertain this business?
 

HIPOLITO
Not till the evening.
 

ANSELMO
Be ‘t so; there is a chapel stands hard by,
Upon the west end of the abbey wall:
Thither convey yourselves, and when the sun
Hath turn’d his back upon this upper world,
I’ll marry you; that done, no thund’ring voice
Can break the sacred bond. Yet lady, here
You are most safe.
 

INFELICE
Father, your love’s most dear.
 

MATHEO
Ay, well said. Lock us into some little room by ourselves that we may be mad for an hour or two.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, good Matheo, no, let’s make no noise.
 

MATHEO
How! No noise! Do you know where you are? ‘Sfoot, amongst all the madcaps in Milan, so that to throw the house out at window will be the better, and no man will suspect that we lurk here to steal mutton: the more sober we are, the more scurvy ’tis. And tho’ the friar tell us that here we are safest, I’m not of his mind, for if those lay here that had lost their money, none would ever look after them, but here are none but those that have lost their wits, so that if hue and cry be made, hither they’ll come, and my reason is, because none goes be married till he be stark mad.
 

Enter Fluello.
 

HIPOLITO
Muffle yourselves; yonder’s Fluello.
 

MATHEO
Zounds!
 

FLUELLO
Oh, my lord, these cloaks are not for this rain; the tempest is too great: I come sweating to tell you of it that you may get out of it.
 

MATHEO
Why, what’s the matter?
 

FLUELLO
What’s the matter? You have matter’d it fair: the duke’s at hand.
 

OMNES
The duke?
 

FLUELLO
The very duke.
 

HIPOLITO
Then all our plots
Are turn’d upon our heads, and we are blown up
With our own underminings. ‘Sfoot, how comes he?
What villain durst betray our being here?
 

FLUELLO
Castruchio, Castruchio told the duke, and Matheo here told Castruchio.
 

HIPOLITO
Would you betray me to Castruchio?
 

MATHEO
‘Sfoot, he damn’d himself to the pit of hell if he spake on’t again!
 

HIPOLITO
So did you swear to me, so were you damn’d.
 

MATHEO
Pox on ‘em, and there be no faith in men, if a man shall not believe oaths! He took bread and salt, by this light, that he would never open his lips.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh God, oh God!
 

ANSELMO
Son, be not desperate;
Have patience: you shall trip your enemy down
By his own sleights. How far is the duke hence?
 

FLUELLO
He’s but new set out. Castruchio, Pioratto, and Sinezi come along with him: you have time enough yet to prevent them if you have but courage.
 

ANSELMO
You shall steal secretly into the chapel
And presently be married; if the duke
Abide here still, spite of ten thousand eyes,
You shall scape hence like friars.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, bless’d disguise! Oh, happy man!
 

ANSELMO
Talk not of happiness till your clos’d hand
Have her by th’ forehead, like the lock of time.
Be not too slow nor hasty now you climb
Up to the tower of bliss, only be wary
And patient, that’s all: if you like my plot,
Build and dispatch; if not, farewell, then not.
 

HIPOLITO
Oh, yes, we do applaud it; we’ll dispute
No longer, but will hence and execute.
Fluello, you’ll stay here; let us be gone.
The ground that frighted lovers tread upon
Is stuck with thorns.
 

ANSELMO
Come then, away: ’tis meet,
To escape those thorns, to put on winged feet.
 

Exeunt [Hipolito, Infelice, and Anselmo].
 

MATHEO
No words I pray, Fluello, for it stands us upon.
 

FLUELLO
Oh, sir, let that be your lesson.
 

[Exit Matheo.]
 

Alas, poor lovers, on what hopes and fears
Men toss themselves for women! When she’s got
The best has in her that which pleaseth not.
 

Enter to Fluello the Duke, Castruchio, Pioratto, and Sinezi from several doors muffled.
 

DUKE
Who’s there?
 

CASTRUCHIO
My lord.
 

DUKE
Peace, send that lord away:
A lordship will spoil all; let’s be all fellows.
What’s he?
 

CASTRUCHIO
Fluello, or else Sinezi by his little legs.
 

OMNES
All friends, all friends.
 

DUKE
What, met upon the very point of time!
Is this the place?
 

PIORATTO
This is the place, my lord.
 

DUKE
Dream you on lordships! Come, no more lords, pray.
You have not seen these lovers yet?
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
Not yet.
 

DUKE
Castruchio, art thou sure this wedding feat
Is not till afternoon?
 

CASTRUCHIO
So ’tis given out, my lord.
 

DUKE
Nay, nay, ’tis like; thieves must observe their hours:
Lovers watch minutes like astronomers.
How shall the interim hours by us be spent?
 

FLUELLO
Let’s all go see the madmen.
 

OMNES
Mass, content.
 

Enter a Sweeper.
 

DUKE
Oh, here comes one; question him, question him.
 

FLUELLO
How now, honest fellow. Dost thou belong to the house?
 

[SWEEPER]
Yes, forsooth, I am one of the implements; I sweep the madmen’s rooms, and fetch straw for ‘em, and buy chains to tie ‘em, and rods to whip ‘em. I was a mad wag myself here once, but I thank Father Anselm: he lash’d me into my right mind again.
 

DUKE
[Aside to Castruchio] Anselmo is the friar must marry them;
Question him where he is.
 

CASTRUCHIO
And where is Father Anselmo now?
 

[SWEEPER]
Marry, he’s gone but e’en now.
 

DUKE
Ay, well done. Tell me, whither is he gone?
 

[SWEEPER]
Why, to God A’mighty.
 

FLUELLO
Ha, ha, this fellow is a fool, talks idly!
 

PIORATTO
Sirrah, are all the mad folks in Milan brought hither?
 

[SWEEPER]
How! All! There’s a wise question indeed. Why, if all the mad folks in Milan should come hither, there would not be left ten men in the city.
 

DUKE
Few gentlemen or courtiers here, ha?
 

[SWEEPER]
Oh, yes! Abundance, abundance! Lands no sooner fall into their hands, but straight they run out a’ their wits. Citizens’ sons and heirs are free of the house by their father’s copy. Farmers’ sons come hither like geese in flocks and when they ha’ sold all their cornfields, here they sit and pick the straws.
 

SINEZI
Methinks you should have women here as well as men.
 

[SWEEPER]
Oh, ay, a plague on ‘em! There’s no ho with them; they are madder than march hares.
 

FLUELLO
Are there no lawyers here amongst you?
 

[SWEEPER]
Oh, no, not one: never any lawyer! We dare not let a lawyer come in, for he’ll make ‘em mad faster than we can recover ‘em.
 

DUKE
And how long is’t e’er you recover any of these?
 

[SWEEPER]
Why, according to the quantity of the moon that’s got into ‘em. An alderman’s son will be mad a great while, a very great while, especially if his friends left him well. A whore will hardly come to her wits again. A puritan, there’s no hope of him, unless he may pull down the steeple and hang himself i’ th’ bell-ropes.
 

FLUELLO
I perceive all sorts of fish come to your net.
 

[SWEEPER]
Yes, in truth, we have blocks for all heads; we have good store of wild oats here, for the courtier is mad at the citizen, the citizen is mad at the country man, the shoemaker is mad at the cobbler, the cobbler at the carman, the punk is mad that the merchant’s wife is no whore, the merchant’s wife is mad that the punk is so common a whore — 
 

Enter Anselmo.
 

Gods-so, here’s Father Anselm! Pray say nothing that I tell tales out of the school.
 

Exit.
 

OMNES [NOBLES]
God bless you, father.
 

ANSELMO
Thank you, gentlemen.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Pray may we see some of those wretched souls
That here are in your keeping?
 

ANSELMO
Yes, you shall,
But, gentlemen, I must disarm you then.
There are of mad men, as there are of tame,
All humour’d not alike: we have here some,
So apish and fantastic, play with a feather,
And tho ’twould grieve a soul to see God’s image
So blemish’d and defac’d, yet do they act
Such antic and such pretty lunacies,
That spite of sorrow they will make you smile;
Others again we have like hungry lions,
Fierce as wild bulls, untamable as flies,
And these have oftentimes from strangers’ sides
Snatch’d rapiers suddenly and done much harm,
Whom if you’ll see, you must be weaponless.
 

OMNES [NOBLES]
With all our hearts.
 

ANSELMO
[Calling offstage] Here, take these weapons in.
 

[Enter Sweeper, then exits with their swords.]
 

Stand off a little pray; so, so, ’tis well.
I’ll show you here a man that was sometimes
A very grave and wealthy citizen,
Has serv’d a prenticeship to this misfortune,
Been here seven years, and dwelt in Bergamo.
 

DUKE
How fell he from himself?
 

ANSELMO
By loss at sea.
I’ll stand aside; question him you alone,
For if he spy me, he’ll not speak a word
Unless he’s throughly vex’d.
 

Discovers an old man, [the First Madman,] wrapp’d in a net.
 

FLUELLO
Alas, poor soul.
 

CASTRUCHIO
A very old man.
 

DUKE
God speed, father.
 

FIRST MADMAN
God speed the plough: thou shalt not speed me.
 

PIORATTO
We see you, old man, for all you dance in a net.
 

FIRST MADMAN
True, but thou wilt dance in a halter, and I shall not see thee.
 

ANSELMO
Oh, do not vex him, pray!
 

CASTRUCHIO
Are you a fisherman, father?
 

FIRST MADMAN
No, I’m neither fish nor flesh.
 

FLUELLO
What do you with that net then?
 

FIRST MADMAN
Dost not see, fool? There’s a fresh salmon in’t. If you step one foot furder, you’ll be over shoes, for you see I’m over head and ear in the saltwater, and if you fall into this whirlpool where I am, y’are drown’d, y’are a drown’d rat! I am fishing here for five ships, but I cannot have a good draught, for my net breaks still, and breaks, but I’ll break some of your necks and I catch you in my clutches. Stay, stay, stay, stay, stay. Where’s the wind, where’s the wind, where’s the wind, where’s the wind? Out, you gulls, you goose-caps, you gudgeon-eaters! Do you look for the wind in the heavens? Ha, ha, ha, ha! No, no, look there, look there, look there! The wind is always at that door. Hark how it blows, poof, poof, poof!
 

OMNES [NOBLES]
Ha, ha, ha!
 

FIRST MADMAN
Do you laugh at God’s creatures? Do you mock old age, you rogues? Is this gray beard and head counterfeit, that you cry, “Ha, ha, ha?” Sirrah, art not thou my eldest son?
 

PIORATTO
Yes indeed, father.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Then th’art a fool, for my eldest son had a polt foot, crooked legs, a vergis face, and a pear-colour’d beard; I made him a scholar, and he made himself a fool. Sirrah! Thou there! Hold out thy hand.
 

DUKE
My hand? Well, here ’tis.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Look, look, look, look: has he not long nails and short hair?
 

FLUELLO
Yes, monstrous short hair and abominable long nails.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Tenpenny nails, are they not?
 

FLUELLO
Yes, tenpenny nails.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Such nails had my second boy. Kneel down, thou varlet, and ask thy father blessing. Such nails had my middlemost son and I made him a promoter, and he scrap’d, and scrap’d, and scrap’d till he got the devil and all, but he scrap’d thus, and thus, and thus, and it went under his legs, till at length a company of kites taking him for carrion swept up all, all, all, all, all, all, all. If you love your lives, look to yourselves. See, see, see, see, the Turks’ galleys are fighting with my ships! Bounce goes the guns! “Oooh!” cry the men. Romble romble go the waters. Alas! There! ’Tis sunk, ’tis sunk! I am undone, I am undone! You are the damn’d pirates have undone me! You are, by th’ Lord, you are, you are, stop ‘em, you are!
 

ANSELMO
Why, how now, sirrah! Must I fall to tame you?
 

FIRST MADMAN
Tame me? No, I’ll be madder than a roasted cat. See, see, I am burnt with gunpowder; these are our close fights.
 

ANSELMO
I’ll whip you if you grow unruly thus.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Whip me? Out, you toad! Whip me? What justice is this, to whip me because I’m a beggar? Alas, I am a poor man, a very poor man! I am starv’d, and have had no meat by this light, ever since the great flood. I am a poor man.
 

ANSELMO
Well, well, be quiet and you shall have meat.
 

FIRST MADMAN
Ay, ay, pray do, for look you here be my guts. These are my ribs; you may look through my ribs. See how my guts come out! These are my red guts, my very guts, oh, oh!
 

ANSELMO
Take him in there.
 

[Enter the Sweeper and takes away the First Madman.]
 

OMNES [NOBLES]
A very piteous sight.
 

CASTRUCHIO
Father, I see you have a busy charge.
 

ANSELMO
They must be us’d like children, pleas’d with toys,
And anon whipp’d for their unruliness.
I’ll show you now a pair quite different
From him that’s gone; he was all words, and these,
Unless you urge ‘em, seldom spend their speech,
But save their tongues. La you!
 

[Enter the Second and Third Madmen.]
 

This hithermost
Fell from the happy quietness of mind,
About a maiden that he lov’d and died.
He followed her to church, being full of tears,
And as her body went into the ground,
He fell stark mad. That is a married man
Was jealous of a fair but, as some say,
A very virtuous wife, and that spoil’d him.
 

SECOND MADMAN
All these are whoremongers and lay with my wife! Whore, whore, whore, whore, whore!
 

FLUELLO
Observe him.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Gaffer shoemaker, you pull’d on my wife’s pumps, and then crept into her pantofles: lie there, lie there. This was her tailor; you cut out her loose-bodied gown and put in a yard more than I allowed her. Lie there by the shoemaker. Oh, master doctor, are you here? You gave me a purgation and then crept into my wife’s chamber to feel her pulses, and you said, and she said, and her maid said that they went pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat. Doctor, I’ll put you anon into my wife’s urinal. Heigh, come aloft, Jack! This was her schoolmaster, and taught her to play upon the virginals: still his jacks leapt up, up; you prick’d her out nothing but bawdy lessons, but I’ll prick you all! Fiddler, doctor, tailor, shoemaker; shoemaker, fiddler, doctor, tailor: so, lie with my wife again now!
 

CASTRUCHIO
See how he notes the other now he feeds.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Give me some porridge.
 

THIRD MADMAN
I’ll give thee none.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Give me some porridge.
 

THIRD MADMAN
I’ll not give thee a bit.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Give me that flap-dragon.
 

THIRD MADMAN
I’ll not give thee a spoonful. Thou liest; it’s no dragon, ’tis a parrot that I bought for my sweetheart, and I’ll keep it.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Here’s an almond for parrot.
 

THIRD MADMAN
Hang thyself.
 

SECOND MADMAN
Here’s a rope for parrot.
 

THIRD MADMAN
Eat it, for I’ll eat this.
 

SECOND MADMAN
I’ll shoot at thee and thou ‘t give me none.
 

THIRD MADMAN
Wut thou?
 

SECOND MADMAN
I’ll run a-tilt at thee and thou ‘t give me none.
 

THIRD MADMAN
Wut thou? Do and thou dar’st!
 

SECOND MADMAN
Bounce!
 

THIRD MADMAN
Oh! I am slain! Murder, murder, murder, I am slain, my brains are beaten out!
 

ANSELMO
How now, you villains! Bring me whips! I’ll whip you!
 

THIRD MADMAN
I am dead, I am slain! Ring out the bell, for I am dead!
 

DUKE
How will you do now, sirrah? You ha’ kill’d him.
 

SECOND MADMAN
I’ll answer ‘t at sessions: he was eating of almond-butter, and I long’d for’t; the child had never been delivered out of my belly, if I had not kill’d him. I’ll answer ‘t at sessions, so my wife may be burnt i’ th’ hand too.
 

[Enter the Sweeper.]
 

ANSELMO
Take ‘em in both: bury him, for he’s dead.
 

THIRD MADMAN
Ay, indeed, I am dead; put me I pray into a good pit hole.
 

SECOND MADMAN
I’ll answer ‘t at sessions.
 

Exeunt [Sweeper with Madmen]. Enter Bellafront mad.
 

ANSELMO
How now, huswife, whither gad you?
 

BELLAFRONT
A-nutting, forsooth. How do you, gaffer? How do you, gaffer? There’s a French curtsy for you too.
 

FLUELLO
[Aside] ’Tis Bellafront!
 

PIORATTO
[Aside] ’Tis the punk, by th’ Lord!
 

DUKE
Father, what’s she I pray?
 

ANSELMO
As yet I know not;
She came but in this day, talks little idly,
And therefore has the freedom of the house.
 

BELLAFRONT
Do not you know me? Nor you? Nor you, nor you?
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
No indeed.
 

BELLAFRONT
Then you are an ass, and you are an ass, and you are an ass, for I know you.
 

ANSELMO
Why, what are they? Come, tell me, what are they?
 

BELLAFRONT
Three fishwives. Will you buy any gudgeons?
 

Enter Hipolito, Matheo, and Infelice disguis’d in the habits of friars.
 

God’s santy, yonder come friars! I know them too. How do you, friar?
 

ANSELMO
Nay, nay, away, you must not trouble friars.
[Aside to Hipolito] The duke is here; speak nothing.
 

BELLAFRONT
Nay, indeed, you shall not go: we’ll run at barley-break first, and you shall be in hell.
 

MATHEO
[Aside to Hipolito] My punk turn’d mad whore, as all her fellows are?
 

HIPOLITO
[Aside to Matheo] Speak nothing, but steal hence when you spy time.
 

ANSELMO
I’ll lock you up if y’are unruly, fie!
 

BELLAFRONT
Fie! Marry foh, they shall not go indeed till I ha’ told ‘em their fortunes.
 

DUKE
Good father, give her leave.
 

BELLAFRONT
I pray, good father, and I’ll give you my blessing.
 

ANSELMO
Well then, be brief, but if you are thus unruly,
I’ll have you lock’d up fast.
 

PIORATTO
Come to their fortunes.
 

BELLAFRONT
Let me see — one, two, three, and four — I’ll begin with the little friar first. Here’s a fine hand indeed; I never saw friar have such a dainty hand. Here’s a hand for a lady. You ha’ good fortune now.
Oh, see, see what a thread here’s spun:
You love a friar better than a nun,
Yet long you’ll love no friar, not no friar’s son.
 

Bow a little.
 

The line of life is out, yet I’m afraid
For all you’re holy, you’ll not die a maid.
God give you joy.
Now to you, Friar Tuck.
 

MATHEO
God send me good luck.
 

BELLAFRONT
You love one, and one loves you.
You are a false knave, and she’s a Jew.
Here is a dial that false ever goes.
 

MATHEO
Oh, your wit drops!
 

BELLAFRONT
Troth, so does your nose.
[To Hipolito] Nay, let’s shake hands with you too;
Pray open. Here’s a fine hand.
Ho, friar, ho! God be here,
So he had need: you’ll keep good cheer.
Here’s a free table, but a frozen breast,
For you’ll starve those that love you best.
Yet you have good fortune, for if I am no liar,
Then you are no friar, nor you, nor you no friar.
 

Discovers them.
 

Ha, ha, ha, ha!
 

DUKE
Are holy habits cloaks for villainy?
Draw all your weapons!
 

HIPOLITO
Do, draw all your weapons!
 

DUKE
Where are your weapons? Draw!
 

OMNES [COURTIERS]
The friar has gull’d us of ‘em.
 

MATHEO
Oh, rare trick!
You ha’ learnt one mad point of arithmetic.
 

HIPOLITO
Why swells your spleen so high? Against what bosom
Would you your weapons draw? Hers? ’Tis your daughter’s!
Mine? ’Tis your son’s!
 

DUKE
Son?
 

MATHEO
Son, by yonder sun.
 

HIPOLITO
You cannot shed blood here, but ’tis your own;
To spill your own blood were damnation.
Lay smooth that wrinkled brow, and I will throw
Myself beneath your feet;
Let it be rugged still and flinted o’er,
What can come forth but sparkles that will burn
Yourself and us? She’s mine; my claim’s most good:
She’s mine by marriage, tho’ she’s yours by blood.
 

ANSELMO
[Kneeling] I have a hand, dear lord, deep in this act,
For I foresaw this storm, yet willingly
Put forth to meet it. Oft have I seen a father
Washing the wounds of his dear son in tears,
A son to curse the sword that struck his father,
Both slain i’ th’ quarrel of your families.
Those scars are now ta’en off, and I beseech you
To seal our pardon; all was to this end,
To turn the ancient hates of your two houses
To fresh green friendship, that your loves might look
Like the spring’s forehead, comfortably sweet,
And your vex’d souls in peaceful union meet.
Their blood will now be yours, yours will be theirs,
And happiness shall crown your silver hairs.
 

FLUELLO
You see, my lord, there’s now no remedy.
 

OMNES
Beseech your lordship!
 

DUKE
You beseech fair: you have me in place fit
To bridle me. Rise, friar; you may be glad
You can make madmen tame and tame men mad.
Since fate hath conquered, I must rest content;
To strive now would but add new punishment.
I yield unto your happiness; be bless’d:
Our families shall henceforth breathe in rest.
 

OMNES
Oh, happy change!
 

DUKE
Yours now is my consent;
I throw upon your joys my full content.
 

BELLAFRONT
Am not I a good girl for finding the friar in the well? Gods-so, you are a brave man! Will not you buy me some sugar-plums because I am so good a fortune-teller?
 

DUKE
Would thou hadst wit, thou pretty soul, to ask
As I have will to give.
 

BELLAFRONT
Pretty soul! A pretty soul is better than a pretty body. Do not you know my pretty soul? I know you. Is not your name Matheo?
 

MATHEO
Yes, lamb.
 

BELLAFRONT
Baa, lamb! There you lie, for I am mutton. Look, fine man, he was mad for me once, and I was mad for him once, and he was mad for her once, and were you never mad? Yes, I warrant. I had a fine jewel once, a very fine jewel, and that naughty man stole it away from me, a very fine jewel.
 

DUKE
What jewel, pretty maid?
 

BELLAFRONT
Maid? Nay, that’s a lie. Oh, ’twas a very rich jewel call’d a maidenhead, and had not you it, leerer?
 

MATHEO
Out, you mad ass! Away!
 

DUKE
Had he thy maidenhead?
He shall make thee amends and marry thee.
 

BELLAFRONT
Shall he? Oh, brave Arthur of Bradley then!
 

DUKE
And if he bear the mind of a gentleman,
I know he will.
 

MATHEO
I think I rifled her of some such paltry jewel.
 

DUKE
Did you? Then marry her; you see the wrong
Has led her spirits into a lunacy.
 

MATHEO
How, marry her, my lord? ‘Sfoot, marry a madwoman? Let a man get the tamest wife he can come by, she’ll be mad enough afterward, do what he can.
 

DUKE
Nay then, Father Anselmo here shall do his best
To bring her to her wits, and will you then?
 

MATHEO
I cannot tell I may choose.
 

DUKE
Nay, then law shall compel: I tell you, sir,
So much her hard fate moves me, you should not breathe
Under this air unless you married her.
 

MATHEO
Well then, when her wits stand in their right place I’ll marry her.
 

BELLAFRONT
I thank your grace. Matheo, thou art mine;
I am not mad, but put on this disguise
Only for you, my lord, for you can tell
Much wonder of me: but you are gone; farewell.
Matheo, thou didst first turn my soul black;
Now make it white again: I do protest,
I’m pure as fire now, chaste as Cynthia’s breast.
 

HIPOLITO
I durst be sworn, Matheo, she’s indeed.
 

MATHEO
Cony-catch’d, gull’d! Must I sail in your fly-boat
Because I help’d to rear your mainmast first?
Plague ‘found you for’t! ’Tis well:
The cuckold’s stamp goes current in all nations.
Some men have horns given them at their creations:
If I be one of those, why, so it’s better
To take a common wench and make her good,
Than one that simpers and at first will scarce
Be tempted forth over the threshold door,
Yet in one se’nnight, zounds, turns arrant whore!
Come wench, thou shalt be mine, give me thy golls;
We’ll talk of legs hereafter. See, my lord;
God give us joy.
 

OMNES
God give you joy.
 

Enter Candido’s wife [Viola] and George.
 

GEORGE
Come, mistress, we are in Bedlam now. Mass, and see we come in pudding-time, for here’s the duke.
 

[VIOLA]
My husband, good my lord.
 

DUKE
Have I thy husband?
 

CASTRUCHIO
It’s Candido, my lord; he’s here among the lunatics. Father Anselmo, pray fetch him forth.
 

[Exit Anselmo.]
 

This madwoman is his wife, and tho’ she were not with child, yet did she long most spitefully to have her husband mad, and because she would be sure he should turn Jew, she plac’d him here in Beth’lem.
 

Enter Candido with Anselmo.
 

Yonder he comes.
 

DUKE
Come hither, signior. Are you mad?
 

CANDIDO
You are not mad.
 

DUKE
Why, I know that.
 

CANDIDO
Then may you know I am not mad that know
You are not mad, and that you are the duke.
None is mad here but one. How do you, wife?
What do you long for now? Pardon, my lord,
She had lost her child’s nose else. I did cut out
Pennyworths of lawn, the lawn was yet mine own;
A carpet was my gown, yet ’twas mine own;
I wore my man’s coat, yet the cloth mine own;
Had a crack’d crown, the crown was yet mine own:
She says for this I’m mad; were her words true,
I should be mad indeed. Oh, foolish skill,
Is patience madness? I’ll be a madman still.
 

[VIOLA]
[Kneeling] Forgive me and I’ll vex your spirit no more.
 

DUKE
Come, come, we’ll have you friends; join hearts, join hands.
 

CANDIDO
See my lord, we are even.
Nay, rise, for ill deeds kneel unto none but heaven.
 

DUKE
Signior, methinks patience has laid on you
Such heavy weight that you should loathe it.
 

CANDIDO
Loathe it?
 

DUKE
For he whose breast is tender, blood so cool
That no wrongs heat it, is a patient fool.
What comfort do you find in being so calm?
 

CANDIDO
That which green wounds receive from sovereign balm:
Patience, my lord. Why, ’tis the soul of peace.
Of all the virtues ’tis near’st kin to heaven.
It makes men look like gods; the best of men
That e’er wore earth about him was a sufferer,
A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit,
The first true gentleman that ever breath’d.
The stock of patience then cannot be poor;
All it desires, it has: what monarch more?
It is the greatest enemy to law
That can be, for it doth embrace all wrongs,
And so chains up lawyers’ and women’s tongues.
’Tis the perpetual prisoner’s liberty,
His walks and orchards; ’tis the bondslave’s freedom,
And makes him seem proud of each iron chain,
As tho’ he wore it more for state than pain.
It is the beggar’s music, and thus sings,
Although their bodies beg, their souls are kings.
Oh, my dread liege, it is the sap of bliss,
Rears us aloft, makes men and angels kiss,
And, last of all, to end a household strife,
It is the honey ‘gainst a waspish wife!
 

DUKE
Thou giv’st it lively colours. Who dare say
He’s mad whose words march in so good array?
‘Twere sin all women should such husbands have,
For every man must then be his wife’s slave.
Come therefore, you shall teach our court to shine;
So calm a spirit is worth a golden mine:
Wives with meek husbands that to vex them long
In Bedlam must they dwell, else dwell they wrong.
 

Exeunt.
 

FINIS
 




MICHAELMAS TERM
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Michaelmas Term was first performed in 1604 by the Children of Paul’s, but was not entered into the Stationers’ Register until 15 May 1607; it was first published in quarto form by Arthur Johnson later that same year. Richard Meighen, a famous Jacobean bookseller, who was responsible for releasing the work of the playwrights Ben Jonson and John Fletcher, published a second quarto in 1630. Middleton’s play is once again a City comedy, in which he focuses on sexual and financial intrigue. The work centres on the attempt of Quomodo, a woollen draper, to dupe the foolish and naïve Essex landowner Easy into becoming indebted to him. The merchant then hopes to secure Easy’s lands for himself and increase his already vast wealth. Quomodo instructs his two accomplices, Shortyard and Falselight, to encourage Easy to drink and gamble away his money, so it will be possible to cheat the country gentleman out of his land.

There is another plot involving the possible marriage of Quomodo’s daughter to either the gallant Rearage or the newly arrived and idiotic Scottish suitor, Andrew Lethe. An interesting sub-plot centres on a ‘Country Wench’ that wishes to live as a gentlewoman and is seduced by the promise of finery into becoming a prostitute. She epitomises the notion that everything within the world of Middleton’s play is purchasable. The play includes characters donning disguises and faking their own deaths, and authorities trying to punish wayward wealthy young men by forcing them to marry the prostitutes they visit. Middleton’s work highlights the perceived vice, iniquity and degeneracy of the city, and the corrupting influence of London on those newly arrived to the capital. In one sense, the playwright is addressing his concerns about the impact of the occurrence of a mass influx of the population from the country to the city during this period. It was a stage of proto-capitalism (primitive accumulation) when an urban proletariat was just beginning to emerge: this was a consequence of the theft of the common land which forced the dispossessed to move to the cities to search for work. While Middleton appears mostly interested in the baseness of London, he also hints at the idea of the moral superiority of rural life.
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Act I.
 

Induction
 

Enter Michaelmas Term in a whitish cloak, new come up out of the country, a Boy bringing his gown after him
 

MICHAELMAS
TERM
Boy?
 

BOY
Here sir!
 

MICHAELMAS TERM
Lay by my conscience,
Give me my gown, that weed is for the country,
We must be civil now, and match our evil;
Who first made civil black, he pleased the devil.
So, now know I where I am, me thinks already
I grasp best part of the autumnian blessing
In my contentious fathom; my hand’s free,
From wronger and from wronged I have fee.
And what by sweat from the rough earth they draw,
Is to enrich this silver harvest, Law.
And so through wealthy variance, and fat brawl,
The barn is made but steward to the hall.
Come they up thick enough?
 

BOY
O, like hops and harlots sir!
 

MICHAELMAS TERM
Why dost thou couple them?
 

BOY
O, very aptly, for as the hop well boiled will make a man not stand upon his legs, so the harlot in time will leave a man no legs to stand upon!
 

MICHAELMAS TERM
Such another and be my heir. I have no child,
Yet have I wealth would redeem beggary.
I think it be a curse both here and foreign,
Where bags are fruitful’st, there the womb’s most barren;
The poor has all our children, we their wealth.
Shall I be prodigal when my life cools,
Make those my heirs whom I have beggared, fools?
It would be wondrous; rather beggar more;
Thou shalt have heirs enough, thou keep’st a whore.
And here comes kindred too with no mean purses,
Yet strive to be still blest with clients’ curses.
 

Music playing. Enter the other three Terms, the first bringing in a fellow poor, which the other two advance, giving him rich apparel, a page, and a pander
Exit [fellow]
 

MICHAELMAS
TERM
What subtlety have we here? A fellow
Shrugging for life’s kind benefits, shift and heat,
Crept up in three Terms, wrapped in silk and silver,
So well appointed too with page and pander;
It was a happy gale that blew him hither.
 

FIRST TERM
Thou father of the Terms, hail to thee.
 

SECOND TERM
May much contention still keep with thee.
 

THIRD TERM
Many new fools come up and see thee.
 

SECOND TERM
Let ‘em pay dear enough that see thee.
 

FIRST TERM
And like asses use such men,
When their load’s off, turn ‘em to graze again.
 

SECOND TERM
And may our wish have full effect,
Many a suit, and much neglect.
 

THIRD TERM
And as it hath been often found,
Let the clients’ cups come round.
 

SECOND TERM
Help your poor kinsmen when you ha’ got ‘em;
You may drink deep, leave us the bottom.
 

THIRD TERM
Or when there is a lamb fall’n in,
Take you the lamb, leave us the skin.
 

MICHAELMAS TERM
Your duty and regard hath moved us,
Never till now we thought you loved us;
Take comfort from our words, and make no doubt,
You shall have suits come sixteen times about.
 

ALL THREE TERMS
We humbly thank the patron of our hopes. Exeunt
 

MICHAELMAS
TERM
With what a vassal-appetite they gnaw
On our reversions, and are proud
Coldly to taste our meats, which eight returns
Serve in to us as courses.
One day our writs, like wild-fowl, fly abroad,
And then return o’er cities, towns, and hills,
With clients like dried straws between their bills;
And ’tis no few, birds pick to build their nests,
Nor no small money that keeps drabs and feasts!
But, gentlemen, to spread myself open unto you, in cheaper Terms I salute you, for ours have but sixpenny fees all the year long, yet we dispatch you in two hours, without demur; your suits hang not long here after candles be lighted. Why do we call this play by such a dear and chargeable title, Michaelmas Term? Know it consents happily to our purpose, though perhaps faintly to the interpretation of many, for he that expects any great quarrels in law to be handled here, will be fondly deceived; this only presents those familiar accidents which happened in town in the circumference of those six weeks whereof Michaelmas Term is lord. Sat sapienti;
I hope there’s no fools i’th’ house! Exit
[with Boy]
 

Enter at one door Master Rearage, meeting Master Salewood
 

SALEWOOD
What, Master Rearage?
 

REARAGE
Master Salewood? Exceedingly well met in town; comes your father up this Term?
 

SALEWOOD
Why he was here three days before the Exchequer gaped.
 

REARAGE
Fie, such an early Termer?
 

SALEWOOD
He’s not to be spoke withal. I dare not ask him blessing till the last of November.
 

REARAGE
And how looks thy little venturing cousin?
 

SALEWOOD
Faith like a lute that has all the strings broke; no body will meddle with her.
 

REARAGE
Fie, there are doctors enough in town will string her again, and make her sound as sweet as e’er she did.
Is she not married yet?
 

SALEWOOD
Sh’as no luck, some may better steal a horse than others look on. I have known a virgin of five bastards wedded. Faith, when all’s done we must be fain to marry her into the North, I’m afraid.
 

REARAGE
But will she pass so, think you?
 

SALEWOOD
Puh, any thing that is warm enough is good enough for them; so it come in the likeness, though the devil be in’t, they’ll venture the firing.
 

REARAGE
They’re worthy spirits, i’faith. Heard you the news?
 

SALEWOOD
Not yet.
 

REARAGE
Mistress Difficult is newly fallen a widow.
 

SALEWOOD
Say true, is Master Difficult, the lawyer, dead?
 

REARAGE
Easily dead, sir.
 

SALEWOOD
Pray, when died he?
 

REARAGE
What a question’s that! When should a lawyer die but in the vacation? He has no leisure to die in the Term-time; beside, the noise there would fetch him again.
 

SALEWOOD
Knew you the nature of his disease?
 

REARAGE
Faith, some say he died of an old grief he had, that the vacation was fourteen weeks long.
 

SALEWOOD
And very likely. I knew ’twould kill him at last; ‘t’as troubled him a long time. He was one of those that would fain have brought in the heresy of a fifth Term, often crying with a loud voice, ‘O, why should we lose Bartholomew week?’
 

REARAGE
He savours, stop your nose; no more of him.
 

Enter Master Cockstone, a gentleman, meeting Master Easy of Essex
 

COCKSTONE
Young Master Easy, let me salute you, sir.
When came you?
 

EASY
I have but inn’d my horse since, Master Cockstone.
 

COCKSTONE
You seldom visit London, Master Easy,
But now your father’s dead, ’tis your only course;
Here’s gallants of all sizes, of all lasts;
Here you may fit your foot, make choice of those
Whom your affection may rejoice in.
 

EASY
You have easily possessed me, I am free;
Let those live hinds that know not liberty.
 

COCKSTONE
Master Rearage?
 

EASY
Good Master Salewood, I am proud of your society.
 

REARAGE
What gentleman might that be?
 

COCKSTONE
One Master Easy, has good land in Essex,
A fair free-breasted gentleman, somewhat too open
(Bad in man, worse in woman,
The gentry-fault at first); he is yet fresh
And wants the city powd’ring. But what news?
Is’t yet a match ‘twixt Master Quomodo’s
The rich draper’s daughter and yourself?
 

REARAGE
Faith, sir, I am vilely rivaled!
 

COCKSTONE
Vilely? By whom?
 

REARAGE
One Andrew Lethe, crept to a little warmth,
And now so proud that he forgets all storms;
One that ne’er wore apparel but, like ditches,
’Twas cast before he had it, now shines bright
In rich embroideries. Him Master Quomodo affects,
The daughter him, the mother only me;
I rest most doubtful, my side being weakest.
 

COCKSTONE
Yet the mother’s side
Being surer than the father’s, it may prove,
‘Men plead for money best, women for love.’
 

REARAGE
‘Slid, Master Quomodo!
 

COCKSTONE
How then, afraid of a woollen draper?
 

REARAGE
He warned me his house, and I hate he should see me abroad. [They retire]
Enter Quomodo with his two spirits, Shortyard and Falselight
 

QUOMODO
O my two spirits, Shortyard and Falselight, you that have so enriched me, I have industry for you both!
 

SHORTYARD
Then do you please us best, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Wealthy employment.
 

SHORTYARD YOU make me itch, sir.
 

QUOMODO YOU, Falselight, as I have directed you — 
 

FALSELIGHT
I am nimble.
 

QUOMODO
Go, make my coarse commodities look sleek,
With subtle art beguile the honest eye;
Be near to my trap-window, cunning Falselight.
 

FALSELIGHT
I never failed it yet.
 

QUOMODO
I know thou didst not.
Exit Falselight
But now to thee, my true and secret Shortyard,
Whom I dare trust e’en with my wife;
Thou ne’er didst mistress harm, but master good.
There are too few of thy name gentlemen,
And that we feel, but citizens in abundance.
I have a task for thee, my pregnant spirit,
To exercise thy pointed wits upon.
 

SHORTYARD
Give it me, for I thirst.
 

QUOMODO
Thine ear shall drink it.
Know, then, f have not spent this long vacation
Only for pleasure’s sake. Give me the man
Who out of recreation culls advantage,
Dives into seasons, never walks, but thinks,
Ne’er rides, but plots. My journey was toward Essex — 
 

SHORTYARD
Most true.
 

QUOMODO
Where I have seen what I desire.
 

SHORTYARD
A woman?
 

QUOMODO
Puh, a woman! Yet beneath her,
That which she often treads on, yet commands her:
Land, fair neat land.
 

SHORTYARD
What is the mark you shoot at?
 

QUOMODO
Why, the fairest to cleave the heir in twain;
I mean his title: to murder his estate,
Stifle his right in some detested prison.
There are means and ways enough to hook in gentry,
Besides our deadly enmity, which thus stands:
They’re busy ‘bout our wives, we ‘bout their lands.
 

SHORTYARD
Your revenge is more glorious:
To be a cuckold is but for one life,
When land remains to you, your heir, or wife.
 

QUOMODO
Ah, sirrah, do we sting ‘em? This fresh gallant
Rode newly up before me.
 

SHORTYARD
I beseech his name.
 

QUOMODO
Young Master Easy.
 

SHORTYARD
Easy? It may fall right.
 

QUOMODO
I have inquired his haunt. — Stay, ha!
Ay, that ’tis, that’s he, that’s he!
 

SHORTYARD
Happily!
 

QUOMODO
Observe, take surely note of him, he’s fresh and free. Shift thyself speedily into the shape of gallantry.
I’ll swell thy purse with angels. Keep foot by foot with him, out-dare his expenses, flatter, dice, and brothel to him. Give him a sweet taste of sensuality. Train him to every wasteful sin, that he may quickly need health, but especially money. Ravish him with a dame or two, be his bawd for once; I’ll be thine forever. Drink drunk with him, creep into bed to him, kiss him and undo him, my sweet spirit.
 

SHORTYARD
Let your care dwell in me, soon shall it shine;
What subtlety is in man, that is not mine? Exit
 

QUOMODO
O, my most cheerful spirit, go, dispatch.
Gentry is the chief fish we tradesmen catch. Exit
 

EASY
What’s here?
 

SALEWOOD
O, they are bills for chambers.
 

EASY
[reads] ‘Against Saint Andrew’s, at a painter’s house, there’s a fair chamber ready furnished to be let, the house not only endued with a new fashion forepart, but, which is more convenient for a gentleman, with a very provident back door.’
 

SALEWOOD
Why, here’s virtue still. I like that thing that’s necessary, as well as pleasant.
[Enter Lethe, reading the bills]
 

COCKSTONE
What news in yonder paper?
 

REARAGE
Ha! Seek you for news, there’s for you!
 

SALEWOOD
Who. ’Tis! In the name of the black angels,
Andrew Gruel!
 

REARAGE
No, Andrew Lethe.
 

SALEWOOD
Lethe?
 

REARAGE
He’s forgot his father’s name, poor Walter Gruel, that begot him, fed him, and brought him up.
 

SALEWOOD
Not hither?
 

REARAGE
No. ’Twas from his thoughts; he brought him up below.
 

SALEWOOD
But does he pass for Lethe?
 

REARAGE
‘Mongst strange eyes
That no more know him than he knows himself;
That’s nothing now, for Master Andrew Lethe,
A gentleman of most received parts,
Forgetfulness, lust, impudence, and falsehood,
And one especial courtly quality,
To wit, no wit at all. I am his rival
For Quomodo’s daughter, but he knows it not.
 

SALEWOOD
He’s spied us o’er his paper.
 

REARAGE
O, that’s a warning
To make our duties ready.
 

COCKSTONE
Salute him? Hang him!
 

REARAGE
Puh, wish his health a while, he’ll be laid shortly;
Let him gorge venison for a time, our doctors
Will bring him to dry mutton. Seem respective,
To make his pride swell like a toad with dew.
 

SALEWOOD
Master Lethe!
 

REARAGE
Sweet Master Lethe!
 

LETHE
Gentlemen, your pardon; I remember you not.
 

SALEWOOD
Why, we supped with you last night, sir!
 

LETHE
O, cry you mercy, ’tis so long ago,
I had quite forgot you; I must be forgiven.
Acquaintance, dear society, suits, and things
Do so flow to me,
That had I not the better memory,
’Twould be a wonder I should know myself.
‘Esteem is made of such a dizzy metal.’
I have received of many, gifts o’er night
Whom I have forgot ere morning. Meeting the men,
I wished ‘em to remember me again;
They do so, then if I forget again,
I know what helped before, that will help then.
This is my course; for memory I have been told
Twenty preserves, the best I find is gold.
Ay truly! Are you not knights yet, gentlemen?
 

SALEWOOD
Not yet.
 

LETHE
No, that must be looked into, ’tis your own fault. I have some store of venison, where shall we devour it, gentlemen?
 

SALEWOOD
The Horn were a fit place.
 

LETHE
For venison lit,
The horn having chased it,
At the Horn we’ll — 
Rhyme to that?
 

COCKSTONE
Taste it.
 

SALEWOOD
Waste it.
 

REARAGE
Cast it.
 

LETHE
That’s the true rhyme, indeed. We hunt our venison twice, I tell you: first out o’th’ park, next out o’th’ belly.
 

COCKSTONE
First dogs take pains to make it tit for men,
Then men take pain to make it lit for dogs.
 

LETHE
Right.
 

COCKSTONE
Why, this is kindness; a kind gallant, you,
And love to give the dogs more than their due.
We shall attend you, sir.
 

LETHE
I pray do so.
 

SALEWOOD
The Horn.
 

LETHE
Easily remembered that, you know!
Exeunt [except Lethe]
But now unto my present business. The daughter yields, and Quomodo consents; only my Mistress Quomodo, her mother, without regard runs full against me, and sticks hard. Is there no law for a woman that will run upon a man at her own apperil? Why should not she consent, knowing my state, my sudden fortunes? I can command a custard, and other bake-meats, death of sturgeon; I could keep house with nothing. What friends have I! How well am I beloved, e’en quite throughout the scullery. Not consent. ’Tis e’en as I have writ; I’ll be hanged an she love me not herself, and would rather preserve me as a private friend to her own pleasures, than any way advance her daughter upon me to beguile herself. Then how have I relieved her in that point? Let me peruse this letter. [Reads] ‘Good
Mistress Quomodo, or rather, as I hope ere the Term end, Mother Quomodo, since only your consent keeps aloof off and hinders the copulation of your daughter, what may I think, but that it is a mere affection in you, doting upon some small inferior virtue of mine, to draw me in upon yourself? If the case stand so, I have comfort for you; for this you may well assure yourself, that by the marriage of your daughter I have the better means and opportunity to yourself, and without the least suspicion.’ This is moving stuff, and that works best with a citizen’s wife. But who shall I get to convey this now? My page I ha’ lent forth; my pander I have employed about the country, to look out some third sister, or entice some discontented gentlewoman from her husband, whom the laying out of my appetite shall maintain. Nay, I’ll deal like an honourable gentleman. I’ll be kind to women; that which I gather i’th’ day, I’ll put into their purses at night. You shall have no cause to rail at me; no, faith, I’ll keep you in good fashion, ladies; no meaner men than knights shall ransom home your gowns and recover your smocks. I’ll not dally with you. Some poor widow woman would come as a necessary bawd now; and see where fitly comes — 
[Enter Mother Gruel]
My mother! Curse of poverty! Does she come up to shame me, to betray my birth, and cast soil upon my new suit? Let her pass me; I’ll take no notice of her. Scurvy murrey kersey!
 

MOTHER GRUEL By your leave, an like your worship — 
 

LETHE
[aside] Then I must proudly venture it. — To me, good woman?
 

MOTHER GRUEL I beseech one word with your worship.
 

LETHE
Prithee, be brief then.
 

MOTHER GRUEL Pray, can your worship tell me any tidings of one Andrew Gruel, a poor son of mine own?
 

LETHE
I know a gallant gentleman of the name, one Master
Andrew Gruel, and well received amongst ladies.
 

MOTHER GRUEL That’s not he, then. He is no gentleman that I mean.
 

LETHE
Good woman, if he be a Gruel, he’s a gentleman i’th’ mornings, that’s a gentleman o’th’ first; you cannot tell me.
 

MOTHER GRUEL NO, truly, his father was an honest upright tooth-drawer.
 

LETHE
O, my teeth!
 

MOTHER GRUEL
An’t please your worship, I have made a sore journey on’t, all this vacant time, to come up and see my son Andrew. Poor Walter Gruel, his father, has laid his life, and left me a lone woman; I have not one husband in all the world. Therefore my coming up is for relief an’t like your worship, hoping that my son
Andrew is in some place about the kitchen — 
 

LETHE
Kitchen! Puh, fah!
 

MOTHER GRUEL Or a servingman to some knight of worship.
 

LETHE
[aside] O, let me not endure her! — Know you not me, good woman?
 

MOTHER GRUEL Alas, an’t please your worship, I never saw such a glorious suit since the hour I was christened.
 

LETHE
[aside]
Good, she knows me not, my glory does disguise me;
Beside, my poorer name being drenched in Lethe,
She’ll hardly understand me. What a fresh air can do!
I may employ her as a private drudge
To pass my letters and secure my lust,
And ne’er be noted mine, to shame my blood,
And drop my staining birth upon my raiment. — 
Faith, good woman, you will hardly get to the speech of Master Andrew, I tell you.
 

MOTHER GRUEL No? Marry, hang him, an’t like your worship, I have known the day when nobody cared to speak to him.
 

LETHE
You must take heed how you speak ill of him now,
I can tell you; he’s so employed.
 

MOTHER GRUEL Employed for what?
 

LETHE
For his behaviour, wisdom, and other virtues.
 

MOTHER GRUEL His virtues? No, ’tis well known his father was too poor a man to bring him up to any virtues; he can scarce write and read.
 

LETHE
He’s the better regarded for that amongst courtiers, for that’s but a needy quality.
 

MOTHER GRUEL If it be so, then he’ll be great shortly, for he has no good parts about him.
 

LETHE
Well, good woman, or mother, or what you will.
 

MOTHER GRUEL Alack the day, I know your worship scorns to call me mother; ’tis not a thing fit for your worship indeed, such a simple old woman as I am.
 

LETHE
In pity of thy long journey, there’s sixpence British.
Tend upon me, I have business for you.
 

MOTHER GRUEL I’ll wait upon your worship.
 

LETHE
Two pole off at least.
 

MOTHER GRUEL I am a clean old woman, an’t like your worship.
 

LETHE
It goes not by cleanness here, good woman; if you were fouler, so you were braver, you might come nearer. Exit
 

MOTHER GRUEL Nay, and that be the fashion, I hope I shall get it shortly; there’s no woman so old but she may learn, and as an old lady delights in a young page or monkey, so there are young courtiers will be hungry upon an old woman, I warrant you. Exit
 

Enter Lethe’s pander [Hellgill], with a Country
Wench
 

HELLGILL
Come, leave your puling and sighing.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
Beshrew you now, why did you entice me from my father?
 

HELLGILL
Why? To thy better advancement. Wouldst thou, a pretty, beautiful, juicy squall, live in a poor thrummed house i’th’ country in such servile habiliments, and may well pass for a gentlewoman i’th’ city? Does not five hundred do so, think’st thou, and with worse faces? O, now, in these latter days, the devil reigning, ’tis an age for cloven creatures. But why sad now? Yet indeed ’tis the fashion of any courtesan to be seasick i’th’ first voyage, but at next she proclaims open wars, like a beaten soldier. Why, Northamptonshire lass, dost dream of virginity now? Remember a loose-bodied gown, wench, and let it go; wires and tires, bents and bums, felts and falls, thou shalt deceive the world, that gentlewomen indeed shall not be known from others.
I have a master to whom I must prefer thee after the aforesaid decking, Lethe by name, a man of one most admired property: he can both love thee, and for thy better advancement be thy pander himself, an exc’llent spark of humility.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
Well heaven forgive you, you train me up to’t.
 

HELLGILL
Why, I do acknowledge it, and I think I do you a pleasure in’t.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
And if I should prove a harlot now, I should be bound to curse you.
 

HELLGILL
Bound? Nay, and you prove a harlot, you’ll be loose enough.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
If I had not a desire to go like a gentlewoman, you should be hanged ere you should get me to’t, I warrant you.
 

HELLGILL
Nay, that’s certain; nor a thousand more of you. I know you are all chaste enough, till one thing or other tempt you! Deny a satin gown and you dare now?
 

COUNTRY WENCH YOU
know I have no power to do’t, and that makes you so wilful; for what woman is there such a beast that will deny any thing that is good?
 

HELLGILL
True, they will not, most dissemble.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
No, an she bear a brave mind, she will not, I warrant you.
 

HELLGILL
Why, therefore take heart, faint not at all,
Women ne’er rise, but when they fall;
Let a man break, he’s gone, blown up,
A woman’s breaking sets her up;
Virginity is no city trade,
You’re out o’th’ freedom, when you’re a maid;
Down with the lattice, ’tis but thin;
Let coarser beauties work within,
Whom the light mocks; thou art fair and fresh,
The gilded flies will light upon thy flesh.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
Beshrew your sweet enchantments, you have won.
 

HELLGILL
[aside]
How easily soft women are undone.
So farewell wholesome weeds where treasure pants,
And welcome silks, where lies disease and wants. — 
Come, wench, now flow thy fortunes in to bless thee,
I’ll bring thee where thou shalt be taught to dress thee.
 

COUNTRY WENCH
O, as soon as may be. I am in a swoon till I be a gentlewoman; and you know what flesh is man’s meat till it be dressed.
 

HELLGILL
Most certain, no more: a woman. Exeunt
 

Finis Actus Primus
 




Act II.
 

Enter Rearage, Salewood, Lethe, Easy, with
Shortyard, alias Blastfleld,
[and his Boy,] at dice
 

REARAGE
Gentlemen, I ha’ sworn I’ll change the room.
Dice? Devils!
 

LETHE
You see I’m patient, gentlemen.
 

SALEWOOD
Ay, the fiend’s in’t. You’re patient, you put up all.
 

REARAGE
Come, set me, gentlemen.
 

SHORTYARD
An Essex gentleman, sir?
 

EASY
An unfortunate one, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
I’m bold to salute you, sir. You know not Master Alsup there?
 

EASY
O, entirely well.
 

SHORTYARD
Indeed, sir?
 

EASY
He’s second to my bosom.
 

SHORTYARD
I’ll give you that comfort then, sir, you must not want money as long as you are in town, sir.
 

EASY
No, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
I am bound in my love to him to see you furnished, and in that comfort I recover my salute again, sir.
 

EASY
Then I desire to be more dear unto you.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] I rather study to be dear unto you. — 
Boy, fill some wine. — I knew not what fair impressure I received at first, but I began to affect your society very speedily.
 

EASY
I count myself the happier.
 

SHORTYARD
To Master Alsup, sir, to whose remembrance
I could love to drink till I were past remembrance.
[Drinks]
 

EASY
I shall keep Christmas with him, sir, where your health shall likewise undoubtedly be remembered, and thereupon I pledge you. [Drinks] I would sue for your name, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Your suit shall end in one Term, sir; my name is Blastfield.
 

EASY
Kind Master Blastfield, your dearer acquaintance.
[Drinks]
 

REARAGE
Nay, come, will ye draw in, gentlemen? Set me.
 

EASY
Faith, I’m scattered.
 

SHORTYARD
Sir, you shall not give out so meanly of yourself in my company for a million. Make such privy to your disgrace? You’re a gentleman of fair fortunes; keep me your reputation. Set ‘em all; there’s crowns for you.
 

EASY
Sir, you bind me infinitely in these courtesies.
 

SHORTYARD
You must always have a care of your reputation here in town, Master Easy; although you ride down with nothing, it skills not.
 

EASY
I’m glad you tell me that yet, then I’m indifferent.
Well, come, who throws? I set all these.
 

SHORTYARD
Why, well said.
 

SALEWOOD
This same Master Lethe here begins to undo us again.
 

LETHE
Ah, sir, I came not hither but to win.
 

SHORTYARD
And then you’ll leave us, that’s your fashion.
 

LETHE
He’s base that visits not his friends.
 

SHORTYARD
But he’s more base that carries out his winnings;
None will do so but those have base beginnings.
 

LETHE
It is a thing in use and ever was,
I pass this time.
 

SHORTYARD
I wonder you should pass,
And that you’re suffered.
 

LETHE
Tut, the dice are ours
Then wonder not at those that have most powers.
 

REARAGE
The devil and his angels!
 

LETHE
Are these they?
Welcome, dear angels, where you’re cursed ne’er stay.
[Retires]
 

SALEWOOD
Here’s luck!
 

EASY
Let’s search him, gentlemen, I think he wears a smock.
 

SHORTYARD
I knew the time he wore not half a shirt, just like a pea.
 

EASY
No! How did he for the rest?
 

SHORTYARD
Faith, he compounded with a couple of napkins at Barnet, and so trussed up the lower parts.
 

EASY
’Twas a pretty shift, i’faith.
 

SHORTYARD
But Master Lethe has forgot that too.
 

EASY
A mischief on’t, to lose all. I could — 
 

SHORTYARD
Nay, but good Master Easy, do not do yourself that tyranny, I beseech you. I must not ha’ you alter your body now for the purge of a little money; you undo me, an you do.
 

EASY
’Twas all I brought up with me, I protest, Master Blastfield; all my rent till next quarter.
 

SHORTYARD
Pox of money, talk not on’t, I beseech you.
What said I to you? Mass, I am out of cash myself too. — Boy!
 

BOY
Anon, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Run presently to Master Gum, the mercer, and will him to tell out two or three hundred pound for me, or more according as he is furnished. I’ll visit him i’th’ morning, say.
 

BOY
It shall be said, sir. [Going]
 

SHORTYARD
DO you hear, boy?
 

BOY
Yes, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
If Master Gum be not sufficiently ready, call upon Master Profit, the goldsmith.
 

BOY
It shall be done, sir. [Going]
 

SHORTYARD
Boy!
 

BOY
[aside] I knew I was not sent yet; now is the time.
 

SHORTYARD
Let them both rest till another occasion. You shall not need to run so far at this time. Take one nigher hand; go to Master Quomodo, the draper, and will him to furnish me instantly.
 

BOY
Now I go, sir. [Exit]
 

EASY
It seems you’re well known, Master Blastfield, and your credit very spacious here i’th’ city.
 

SHORTYARD
Master Easy, let a man bear himself portly, the whoresons will creep to him o’ their bellies, and their wives o’ their backs. There’s a kind of bold grace expected throughout all the parts of a gentleman. Then, for your observances, a man must not so much as spit but within line and fashion. I tell you what I ha’ done: sometimes I carry my water all London over, only to deliver it proudly at the Standard; and do I pass altogether unnoted, think you? No, a man can no sooner peep out his head, but there’s a bow bent at him out of some watchtower or other.
 

EASY
So readily, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
Push, you know a bow’s quickly ready, though a gun be long a-charging, and will shoot five times to his once. Come, you shall bear yourself jovially: take heed of setting your looks to your losses, but rather smile upon your ill luck, and invite ‘em tomorrow to another breakfast of bones.
 

EASY
Nay, I’ll forswear dicing.
 

SHORTYARD
What? Peace. I am ashamed to hear you; will you cease in the first loss? Show me one gentleman that e’er did it. Fie upon’t, I must use you to company, I perceive; you’d be spoiled else. Forswear dice? I would your friends heard you, i’faith.
 

EASY
Nay, I was but in jest, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
I hope so. What would gentlemen say of you?
‘There goes a gull that keeps his money.’ I would not have such a report go on you for the world, as long as you are in my company. Why, man, fortune alters in a minute. I ha’ known those have recovered so much in an hour, their purses were never sick after.
 

REARAGE
O, worse than consumption of the liver! Consumption of the patrimony!
 

SHORTYARD
How now? Mark their humours, Master Easy.
 

REARAGE
Forgive me, my posterity yet ungotten!
 

SHORTYARD
That’s a penitent maudlin dicer.
 

REARAGE
Few know the sweets that the plain life allows;
Vile son that surfeits of his father’s brows.
 

SHORTYARD
Laugh at him, Master Easy.
 

EASY
Ha, ha, ha!
 

SALEWOOD
I’ll be damned an these be not the bones of some quean that cozened me in her life, and now consumes me after her death.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s the true wicked, blasphemous, and soulshuddering dicer, that will curse you all service time, and attribute his ill luck always to one drab or other.
[Enter Hellgill, talks apart with Lethe]
 

LETHE
Dick Hellgill! The happy news?
 

HELLGILL
I have her for you, sir.
 

LETHE
Peace, what is she?
 

HELLGILL
Young, beautiful, and plump; a delicate piece of sin.
 

LETHE
Of what parentage?
 

HELLGILL
O, a gentlewoman of a great house.
 

LETHE
Fie, fie!
 

HELLGILL
[aside] She newly came out of a barn; yet too good for a tooth-drawer’s son.
 

LETHE
Is she wife or maid?
 

HELLGILL
That which is daintiest, maid.
 

LETHE
I’d rather she’d been a wife.
 

HELLGILL
A wife, sir? Why?
 

LETHE
O, adultery is a great deal sweeter in my mind.
 

HELLGILL
[aside] Diseases gnaw thy bones! — I think she has deserved to be a wife, sir.
 

LETHE
That will move well.
 

HELLGILL
[aside] Her firstlings shall be mine.
Swine look but for the husks; the meat be thine.
[Enter Boy, talks apart with Shortyard and Easy]
 

SHORTYARD
How now, boy?
 

BOY
Master Quomodo takes your worship’s greeting exceeding kindly, and in his commendations returns this answer, that your worship shall not be so apt to receive it, as he willing to lend it.
 

SHORTYARD
Why, we thank him, i’faith.
 

EASY
Troth, and you ha’ reason to thank him sir; ’twas a very friendly answer.
 

SHORTYARD
Push, a gentleman that keeps his days even here i’th’ city, as I myself watch to do, shall have many of those answers in a twelvemonth, Master Easy.
 

EASY
I promise you, sir, I admire your carriage, and begin to hold a more reverend respect of you.
 

SHORTYARD
Not so, I beseech you. I give my friends leave to be inward with me. — Will you walk, gentlemen?
 

LETHE
We’re for you. [To Hellgill] Present her with this jewel, my first token.
 

Enter a Drawer
 

DRAWER
There are certain countrymen without inquiring for Master Rearage and Master Salewood.
 

REARAGE
Tenants!
 

SALEWOOD
Thou reviv’st us, rascal.
 

REARAGE
When’s our next meeting, gentlemen?
 

SHORTYARD
Tomorrow night;
This gentleman, by me, invites you all.
Do you not, Master Easy?
 

EASY
Freely, sir.
 

SALEWOOD
We do embrace your love. — [Aside] A pure, fresh gull.
 

SHORTYARD
Thus make you men at parting dutiful,
And rest beholding to you, ’tis the sleight
To be remembered when you’re out of sight.
 

EASY
A pretty virtue. Exeunt
 

Enter the Country Wench’s Father, that was enticed for Lethe
 

FATHER
Where shall I seek her now? O, if she knew
The dangers that attend on women’s lives,
She would rather lodge under a poor thatched roof
Than under carved ceilings. She was my joy,
And all content that I received from life,
My dear and only daughter.
What says the note she left? Let me again
With staider grief peruse it.
[Reads] ‘Father, wonder not at my so sudden departure, without your leave or knowledge. Thus, under pardon I excuse it: had you had knowledge of it, I know you would have sought to restrain it, and hinder me from what I have long desired. Being now happily preferred to a gentleman’s service in London, about Holborn, if you please to send, you may hear well of me.’ As false as she is disobedient.
I’ve made larger inquiry, left no place
Where gentry keeps, unsought, yet cannot hear,
Which drives me most into a shameful fear.
Woe worth th’infected cause that makes me visit
This man-devouring city, where I spent
My unshapen youth, to be my age’s curse,
And surfeited away my name and state
In swinish riots, that now, being sober,
I do awake a beggar. I may hate her.
Whose youth voids wine, his age is cursed with water.
O heavens, I know the price of ill too well,
What the confusions are, in whom they dwell,
And how soon maids are to their ruins won;
One minute, and eternally undone.
So in mine may it, may it not be thus!
Though she be poor, her honour’s precious.
May be my present form and her fond fear,
May chase her from me, if her eye should get me;
And therefore as my love and wants advise,
I’ll serve, until I find her, in disguise.
Such is my care to fright her from base evils,
I leave calm state to live amongst you, devils. Exit
Lethe’s Mother enters with Quomodo’s wife
Thomasine, with the letter
[from Lethe]
 

THOMASINE
Were these fit words, think you, to be sent to any citizen’s wife: to enjoy the daughter, and love the mother too for a need? I would foully scorn that man, that should love me only for a need, I tell you. And here the knave writes again, that by the marriage of my daughter, a has the better means and opportunity to myself. He lies in his throat like a villain. He has no opportunity of me, for all that; ’tis for his betters to have opportunity of me, and that he shall well know. A base, proud knave! A has forgot how he came up, and brought two of his countrymen to give their words to my husband for a suit of green kersey. A has forgot all this. And how does he appear to me when his white satin suit’s on, but like a maggot crept out of a nutshell, a fair body and a foul neck: those parts that are covered of him looks indifferent well, because we cannot see ‘em. Else, for all his cleansing, pruning and paring, he’s not worthy a broker’s daughter, and so tell him.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
I will indeed, forsooth.
 

THOMASINE
And as for my child, I hope she’ll be ruled in time, though she be foolish yet, and not be carried away with a cast of manchets, a bottle of wine, or a custard, and so, I pray, certify him.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
I’ll do your errand effectually.
 

THOMASINE
Art thou his aunt, or his — 
 

MOTHER GRUEL Alas, I am a poor drudge of his.
 

THOMASINE
Faith, an thou wert his mother, he would make thee his drudge, I warrant him.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
Marry, out upon him, sir-reverence of your mistress-ship.
 

THOMASINE
Here’s somewhat for thy pains, fare thee well.
[Gives money]
 

MOTHER GRUEL
’Tis more than he gave me since I came to him. [Exit]
 

Enter Quomodo and his daughter Susan
 

QUOMODO
How now, what prating have we here? Whispers? Dumb shows? Why, Thomasine, go to; my shop is not altogether so dark as some of my neighbours’, where a man may be made cuckold at one end, while he’s measuring with his yard at t’other.
 

THOMASINE
Only commendations sent from Master Lethe, your worshipful son-in-law that should be.
 

QUOMODO
O, and that you like not, he that can make us rich in custom, strong in friends, happy in suits, bring us into all the rooms o’ Sundays, from the leads to the cellar, pop us in with venison till we crack again, and  send home the rest in an honourable napkin — this man you like not, forsooth!
 

SUSAN
But I like him, father.
 

QUOMODO
My blessing go with thy liking.
 

SUSAN
A number of our citizens hold our credit by’t, to  come home drunk, and say we ha’ been at Court; then how much more credit is’t to be drunk there indeed?
 

QUOMODO
Tut, thy mother’s a fool. — Pray, what’s Master
Rearage, whom you plead for so?
 

THOMASINE
Why, first, he is a gentleman.
 

QUOMODO
Ay, he’s often first a gentleman that’s last a beggar.
 

SUSAN
My father tells you true. What should I do with a gentleman? I know not which way to lie with him.
 

QUOMODO
’Tis true, too. Thou know’st, beside, we undo  gentlemen daily.
 

THOMASINE
That makes so few of ‘em marry with our daughters, unless it be one green fool or other. Next, Master Rearage has land and living, t’other but his walk i’th’ street, and his snatching diet. He’s able to entertain you in a fair house of his own, t’other in some nook or corner, or place us behind the cloth like a company of puppets. At his house you shall be served curiously, sit down and eat your meat with leisure; there we must be glad to take it standing, and without either salt, cloth, or trencher, and say we are befriended too.
 

QUOMODO
O, that gives a citizen a better appetite than his garden.
 

SUSAN
So say I, father; methinks it does me most good when I take it standing. I know not how all women’s minds are.
 

Enter Falselight
 

QUOMODO
Faith, I think they are all of thy mind for that thing. — How now, Falselight?
 

FALSELIGHT
I have descried my fellow, Shortyard, alias
Blastfield, at hand with the gentleman.
 

QUOMODO
O, my sweet Shortyard! — Daughter, get you up to your virginals. [Exit Susan]
By your leave, Mistress Quomodo.
 

THOMASINE
Why, I hope I may sit i’th’ shop, may I not?
 

QUOMODO
That you may, and welcome sweet honey-thigh, but not at this season, there’s a buck to be struck.
 

THOMASINE
[aside] Well, since I’m so expressly forbidden,
I’ll watch above i’th’ gallery, but I’ll see your knavery.
Exit
 

QUOMODO
Be you prepared as I tell you.
 

FALSELIGHT
You ne’er feared me. Exit
 

QUOMODO
O, that sweet, neat, comely, proper, delicate parcel of land, like a fine gentlewoman i’th’ waist, not so great as pretty, pretty; the trees in summer whistling, the silver waters by the banks harmoniously gliding. I should have been a scholar; an excellent place for a student, fit for my son that lately commenced at
Cambridge, whom now I have placed at Inns of Court. Thus we that seldom get lands honestly, must leave our heirs to inherit our knavery. But whist, one turn about my shop and meet with ‘em.
 

Enter Master Easy with Shortyard, alias Blastfield
[and Boy]
 

EASY
Is this it, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
Ay, let me see, this is it — sign of Three
Knaves— ’tis it.
 

QUOMODO
[into the shop] Do you hear, sir? — What lack you, gentlemen? See good kerseys or broadcloths here, I pray come near. — Master Blastfield!
 

SHORTYARD
I thought you would know me anon.
[Enter Thomasine above]
 

QUOMODO
You’re exceeding welcome to town, sir. Your worship must pardon me, ’tis always misty weather in our shops here; we are a nation the sun ne’er shines upon. Came this gentleman with you?
 

SHORTYARD
O, salute him fairly. He’s a kind gentleman, a very inward of mine.
 

QUOMODO
Then I cry you mercy, sir. You’re especially welcome.
 

EASY
I return you thanks, sir.
 

QUOMODO
But how shall I do for you now, Master Blastfield?
 

SHORTYARD
Why, what’s the matter?
 

QUOMODO
It is my greatest affliction at this instant, I am not able to furnish you.
 

SHORTYARD
How, Master Quomodo? Pray, say not so; ‘slud, you undo me then.
 

QUOMODO
Upon my religion, Master Blastfield, bonds lie forfeit in my hands. I expect the receipt of a thousand every hour, and cannot yet set eye of a penny.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s strange, methinks.
 

QUOMODO
’Tis mine own pity that plots against me, Master Blastfield. They know I have no conscience to take the forfeiture, and that makes ‘em so bold with my mercy.
 

EASY
I am sorry for this.
 

QUOMODO
Nevertheless, if I might entreat your delay but the age of three days, to express my sorrow now, I would double the sum, and supply you with four or five hundred.
 

SHORTYARD
Let me see, three days?
 

QUOMODO
Ay, good sir, and it may be possible.
 

EASY
[aside to Shortyard] Do you hear, Master Blastfield?
 

SHORTYARD
Ha?
 

EASY
You know I’ve already invited all the gallants to sup with me tonight.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s true, i’faith.
 

EASY
‘Twill be my everlasting shame, if I have no money to maintain my bounty.
 

SHORTYARD
I ne’er thought upon that. — [Aside] I looked still when that should come from him. — We have strictly examined our expenses; it must not be three days, Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
No? Then I’m afraid ‘twill be my grief, sir.
 

EASY
Master Blastfield, I’ll tell you what you may do now.
 

SHORTYARD
What, good sweet bedfellow?
 

EASY
Send to Master Gum or Master Profit, the mercer and goldsmith.
 

SHORTYARD
Mass, that was well remembered of thee. — 
[Aside] I perceive the trout will be a little troublesome ere he be catched. — Boy!
 

BOY
Here, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Run to Master Gum, or Master Profit, and carry my present occasion of money to ‘em.
 

BOY
I run, sir. [Exit]
 

QUOMODO
Methinks, Master Blastfield, you might easily attain to the satisfaction of three days; here’s a gentleman, your friend, I dare say will see you sufficiently possessed till then.
 

EASY
Not I, sir, by no means. Master Blastfield knows I’m further in want than himself; my hope rests all upon him. It stands upon the loss of my credit tonight, if I walk without money.
 

SHORTYARD
Why, Master Quomodo, what a fruitless motion have you put forth. You might well assure yourself this gentleman had it not, if I wanted it. Why, our purses are brothers; we desire but equal fortunes; in a word, we’re man and wife; they can but lie together, and so do we.
 

EASY
AS near as can be, i’faith.
 

SHORTYARD
And to say truth, ’tis more for the continuing of this gentleman’s credit in town, than any incitement from mine own want only, that I covet to be so immediately furnished. You shall hear him confess as much himself.
 

EASY
’Tis most certain, Master Quomodo.
 

Enter Boy
 

SHORTYARD
O, here comes the boy now. — How now, boy, what says Master Gum, or Master Profit?
 

BOY
Sir, they’re both walked forth this frosty morning to
Brentford, to see a nurse-child.
 

SHORTYARD
A bastard be it. Spite and shame!
 

EASY
Nay, never vex yourself, sweet Master Blastfield.
 

SHORTYARD
Bewitched, I think!
 

QUOMODO
DO you hear, sir? [Aside to Easy] You can persuade with him?
 

EASY
A little, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Rather than he should be altogether destitute, or be too much a vexation to himself, he shall take up a commodity of cloth of me, tell him.
 

EASY
Why, la! By my troth, ’twas kindly spoken.
 

QUOMODO
Two hundred pounds worth, upon my religion, say.
 

SHORTYARD
So disastrously!
 

EASY
Nay, Master Blastfield, you do not hear what Master Quomodo said since, like an honest, true citizen, i’faith. Rather than you should grow diseased upon’t, you shall take up a commodity of two hundred pounds worth of cloth.
 

SHORTYARD
The mealy moth consume it, would he ha’ me turn pedlar now? What should I do with cloth?
 

QUOMODO
He’s a very wilful gentleman at this time, i’faith. He knows as well what to do with it as I myself, iwis. There’s no merchant in town but will be greedy upon’t, and pay down money upo’th’ nail. They’ll dispatch it over to Middleburgh presently, and raise double commodity by exchange. If not, you know ’tis Termtime, and Michaelmas Term too, the drapers’ harvest for footcloths, riding suits, walking suits, chamber gowns, and hall gowns.
 

EASY
Nay, I’ll say that, it comes in as fit a time as can be.
 

QUOMODO
Nay, take me with you again ere you go, sir. I offer him no trash, tell him, but present money, say, where I know some gentlemen in town ha’ been glad, and are glad at this time, to take up commodities in hawks’ hoods and brown paper.
 

EASY
O, horrible! Are there such fools in town?
 

QUOMODO
I offer him no trash, tell him, upon my religion, you may say. — [Aside] Now, my sweet Shortyard, now the hungry fish begins to nibble; one end of the worm is in his mouth, i’faith.
 

THOMASINE
[aside]
Why stand I here (as late our graceless dames
That found no eyes) to see that gentleman
Alive, in state and credit executed,
Help to rip up himself, does all he can?
Why am I wife to him that is no man?
I suffer in that gentleman’s confusion.
 

EASY
Nay, be persuaded in that, Master Blastfield. ’Tis ready money at the merchants’; beside, the winter season and all falls in as pat as can be to help it.
 

SHORTYARD
Well, Master Easy, none but you could have persuaded me to that. — Come, would you would dispatch then, Master Quomodo; where’s this cloth?
 

QUOMODO
Full and whole within, all of this piece, of my religion, Master Blastfield. Feel’t, nay, feel’t and spare not, gentlemen; your fingers and your judgement.
 

SHORTYARD
Cloth’s good.
 

EASY
By my troth, exceeding good cloth; a good wale ‘t’as.
 

QUOMODO
Falselight!
[Enter Falselight]
 

FALSELIGHT
I’m ne’er out o’ the shop, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Go, call in a porter presently to carry away the cloth with the star mark. — Whither will you please to have it carried, Master Blastfield?
 

SHORTYARD
Faith, to Master Beggarland, he’s the only merchant now; or his brother, Master Stillyard-down, there’s little difference.
 

QUOMODO
You’ve happened upon the money men, sir; they and some of their brethren, I can tell you, will not stick to offer thirty thousand pound to be cursed still; great monied men, their stocks lie in the poor’s throats. But you’ll see me sufficiently discharged, Master Blastfield, ere you depart?
 

SHORTYARD
You have always found me righteous in that.
 

QUOMODO
Falselight!
 

FALSELIGHT
Sir?
 

QUOMODO
You may bring a scrivener along with you.
 

FALSELIGHT
I’ll remember that, sir. [Exit]
 

QUOMODO
Have you sent for a citizen, Master Blastfield?
 

SHORTYARD
No, faith, not yet. — Boy!
 

EASY
What must you do with a citizen, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
A custom they’re bound to o’ late by the default of evil debtors; no citizen must lend money without two be bound in the bond; the second man enters but for custom sake.
 

EASY
No? And must he needs be a citizen?
 

SHORTYARD
By th’ mass, stay, I’ll learn that. — Master
Quomodo!
 

QUOMODO
Sir?
 

SHORTYARD
Must the second party, that enters into bond only for fashion’s sake, needs be a citizen? What say you to this gentleman for one?
 

QUOMODO
Alas, sir, you know he’s a mere stranger to me; I neither am sure of his going or abiding; he may inn here tonight, and ride away tomorrow. Although I grant the chief burden lies upon you, yet we are bound to make choice of those we know, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Why, he’s a gentleman of a pretty living, sir.
 

QUOMODO
It may be so, yet, under both your pardons, I’d rather have a citizen.
 

EASY
I hope you will not disparage me so. ’Tis well known
I have three hundred pound a year in Essex.
 

SHORTYARD
Well said! To him thyself. Take him up roundly.
 

EASY
And how doubtfully soe’er you account of me, I do not think but I might make my bond pass for a hundred pound i’th’ city.
 

QUOMODO
What, alone sir?
 

EASY
Alone, sir? Who says so? Perhaps I’d send down for a tenant or two.
 

QUOMODO
Ay, that’s another case, sir.
 

EASY
Another case let it be then!
 

QUOMODO
Nay, grow not into anger, sir.
 

EASY
Not take me into a bond? As good as you shall, goodman goosecap.
 

QUOMODO
Well, Master Blastfleld, because I will not disgrace the gentleman, I’m content for once, but we must not make a practice on’t.
 

EASY
NO, sir, now you would, you shall not.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Cuds me, I’m undone; he’s gone again.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] The net’s broke.
 

THOMASINE
[aside] Hold there, dear gentleman.
 

EASY
Deny me that small courtesy? ‘Sfoot, a very Jew will not deny it me.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] Now must I catch him warily.
 

EASY
A jest indeed; not take me into a bond, quo’ they.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside to Easy] Master Easy. Mark my words: if it stood not upon the eternal loss of thy credit against supper — 
 

EASY
Mass, that’s true.
 

SHORTYARD
The pawning of thy horse for his own victuals — 
 

EASY
Right, i’faith.
 

SHORTYARD
And thy utter dissolution amongst gentlemen forever — 
 

EASY
Pox on’t!
 

SHORTYARD
Quomodo should hang, rot, stink — 
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Sweet boy, i’faith.
 

SHORTYARD
I will not, i’faith.
 

EASY
What do you mean, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
I should show little bringing up, to take the way of a stranger.
 

EASY
By my troth, you do yourself wrong though, Master Blastfield.
 

SHORTYARD
Not a whit, sir.
 

EASY
But to avoid strife, you shall have your will of me for once.
 

SHORTYARD
Let it be so, I pray. [Easy signs]
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Now I begin to set one foot upon the land. Methinks I am felling of trees already; we shall have some Essex logs yet to keep Christmas with, and that’s a comfort.
 

THOMASINE
Now is he quart’ring out; the executioner
Strides over him; with his own blood he writes.
I am no dame that can endure such sights.
Exit [above]
 

SHORTYARD
[aside]
So his right wing is cut, he will not fly far
Past the two city hazards, Poultry and Wood Street.
 

EASY
How like you my Roman hand, i’faith?
 

DUSTBOX
Exceeding well, sir, but that you rest too much upon your R’s and make your E’s too little.
 

EASY
I’ll mend that presently.
 

DUSTBOX
Nay, ’tis done now, past mending. [Shortyard signs] You both deliver this to Master Quomodo as your deed?
 

SHORTYARD
We do, sir.
 

QUOMODO
I thank you, gentlemen. [Exit Dustbox]
 

SHORTYARD
Would the coin would come away now. We have deserved for’t.
 

Enter Falselight [disguised as a porter] with the cloth
 

FALSELIGHT
By your leave a little, gentlemen.
 

SHORTYARD
How now? What’s the matter? Speak!
 

FALSELIGHT
AS fast as I can, sir. All the cloth’s come back again.
 

QUOMODO
How?
 

SHORTYARD
What’s the news?
 

FALSELIGHT
The passage to Middleburgh is stopped, and therefore neither Master Stillyard-down nor Master Beggarland, nor any other merchant, will deliver present money upon’t. [Exit Falselight]
 

QUOMODO
Why, what hard luck have you, gentlemen!
 

EASY
Why, Master Blastfield!
 

SHORTYARD
Pish!
 

EASY
You’re so discontented too presently, a man cannot tell how to speak to you.
 

SHORTYARD
Why, what would you say?
 

EASY
We must make somewhat on’t now, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Ay, where? How? The best is, it lies all upon my neck. — Master Quomodo, can you help me to any money for’t? Speak.
 

QUOMODO
Troth, Master Blastfield, since myself is so unfurnished, I know not the means how. There’s one i’th’ street, a new setter up; if any lay out money upon’t, ‘twill be he.
 

SHORTYARD
His name?
 

QUOMODO
Master Idem. But you know we cannot give but greatly to your loss, because we gain and live by’t.
 

SHORTYARD
‘Sfoot, will he give anything?
 

EASY
Ay, stand upon that.
 

SHORTYARD
Will he give anything? The brokers will give nothing, to no purpose.
 

QUOMODO
Falselight!
[Enter Falselight above]
 

FALSELIGHT
Over your head, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Desire Master Idem to come presently and look upo’th’ cloth.
 

FALSELIGHT
I will, sir. [Exit above]
 

SHORTYARD
What if he should offer but a hundred pound?
 

EASY
If he want twenty on’t, let’s take it.
 

SHORTYARD
Say you so?
 

EASY
Master Quomodo will have four or five hundred pound for you of his own within three or four days.
 

[Enter Thomasine]
 

SHORTYARD
’Tis true, he said so indeed.
 

EASY
Is that your wife, Master Quomodo?
 

QUOMODO
That’s she, little Thomasine!
 

EASY
Under your leave, sir, I’ll show myself a gentleman.
 

QUOMODO
Do, and welcome, Master Easy.
 

EASY
I have commission for what I do, lady, from your husband. [Kisses her]
 

THOMASINE
You may have a stronger commission for the next, an’t please you, that’s from myself.
 

Enter Sim
 

EASY
You teach me the best law, lady.
 

THOMASINE
[aside] Beshrew my blood, a proper springall and a sweet gentleman.
 

QUOMODO
My son, Sim Quomodo! Here’s more work for you, Master Easy; you must salute him too — [Aside] for he’s like to be heir of thy land, I can tell thee.
 

SIM
Vim, vitam, spemque salutem.
 

QUOMODO
He shows you there he was a Cambridge man, sir, but now he’s a Templar. Has he not good grace to make a lawyer?
 

EASY
A very good grace to make a lawyer.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] For, indeed, he has no grace at all.
 

QUOMODO
Some gave me counsel to make him a divine.
 

EASY
Fie, fie!
 

QUOMODO
But some of our livery think it an unlit thing, that our own sons should tell us of our vices; others, to make him a physician, but then, being my heir, I’m afraid he would make me away. Now, a lawyer, they’re all willing to, because ’tis good for our trade and increaseth the number of cloth gowns, and indeed ’tis the fittest for a citizen’s son, for our word is, ‘What do ye lack?’ and their word is, ‘What do you give?’
 

EASY
Exceeding proper.
 

Enter Falselight for Master Idem
 

QUOMODO
Master Idem, welcome!
 

FALSELIGHT
I have seen the cloth, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Very well.
 

FALSELIGHT
I am but a young setter up; the uttermost I dare venture upon’t is threescore pound.
 

SHORTYARD
What?
 

FALSELIGHT
If it be for me so, I am for it; if not, you have your cloth and I have my money.
 

EASY
Nay, pray, Master Blastfield, refuse not his kind offer.
 

SHORTYARD
A bargain then, Master Idem, clap hands. — 
[Aside] He’s finely cheated. — Come, let’s all to the next tavern and see the money paid.
 

EASY
A match!
 

QUOMODO
I follow you, gentlemen; take my son along with you. Exeunt
[all but Quomodo]
Now to my keys; I’m Master Idem, he must fetch the money. First have I caught him in a bond for two hundred pound, and [] my two hundred pounds’ worth o’ cloth again for threescore pound. Admire me, all you students at Inns of Cozenage.
 Exit
 

Finis Actus Secundus
 




Act III.
 

Enter Lethe’s pander, Hellgill, the Country Wench coming in
[as a Courtesan]
with a new fashion gown, dressed gentlewoman-like, the Tailor points it, and Mistress Comings, a tirewoman, busy about her head
 

HELLGILL
You talk of an alteration; here’s the thing itself. What base birth does not raiment make glorious? And what glorious births do not rags make infamous? Why should not a woman confess what she is now, since the finest are but deluding shadows, begot between tirewomen and tailors? For instance, behold their parents.
 

MISTRESS COMINGS
Say what you will, this wire becomes you best. — How say you, tailor?
 

TAILOR
I promise you ’tis a wire would draw me from my work seven days a week.
 

COURTESAN
Why, do you work o’ Sundays, tailor?
 

TAILOR
Hardest of all, o’ Sundays, because we are most forbidden.
 

COURTESAN
Troth, and so do most of us women; the better day the better deed, we think.
 

MISTRESS COMINGS
Excellent, exceeding, i’faith. A narroweared wire sets out a cheek so fat and so full, and if you be ruled by me, you shall wear your hair still like a mock-face behind; ’tis such an Italian world, many men know not before from behind.
 

TAILOR
How like you the sitting of this gown now, Mistress Comings?
 

MISTRESS COMINGS
It sits at marvellous good ease and comely discretion.
 

HELLGILL
Who would think now this fine sophisticated squall came out of the bosom of a barn, and the loins of a hay-tosser?
 

COURTESAN
Out, you saucy, pestiferous pander! I scorn that, i’faith.
 

HELLGILL
Excellent, already the true phrase and style of a strumpet. Stay, a little more of the red, and then I take my leave of your cheek for four-and-twenty hours. — Do you not think it impossible that her own father should know her now, if he saw her?
 

COURTESAN
Why, I think no less. How can he know me, when I scarce know myself?
 

HELLGILL
’Tis right.
 

COURTESAN
But so well you lay wait for a man for me.
 

HELLGILL
I protest I have bestowed much labour about it; and in fit time, good news, I hope.
 

Enter a Servant bringing in her Father in disguise to serve her
 

SERVANT
I’ve found one yet at last, in whose preferment I hope to reap credit.
 

COURTESAN
Is that the fellow?
 

SERVANT
Lady, it is.
 

COURTESAN
Art thou willing to serve me, fellow?
 

FATHER
So please you, he that has not the heart to serve such a mistress as your beautiful self, deserves to be honoured for a fool or knighted for a coward.
 

COURTESAN
There’s too many of them already.
 

FATHER
‘Twere sin then to raise the number.
 

COURTESAN
Well we’ll try both our likings for a month, and then either proceed, or let fall the suit.
 

FATHER
Be it as you have spoke, but ’tis my hope a longer Term.
 

COURTESAN
NO, truly, our Term ends once a month. We should get more than the lawyers, for they have but four Terms a year, and we have twelve, and that makes ‘em run so fast to us in the vacation.
 

FATHER
[aside] A mistress of a choice beauty! Amongst  such imperfect creatures I ha’ not seen a perfecter.
I should have reckoned the fortunes of my daughter amongst the happiest, had she lighted into such a service, whereas now I rest doubtful whom or where she serves.
 

COURTESAN
[gives money] There’s for your bodily advice, tailor; and there’s for your head-counsel; and I discharge you both till tomorrow morning again.
 

TAILOR
At which time our neatest attendance.
 

MISTRESS COMINGS
I pray, have an especial care, howsoever you stand or lie, that nothing fall upon your hair to batter your wire. Exeunt [Tailor and Mistress Comings]
 

COURTESAN
I warrant you for that. — Which gown becomes me best now, the purple satin or this?
 

HELLGILL
If my opinion might rule over you — 
 

Enter Lethe with Rearage and Salewood
 

LETHE
Come, gallants, I’ll bring you to a beauty shall strike your eyes into your hearts. What you see you shall desire, yet never enjoy.
 

REARAGE
And that’s a villainous torment.
 

SALEWOOD
And is she but your underput, Master Lethe?
 

LETHE
No more, of my credit; and a gentlewoman of a great house, noble parentage, unmatchable education, my plain punk. I may grace her with the name of a courtesan, a backslider, a prostitution, or such a toy; but when all comes to all, ’tis but a plain punk. Look you gentlemen, that’s she; behold her.
 

COURTESAN
O, my beloved strayer! I consume in thy absence.
 

LETHE
La, you now. You shall not say I’ll be proud to you, gentlemen; I give you leave to salute her. — [Aside] I’m afraid of nothing now, but that she’ll utterly disgrace ‘em, turn tail to ‘em, and place their kisses behind her. No, by my faith, she deceives me; by my troth, she’s kissed ‘em both with her lips. I thank you for that music masters. ‘Slid, they both court her at once, and see, if she ha’ not the wit to stand still and let ‘em! I think if two men were brewed into one, there is that woman would drink ‘em up both.
 

REARAGE
[to Courtesan] A coxcomb! He a courtier?
 

COURTESAN
He says he has a place there.
 

SALEWOOD
So has the fool, a better place than he, and can come where he dare not show his head.
 

LETHE
Nay, hear you me, gentlemen — 
 

SALEWOOD
I protest, you were the last man we spoke on. We’re a little busy yet; pray stay there awhile. We’ll come to you presently.
 

LETHE
[aside] This is good, i’faith; endure this and be a slave forever! Since you neither savour of good breeding nor bringing up, I’ll slice your hamstrings, but I’ll make you show mannerly! — Pox on you, leave courting. I ha’ not the heart to hurt an Englishman, i’faith, or else — 
 

SALEWOOD
What else?
 

LETHE
Prithee, let’s be merry; nothing else. — [To Servant]
Here, fetch some wine.
 

COURTESAN
Let my servant go for’t.
 

LETHE
Yours? Which is he?
 

FATHER
This, sir. — 
(Aside) But I scarce like my mistress now; the loins
Can ne’er be safe where the flies be so busy.
Wit, by experience bought, foils wit at school;
Who proves a deeper knave than a spent fool? — 
I am gone for your worship’s wine, sir. [Exit]
 

HELLGILL
[aside to Lethe] Sir, you put up too much indignity; bring company to cut your own throat. The fire is not yet so hot, that you need two screens before it; ’tis but new kindled yet. If ‘twere risse to a flame, I could not blame you then to put others before you; but, alas, all the heat yet is comfortable, a cherisher, not a defacer.
 

LETHE
Prithee, let ‘em alone. They’ll be ashamed on’t anon, I trow, if they have any grace in ‘em.
 

HELLGILL
[aside] I’d fain have him quarrel, fight, and be assuredly killed, that I might beg his place, for there’s ne’er a one void yet. [Exit with Servant]
 

Enter Shortyard with Easy
 

COURTESAN
You’ll make him mad anon.
 

SALEWOOD
’Tis to that end.
 

SHORTYARD
Yet at last Master Quomodo is as firm as his promise.
 

EASY
Did I not tell you still he would?
 

SHORTYARD
Let me see, I am seven hundred pound in bond now to the rascal.
 

EASY
Nay, you’re no less, Master Blastfield, look to’t. By my troth, I must needs confess, sir, you ha’ been uncommonly kind to me since I ha’ been in town; but Master Alsup shall know on’t.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s my ambition, sir.
 

EASY
I beseech you, sir. — Stay, this is Lethe’s haunt, see, we have catched him.
 

LETHE
Master Blastfield and Master Easy, you’re kind gentlemen both.
 

SHORTYARD
Is that the beauty you famed so?
 

LETHE
The same.
 

SHORTYARD
Who be those so industrious about her?
 

LETHE
Rearage and Salewood. I’ll tell you the unmannerliest trick of ‘em, that ever you heard in your life.
 

SHORTYARD
Prithee, what’s that?
 

LETHE
I invited ‘em hither to look upon her, brought ‘em along with me, gave ‘em leave to salute her in kindness; what do they but most saucily fall in love with her, very impudently court her for themselves, and, like two crafty attorneys, finding a hole in my lease, go about to defeat me of my right?
 

SHORTYARD
Ha’ they so little conscience?
 

LETHE
The most uncivil’st part that you have seen. I know they’ll be sorry for’t when they have done, for there’s no man but gives a sigh after his sin of women; I know it by myself.
 

SHORTYARD
[to Rearage and Salewood] You parcel of a rude, saucy and unmannerly nation — 
 

LETHE
[aside] One good thing in him, he’ll tell ‘em on’t roundly.
 

SHORTYARD
Cannot a gentleman purchase a little fire to thaw his appetite by, but must you, that have been daily singed in the flame, be as greedy to beguile him on’t? How can it appear in you but maliciously, an that you go about to engross hell to your selves? Heaven forbid, that you should not suffer a stranger to come in; the devil himself is not so unmannerly. I do not think but some of them rather will be wise enough to beg offices there before you, and keep you out. Marry, all the spite will be, they cannot sell ‘em again.
 

EASY
Come, are you not to blame? Not to give place — To us, I mean.
 

LETHE
A worse and a worse disgrace!
 

COURTESAN
Nay, gentlemen, you wrong us both then.
Stand from me, I protest I’ll draw my silver bodkin upon you.
 

SHORTYARD
Clubs! Clubs! Gentlemen, stand upon your guard.
 

COURTESAN
A gentlewoman must swagger a little now and then, I perceive; there would be no civility in her chamber else. Though it be my hard fortune to have my keeper there a coward, the thing that’s kept is a gentlewoman born.
 

SHORTYARD
And to conclude, a coward, infallible of your side. Why, do you think, i’faith, I took you to be a coward? Do I think you’ll turn your back to any man living? You’ll be whipped first.
 

EASY
And then indeed she turns her back to some man living.
 

SHORTYARD
But that man shows himself a knave, for he dares not show his own face when he does it; for some of the Common Council in Henry the Eight’s days thought it modesty at that time, that one visor should look upon another.
 

EASY
’Twas honestly considered of ‘em, i’faith.
 

Enter Mother Gruel
 

SHORTYARD
How now? What piece of stuff comes here?
 

LETHE
[aside] Now, some good news yet to recover my repute, and grace me in this company. — Gentlemen, are we friends among ourselves?
 

SHORTYARD
United.
[Enter Father with wine]
 

LETHE
Then here comes Rhenish to confirm our amity. — 
Wagtail, salute them all, they are friends.
 

COURTESAN
Then, saving my quarrel, to you all.
 

SHORTYARD
TO’S all.
 

COURTESAN
Now beshrew your hearts, an you do not.
 

SHORTYARD
TO sweet Master Lethe.
 

LETHE
Let it flow this way, dear Master Blastfield. — 
Gentlemen, to you all.
 

SHORTYARD
This Rhenish wine is like the scouring-stick to a gun, it makes the barrel clear. It has an excellent virtue, it keeps all the sinks in man and woman’s body sweet in June and July; and, to say truth, if ditches were not cast once a year, and drabs once a month, there would be no abiding i’th’ city.
 

LETHE
Gentlemen, I’ll make you privy to a letter I sent.
 

SHORTYARD
A letter comes well after privy; it makes amends.
 

LETHE
There’s one Quomodo a draper’s daughter in town whom for her happy portion I wealthily affect.
 

REARAGE
And not for love? — [To Salewood] This makes for me, his rival; bear witness.
 

LETHE
The father does elect me for the man,
The daughter says the same.
 

SHORTYARD
Are you not well?
 

LETHE
Yes, all but for the mother; she’s my sickness.
 

LETHE
Horror, horror! I’m smothered. Let me go, torment me not. Exit
 

SHORTYARD
An you love me, let’s follow him, gentlemen.
 

REARAGE
and SALEWOOD Agreed. Exeunt
 

SHORTYARD
I count a hundred pound well spent to pursue a good jest, Master Easy.
 

EASY
By my troth, I begin to bear that mind too.
 

SHORTYARD
Well said, i’faith. Hang money! Good jests are worth silver at all times.
 

EASY
They’re worth gold, Master Blastfield.
Exeunt [Easy, Shortyard, and Mother Gruel]
 

COURTESAN
Do you deceive me so? Are you toward marriage, i’faith, Master Lethe? It shall go hard but I’ll forbid the banns. I’ll send a messenger into your bones, another into your purse, but I’ll do it. Exit
 

FATHER
Thou fair and wicked creature, steeped in art,
Beauteous and fresh, the soul the foulest part.
A common filth is like a house possessed,
Where, if not spoiled, you’ll come out ‘fraid at least.
This service likes not me; though I rest poor,
I hate the basest use, to screen a whore.
The human stroke ne’er made him; he that can
Be bawd to woman never leapt from man;
Some monster won his mother.
I wished my poor child hither, doubled wrong.
A month and such a mistress were too long;
Yet here awhile in others’ lives I’ll see
How former follies did appear in me. Exit
 

Enter Easy with Shortyard’s Boy
 

EASY
Boy!
 

BOY
Anon, sir.
 

EASY
Where left you Master Blastfield, your master, say you?
 

BOY
An hour since I left him in Paul’s, sir. — [Aside] But you’ll not find him the same man again, next time you meet him.
 

EASY
Methinks I have no being without his company. ’Tis so full of kindness and delight, I hold him to be the only companion in earth.
 

BOY
[aside] Ay, as companions go nowadays, that help to spend a man’s money.
 

EASY
So full of nimble wit, various discourse, pregnant apprehension, and uncommon entertainment; he might keep company with any lord for his grace.
 

SHORTYARD
By’rlady, and the mother is a pestilent, wilful, troublesome sickness, I can tell you, if she light upon you handsomely.
 

LETHE
I find it so; she for a stranger pleads,
Whose name I ha’ not learned.
 

REARAGE
[to Salewood]
And e’en now he called me by it.
 

LETHE
Now, as my letter told her, since only her consent kept aloof off, what might I think on’t, but that she merely doted upon me herself!
 

SHORTYARD
Very assuredly.
 

SALEWOOD
[to Rearage] This makes still for you.
 

SHORTYARD
Did you let it go so, i’faith?
 

LETHE
You may believe it, sir. — Now, what says her answer?
 

SHORTYARD
Ay, her answer.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
She says you’re a base, proud knave, an like your worship.
 

LETHE
How?
 

SHORTYARD
Nay, hear out her answer, or there’s no goodness in you.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
You ha’ forgot, she says, in what pickle your worship came up, and brought two of your friends to give their words for a suit of green kersey.
 

LETHE
Drudge, peace, or — [Gestures threateningly]
 

SHORTYARD
Show yourself a gentleman; she had the patience to read your letter, which was as bad as this can be. What will she think on’t? Not hear her answer? — Speak, good his drudge.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
And as for her daughter, she hopes she’ll be ruled by her in time, and not be carried away with a cast of manchets, a bottle of wine, and a custard, which once made her daughter sick, because you came by it with a bad conscience.
 

LETHE
Gentlemen, I’m all in a sweat.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s very wholesome for your body; nay, you must keep in your arms.
 

MOTHER GRUEL Then she demanded of me whether I was your worship’s aunt or no?
 

LETHE
Out, out, out!
 

MOTHER GRUEL
Alas, said I, I am a poor drudge of his. — 
Faith, an thou wert his mother, quoth she, he’d make thee his drudge, I warrant him. — Marry, out upon him, quoth I, an’t like your worship.
 

EASY
Master Quomodo?
 

SHORTYARD
How strange you make it. You’re a landed gentleman, sir. I know ’tis but a trifle, a bond of seven hundred pound.
 

EASY
La, I knew you had mistook; you should arrest
One Master Blastfleld, ’tis his bond, his debt.
 

SHORTYARD
Is not your name there?
 

EASY
True, for fashion’s sake.
 

SHORTYARD
Why and ’tis for fashion’s sake that we arrest you.
 

EASY
Nay, an it be no more, I yield to that. I know Master
Blastfleld will see me take no injury as long as I’m in town, for Master Alsup’s sake.
 

SHORTYARD
Who’s that, sir?
 

EASY
An honest gentleman in Essex.
 

SHORTYARD
O, in Essex! I thought you had been in London, where now your business lies; honesty from Essex will be a great while a-coming, sir; you should look out an honest pair of citizens.
 

EASY
Alas, sir, I know not where to find ‘em.
 

SHORTYARD
No? There’s enough in town.
 

EASY
I know not one, by my troth. I am a mere stranger for these parts; Master Quomodo is all, and the honestest that I know.
 

SHORTYARD
To him, then, let’s set forward. — Yeoman
Spiderman, cast an eye about for Master Blastfield.
 

EASY
Boy! — Alas, the poor boy was frighted away at first.
 

SHORTYARD
Can you blame him sir? We that daily fray away knights, may fright away boys, I hope. Exeunt
 

Enter Quomodo with the Boy,
[Thomasine above]
 

QUOMODO
Ha! Have they him, sayst thou?
BOY
AS sure as — 
 

QUOMODO
The land’s mine; that’s sure enough, boy.
Let me advance thee, knave, and give thee a kiss;
My plot’s so firm, I dare it now to miss.
Now shall I be divulged a landed man
Throughout the livery: one points, another whispers,
A third frets inwardly, let him fret and hang!
Especially his envy I shall have
That would be fain, yet cannot be, a knave,
Like an old lecher, girt in a furred gown,
Whose mind stands stiff, but his performance down. Now come my golden days in.
 — Whither is the worshipful Master Quomodo and his fair bedfellow rid forth? — To his land in Essex! — Whence comes those goodly load of logs? — From his land in Essex! — Where grows this pleasant fruit, says one citizen’s wife in the Row. — At Master Quomodo’s orchard in Essex. — O, O does it so? I thank you for that good news, i’faith.
 

BOY
Here they come with him, sir. [Exit]
 

QUOMODO
Grant me patience in my joys, that being so great, I run not mad with ‘em.
 

[Enter Shortyard and Falselight, disguised as a Sergeant and a Yeoman, bringing in Easy]
 

SHORTYARD
Bless Master Quomodo!
 

QUOMODO
How now, sergeants? Who ha’ you brought me here — Master Easy!
 

EASY
Why, la you now, sergeants, did I not tell you you mistook?
 

QUOMODO
Did you not hear me say, I had rather ha’ had Master Blastfield, the more sufficient man a great deal?
 

SHORTYARD
Very true, sir. But this gentleman lighting into our hands first — 
 

QUOMODO
Why, did you so, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
We thought good to make use of that opportunity, and hold him fast.
 

QUOMODO
You did well in that, I must needs say, for your own securities. But ’twas not my mind, Master Easy, to have you first. You must needs think so.
 

EASY
I dare swear that, Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
But since you are come to me, I have no reason to refuse you; I should show little manners in that, sir.
 

EASY
But I hope you spake not in that sense, sir, to impose the bond upon me?
 

QUOMODO
By my troth, that’s my meaning, sir. You shall find me an honest man; you see I mean what I say. Is not the day past, the money untendered? You’d ha’ me live uprightly, Master Easy?
 

EASY
Why, sir, you know Master Blastfield is the man.
 

QUOMODO
Why, sir, I know Master Blastfield is the man; but is he any more than one man? Two entered into bond to me, or I’m foully cozened.
 

EASY
You know my entrance was but for fashion sake.
 

QUOMODO
Why I’ll agree to you; you’ll grant ’tis the fashion likewise when the bond’s due, to have the money paid again.
 

SHORTYARD
So we told him, sir, and that it lay in your worship’s courtesy to arrest which you please.
 

QUOMODO
Marry, does it, sir. These fellows know the law. Beside, you offered yourself into bond to me, you know, when I had no stomach to you. Now beshrew your heart for your labour! I might ha’ had a good substantial citizen that would ha’ paid the sum roundly, although I think you sufficient enough for seven hundred pound, beside the forfeiture. I would be loath to disgrace you so much before sergeants.
 

EASY
If you would ha’ the patience, sir, I do not think but Master Blastfield is at carrier’s to receive the money.
 

QUOMODO
He will prove the honester man, then, and you the better discharged. I wonder he should break with me; ’twas never his practice. You must not be angry with me now, though you were somewhat hot when you entered into bond; you may easily go in angrily, but you cannot come out so.
 

EASY
No, the devil’s in’t, for that!
 

SHORTYARD
[aside to Easy] Do you hear, sir? O’my troth, we pity you. Ha’ you any store of crowns about you?
 

EASY
Faith, a poor store, yet they shall be at their service that will strive to do me good. We were both drunk last night, and ne’er thought upon the bond.
 

SHORTYARD
I must tell you this, you have fell into the hands of a most merciless devourer, the very gull o’ the city; should you offer him money, goods or lands now, he’d rather have your body in prison, he’s o’ such a nature.
 

EASY
Prison? We’re undone then!
 

SHORTYARD
He’s o’ such a nature, look! Let him owe any man a spite, what’s his course? He will lend him money today, o’ purpose to ‘rest him tomorrow.
 

EASY
Defend me!
 

SHORTYARD
H’as at least sixteen at this instant proceeded in both the Counters: some bach’lors, some masters, some doctors of captivity of twenty years’ standing; and he desires nothing more than imprisonment.
 

EASY
Would Master Blastfield would come away.
 

SHORTYARD
Ay, then things would not be as they are.
What will you say to us if we procure you two substantial subsidy citizens to bail you, spite on’s heart, and set you at liberty to find out Master Blastfield?
 

EASY
Sergeant, here, take all! I’ll be dear to you, do but perform it.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] Much!
 

FALSELIGHT
[aside] Enough, sweet sergeant, I hope I understand thee.
 

SHORTYARD
I love to prevent the malice of such a rascal. Perhaps you might find Master Blastfield tonight.
 

EASY
Why, we lie together, man, there’s the jest on’t.
 

SHORTYARD
Fie! And you’ll seek to secure your bail? Because they will be two citizens of good account, you must do that for your credit sake.
 

EASY
I’ll be bound to save them harmless.
 

SHORTYARD
A pox on him, you cut his throat then. No words!
 

EASY
What’s it you require me, Master Quomodo?
 

QUOMODO
You know that before this time, I hope, sir: present money, or present imprisonment.
 

SHORTYARD
[aside to Easy] I told you so.
 

EASY
We ne’er had money of you.
 

QUOMODO
You had commodities, an’t please you.
 

EASY
Well, may I not crave so much liberty upon my word, to seek out Master Blastfield?
 

QUOMODO
Yes, an you would not laugh at me. We are sometimes gulls to gentlemen, I thank ‘em; but gentlemen are never gulls to us, I commend ‘em.
 

SHORTYARD
Under your leave, Master Quomodo, the gentleman craves the furtherance of an hour; and it sorts well with our occasion at this time, having a little urgent business at Guildhall; at which minute we’ll return, and see what agreement is made.
 

QUOMODO
Nay, take him along with you, sergeant.
 

EASY
I’m undone then!
 

SHORTYARD
He’s your prisoner, and being safe in your house at your own disposing, you cannot deny him such a request. Beside, he hath a little faith in Master Blastfield’s coming, sir.
 

QUOMODO
Let me not be too long delayed, I charge you.
 

EASY
Not an hour, i’faith, sir.
Exeunt
[Shortyard and Falselight]
 

QUOMODO
O, Master Easy, of all men living, I never dreamt you would ha’ done me this injury: make me wound my credit, fail in my commodities, bring my state into suspicion. For the breaking of your day to me has broken my day to others.
 

EASY
You tell me of that still, which is no fault of mine, Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
O, what’s a man but his honesty, Master Easy? And that’s a fault amongst most of us all. Mark but this note; I’ll give you good counsel now: as often as you give your name to a bond, you must think you christen a child, and take the charge on’t too; for as the one, the bigger it grows, the more cost it requires, so the other, the longer it lies, the more charges it puts you to. Only here’s the difference: a child must be broke, and a bond must not; the more you break children, the more you keep ‘em under, but the more you break bonds, the more they’ll leap in your face. And therefore, to conclude, I would never undertake to be gossip to that bond which I would not see well brought up.
 

EASY
Say you so, sir? I’ll think upon your counsel hereafter for’t.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Ah, fool, thou shouldst ne’er ha’ tasted such wit, but that I know ’tis too late.
 

THOMASINE
[aside] The more I grieve.
 

QUOMODO
To put all this into the compass of a little hoop ring:
Make this account, come better days or worse,
So many bonds abroad, so many boys at nurse.
 

EASY
A good medicine for a short memory. But since you have entered so far, whose children are desperate debts, I pray?
 

QUOMODO
Faith, they are like the offsprings of stolen lust, put to the hospital; their fathers are not to be found; they are either too far abroad, or too close within. And thus for your memory’s sake:
The desperate debtor hence derives his name,
One that has neither money, land, nor fame;
All that he makes prove bastards, and not bands,
But such as yours at first are born to lands.
 

EASY
But all that I beget hereafter I’ll soon disinherit,
Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] In the mean time, here’s a shrewd knave will disinherit you.
 

EASY
Well, to put you out of all doubt, Master Quomodo, I’ll not trust to your courtesy; I ha’ sent for bail.
 

QUOMODO
How? You’ve cozened me there, i’faith.
 

EASY
Since the worst comes to the worst, I have those friends i’th’ city, I hope, that will not suffer me to lie for seven hundred pound.
 

QUOMODO
And you told me you had no friends here at all; how should a man trust you now?
 

EASY
That was but to try your courtesy, Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] How unconscionably he gulls himself. — They must be wealthy subsidy-men, sir, at least forty pound i’th’ King’s Books, I can tell you, that do such a feat for you.
 

Enter Shortyard and Falselight, like wealthy citizens in satin suits
 

EASY
Here they come, whatsoe’er they are.
 

QUOMODO
By’rlady, alderman’s deputies! I am very sorry for you, sir; I cannot refuse such men.
 

SHORTYARD
Are you the gentleman in distress?
 

EASY
None more than myself, sir. [Takes Shortyard and Falselight aside]
 

QUOMODO
[aside] He speaks truer than he thinks, for if he knew the hearts that owe those faces! A dark shop’s good for somewhat.
 

EASY
That was all, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
And that’s enough, for by that means you have made yourself liable to the bond, as well as that Basefield.
 

EASY
Blastfield, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
O, cry you mercy, ’tis Blastfield indeed.
 

EASY
But, under both your worships’ favours, I know where to find him presently.
 

SHORTYARD
That’s all your refuge.
[Enter Boy]
 

BOY
News, good news, Master Easy!
 

EASY
What, boy?
 

BOY
Master Blastfleld, my master, has received a thousand pound, and will be at his lodging at supper.
 

EASY
Happy news! Hear you that, Master Quomodo?
 

QUOMODO
’Tis enough for you to hear that, you’re the fortunate man, sir.
 

EASY
Not now, I beseech your good worships.
 

SHORTYARD
Gentleman, what’s your t’other name?
 

EASY
Easy.
 

SHORTYARD
O, Master Easy. I would we could rather pleasure you otherwise, Master Easy; you should soon perceive it. I’ll speak a proud word: we have pitied more gentlemen in distress than any two citizens within the freedom. But to be bail to seven hundred pound action is a matter of shrewd weight.
 

EASY
I’ll be bound to secure you.
 

SHORTYARD
Tut, what’s your bond, sir?
 

EASY
Body, goods, and lands, immediately before Master Quomodo.
 

SHORTYARD
Shall we venture once again, that have been so often undone by gentlemen?
 

FALSELIGHT
I have no great stomach to’t; it will appear in us more pity than wisdom.
 

EASY
Why should you say so, sir?
 

SHORTYARD
I like the gentleman’s face well; he does not look as if he would deceive us.
 

EASY
O, not I, sir!
 

SHORTYARD
Come, we’ll make a desperate voyage once again; we’ll try his honesty, and take his single bond, of body, goods, and lands.
 

EASY
I dearly thank you, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Master Quomodo!
 

QUOMODO
Your worships.
 

SHORTYARD
We have took a course to set your prisoner free.
 

QUOMODO
Your worships are good bail; you content me.
 

SHORTYARD
Come then, and be a witness to a recullisance.
 

QUOMODO
With all my heart, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Master Easy, you must have an especial care now to find out that Blastfield.
 

EASY
I shall have him at my lodging, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
The suit will be followed against you else. Master Quomodo will come upon us, and forsake you.
 

EASY
I know that, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
Well, since I see you have such a good mind to be honest, I’ll leave some greater affairs, and sweat with you to find him myself.
 

EASY
Here, then, my misery ends. A stranger’s kindness oft exceeds a friend’s. Exeunt
 

THOMASINE
Thou art deceived, thy misery but begins;
“To beguile goodness, is the core of sins.”
My love is such unto thee, that I die
As often as thou drink’st up injury,
Yet have no means to warn thee from’t; for “he
That sows in craft does rape in jealousy.”
[Exit above]
[Enter Rearage and Salewood]
 

REARAGE
Now the letter’s made up and all; it wants but the print of a seal, and away it goes to Master Quomodo.
Andrew Lethe is well whipped in’t; his name stands in a white sheet here, and does penance for him.
 

SALEWOOD
You have shame enough against him, if that be good.
 

REARAGE
First, as a contempt of that reverend ceremony he has in hand, to wit, marriage.
 

SALEWOOD
Why do you say, ‘to wit, marriage’, when you know there’s none will marry that’s wise?
 

REARAGE
Had it not more need, then, to have wit to put to’t, if it be grown to a folly?
 

SALEWOOD
You’ve won, I’ll give’t you.
 

REARAGE
’Tis no thanks now. But, as I was saying, as a foul contempt to that sacred ceremony, he most audaciously keeps a drab in town; and to be free from the interruption of blue beadles and other bawdy officers, he most politicly lodges her in a constable’s house.
 

SALEWOOD
That’s a pretty point i’faith.
 

REARAGE
And so the watch that should fetch her out are her chiefest guard to keep her in.
 

SALEWOOD
It must needs be, for look how the constable plays his conscience, the watchmen will follow the suit.
 

REARAGE
Why, well then.
 

Enter Easy with Shortyard, like a citizen
 

EASY
All night from me? He’s hurt, he’s made away!
 

SHORTYARD
Where shall we seek him now? You lead me fair jaunts, sir.
 

EASY
Pray, keep a little patience, sir. I shall find him at last, you shall see.
 

SHORTYARD
A citizen of my ease and substance to walk so long afoot!
 

EASY
You should ha’ had my horse, but that he has eaten out his head, sir.
 

SHORTYARD
How? Would you had me hold him by the tail, sir, then?
 

EASY
Manners forbid. ’Tis no part of my meaning, sir. O, here’s Master Rearage and Master Salewood; now we shall hear of him presently. — Gentlemen both.
 

SALEWOOD
Master Easy, how fare you, sir?
 

EASY
Very well in health. Did you see Master Blastfield this morning?
 

SALEWOOD
I was about to move it to you.
 

REARAGE
We were all three in a mind, then.
 

SALEWOOD
I ha’ not set eye on him these two days.
 

REARAGE
I wonder he keeps so long from us, i’faith.
 

EASY
I begin to be sick.
 

SALEWOOD
Why, what’s the matter?
 

EASY
Nothing, in troth, but a great desire I had to have seen him.
 

REARAGE
I wonder you should miss on’t lately; you’re his bedfellow.
 

EASY
I lay alone tonight, i’faith. I do not know how — 
[Enter Lethe]
O here comes Master Lethe; he can dispatch me. Master Lethe!
 

LETHE
What’s your name, sir? O, cry you mercy, Master Easy.
 

EASY
When parted you from Master Blastfield, sir?
 

LETHE
Blastfield’s an ass; I have sought him these two days to beat him.
 

EASY
Yourself all alone, sir?
 

LETHE
I, and three more. Exit
 

SHORTYARD
[aside] I am glad I am where I am, then. I perceive ’twas time of all hands.
 

REARAGE
[to Salewood] Content, i’faith, let’s trace him.
Exeunt after Lethe
 

SHORTYARD
What, have you found him yet? Neither? What’s to be done now? I’ll venture my body no further for any gentleman’s pleasure; I know not how soon I may be called upon, and now to overheat myself — 
 

EASY
I’m undone!
 

SHORTYARD
This is you that slept with him. You can make fools of us; but I’ll turn you over to Quomodo for’t.
 

EASY
Good sir — 
 

SHORTYARD
I’ll prevent mine own danger.
 

EASY
I beseech you, sir — 
 

SHORTYARD
Though I love gentlemen well, I do not mean to be undone for ‘em.
 

EASY
Pray, sir, let me request you, sir. Sweet sir, I beseech you, sir —  Exeunt
Music. Finis Actus Tertius
 




Act IV.
 

Enter Quomodo, his disguised spirits [Shortyard and Falselight as citizens], after whom Easy follows hard
 

SHORTYARD
Made fools of us! Not to be found!
 

QUOMODO
What, what?
 

EASY
Do not undo me quite, though, Master Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
You’re very welcome, Master Easy. I ha’ nothing to say to you; I’ll not touch you, you may go when you please. I have good bail here, I thank their worships.
 

EASY
What shall I say, or whom shall I beseech?
 

SHORTYARD
Gentlemen! ‘Slid, they were born to undo us, I think; but, for my part, I’ll make an oath before Master Quomodo here, ne’er to do gentlemen good while I live.
 

FALSELIGHT
I’ll not be long behind you.
 

SHORTYARD
[to Easy] Away! If you had any grace in you, you would be ashamed to look us i’th’ face, iwis! I wonder with what brow you can come amongst us. I should seek my fortunes far enough, if I were you, and neither return to Essex, to be a shame to my predecessors, nor remain about London, to be a mock to my successors.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Subtle Shortyard!
 

SHORTYARD
Here are his lands forfeited to us, Master Quomodo; and to avoid the inconscionable trouble of law, all the assurance he made to us, we willingly resign to you.
 

QUOMODO
What shall l do with rubbish? Give me money!
’Tis for your worships to have land, that keep great houses; I should be hoisted.
 

SHORTYARD
But, Master Quomodo, if you would but conceive it aright, the land would fall fitter to you than to us.
 

EASY
[aside] Curts’ing about my land!
 

SHORTYARD
You have a towardly son and heir, as we hear.
 

QUOMODO
I must needs say, he is a Templar indeed.
 

SHORTYARD
We have neither posterity in town, nor hope for any abroad; we have wives, but the marks have been out of their mouths these twenty years, and, as it appears, they did little good when they were in. We could not stand about it, sir; to get riches and children too, ’tis more than one man can do. And I am of those citizens’ minds that say, let our wives make shift for children an they will, they get none of us; and I cannot think but he that has both much wealth and many children, has had more helps coming in than himself.
 

QUOMODO
I am not a bow wide of your mind, sir. And for the thrifty and covetous hopes I have in my son and heir, Sim Quomodo, that he will never trust his land in wax and parchment, as many gentlemen have done before him — 
 

EASY
[aside] A by-blow for me.
 

QUOMODO
I will honestly discharge you, and receive it in due form and order of law, to strengthen it forever to my son and heir, that he may undoubtedly enter upon’t without the let or molestation of any man, at his or our pleasure whensoever.
 

SHORTYARD
’Tis so assured unto you.
 

QUOMODO
Why, then, Master Easy, you’re a free man, sir.
You may deal in what you please and go whither you will.
 

[Enter Thomasine]
Why, Thomasine, Master Easy is come from Essex; bid him welcome in a cup of small beer.
 

THOMASINE
[aside] Not only vile, but in it tyrannous.
 

QUOMODO
If it please you, sir, you know the house; you may visit us often, and dine with us once a quarter.
 

EASY
Confusion light on you, your wealth and heir;
Worms gnaw your conscience, as the moth your ware.
I am not the first heir that robbed or begged.
Exit [with Thomasine following]
 

QUOMODO
Excellent, excellent, sweet spirits!
 

SHORTYARD
Landed Master Quomodo!
 

QUOMODO
Delicate Shortyard, commodious Falselight,
Hug and away, shift, shift;
’Tis sleight, not strength, that gives the greatest lift.
[Exeunt Shortyard and Falselight]
Now my desires are full — for this time.
Men may have cormorant wishes, but, alas,
A little thing, three hundred pound a year,
Suffices nature, keeps life and soul together.
I’ll have ‘em lopped immediately; I long
To warm myself by th’ wood.
A fine journey in the Whitsun holidays, i’faith, to ride down with a number of citizens, and their wives, some upon pillions, some upon sidesaddles. I and little
Thomasine i’th’ middle, our son and heir, Sim Quomodo, in a peach-colour taffeta jacket, some horselength or a long yard before us. There will be a fine show on’s, I can tell you, where we citizens will laugh and lie down, get all our wives with child against a bank, and get up again. — Stay, ha! Hast thou that wit, i’faith. ‘Twill be admirable. To see how the very thought of green fields puts a man into sweet inventions. I will presently possess Sim Quomodo of all the land. I have a toy and I’ll do’t. And because I see before mine eyes that most of our heirs prove notorious rioters after our deaths, and that cozenage in the father wheels about to folly in the son, our posterity commonly foiled at the same weapon at which we played rarely; and being the world’s beaten word, what’s got over the devil’s back (that’s by knavery) must be spent under his belly (that’s by lechery); being awake in these knowings, why should not I oppose ‘em now, and break destiny of her custom, preventing that by policy, which without it must needs be destiny? And I have took the course! I will forthwith sicken, call for my keys, make my will, and dispose of all. Give my son this blessing, that he trust no man, keep his hand from a quean and a scrivener, live in his father’s faith, and do good to nobody. Then will I begin to rave like a fellow of a wide conscience, and, for all the world, counterfeit to the life that which I know I shall do when I die: take on for my gold, my lands, and my writings, grow worse and worse, call upon the devil, and so make an end. By this time I have indented with a couple of searchers, who, to uphold my device, shall fray them Out o’th’ chamber with report of sickness, and so, la, I start up, and recover again. For in this business I will trust, no, not my spirits, Falselight and Shortyard, but in disguise note the condition of all: how pitiful my wife takes my death, which will appear by November in her eye, and the fall of the leaf in her body, but especially by the cost she bestows upon my funeral, there shall I try her love and regard; my daughter’s marrying to my will and liking; and my son’s affection after my disposing. For, to conclude, I am as jealous of this land as of my wife, to know what would become of it after my decease. Exit
 

Enter Courtesan with her disguised Father
 

FATHER
Though I be poor, ’tis my glory to live honest.
 

COURTESAN
I prithee, do not leave me.
 

FATHER
To be bawd.
Hell has not such an office.
I thought at first your mind had been preserved
In virtue and in modesty of blood,
That such a face had not been made to please
The unsettled appetites of several men,
Those eyes turned up through prayer, not through lust;
But you are wicked, and my thoughts unjust.
 

COURTESAN
Why thou art an unreasonable fellow, i’faith.
Do not all trades live by their ware, and yet called honest livers? Do they not thrive best when they utter most, and make it away by the great? Is not wholesale the chiefest merchandise? Do you think some merchants could keep their wives so brave but for their wholesale?
You’re foully deceived an you think so.
 

FATHER
You are so glued to punishment and shame,
Your words e’en deserve whipping.
To bear the habit of a gentlewoman,
And be in mind so distant.
 

COURTESAN
Why, you fool you, are not gentlewomen sinners? And there’s no courageous sinner amongst us, but was a gentlewoman by the mother’s side, I warrant you. Besides, we are not always bound to think those our fathers that marry our mothers, but those that lie with our mothers, and they may be gentlemen born, and born again, for ought we know, you know.
 

FATHER
True, corruption may well be generation’s first;
‘We’re bad by nature, but by custom worst.’ Exeunt
A bell tolls, a confused cry within
 

THOMASINE
[within] O, my husband!
 

SIM
[within] My father, O, my father!
 

FALSELIGHT
[within] My sweet master, dead!
 

Enter Shortyard and the Boy
 

SHORTYARD
Run boy, bid ‘em ring out. He dead, he’s gone.
 

BOY
Then is as arrant a knave gone, as ‘ere was called upon. [Exit]
 

SHORTYARD
The happiest good that ever Shortyard felt,
I want to be expressed, my mirth is such;
To be struck now, e’en when his joys were high.
Men only kiss their knaveries, and so die,
I’ve often marked it.
He was a famous coz’ner while he lived,
And now his son shall reap it; I’ll ha’ the lands,
Let him study law after; ’tis no labour
To undo him forever. But for Easy,
Only good confidence did make him foolish,
And not the lack of sense, that was not it;
’Tis worldly craft beats down a scholar’s wit.
For this our son and heir now, he
From his conception was entailed an ass,
And he has kept it well, twenty-five years now.
Then the slightest art will do’t; the lands lie fair:
‘No sin to beggar a deceiver’s heir. ‘ Exit
 

Enter Thomasine with Winifred, her maid, in haste
 

THOMASINE
Here, Winifred, here, here, here. I have always found thee secret.
 

WINIFRED
You shall always find me so, Mistress.
 

THOMASINE
Take this letter and this ring.
 

WINIFRED
Yes, forsooth.
 

THOMASINE
O, how all the parts about me shake! Inquire for one Master Easy at his old lodging i’th’ Blackfriars.
 

WINIFRED
I will indeed, forsooth.
 

THOMASINE
Tell him the party that sent him a hundred pound t’other day to comfort his heart has likewise sent him this letter and this ring, which has that virtue to recover him again forever, say. Name nobody, Winifred.
 

WINIFRED
Not so much as you, forsooth.
 

THOMASINE
Good girl. Thou shalt have a mourning gown at the burial, of mine honesty.
 

WINIFRED
And I’ll effect your will, o’ my fidelity. Exit
 

THOMASINE
I do account myself the happiest widow that ever counterfeited weeping, in that I have the leisure now, both to do that gentleman good, and do myself a pleasure; but I must seem like a hanging moon, a little waterish awhile.
 

Enter Rearage, Courtesan’s Father following
 

REARAGE
entertain both thee and thy device;
‘Twill put ‘em both to shame.
 

FATHER
That is my hope, sir.
Especially that strumpet. [Exit]
 

REARAGE
Save you, sweet widow!
I suffer for your heaviness.
 

THOMASINE
O, Master Rearage, I have lost the dearest husband that ever woman did enjoy.
 

REARAGE
You must have patience yet.
 

THOMASINE
O, talk not to me of patience an you love me, good Master Rearage.
 

REARAGE
Yet, if all tongues go right, he did not use you so well as a man mought.
 

THOMASINE
Nay, that’s true indeed, Master Rearage. He ne’er used me so well as a woman might have been used, that’s certain; in troth, ‘t’as been our greatest falling out, sir. And though it be the part of a widow to show herself a woman for her husband’s death, yet when I remember all his unkindness, I cannot weep a stroke, i’faith, Master Rearage. And therefore wisely did a great widow in this land comfort up another: ‘Go to, lady’, quoth she, ‘leave blubbering; thou thinkest upon thy husband’s good parts when thou sheddest tears, do but remember how often he has lain from thee, and how many naughty slippery turns he has done thee, and thou wilt ne’er weep for him, I warrant thee.’ You would not think how that counsel has wrought with me, Master Rearage; I could not dispend another tear now, an you would give me ne’er so much.
 

REARAGE
Why, I count you the wiser widow. It shows you have wisdom, when you can check your passion. For mine own part, I have no sense to sorrow for his death, whose life was the only rub to my affection.
 

THOMASINE
Troth, and so it was to mine. But take courage now; you’re a landed gentleman, and my daughter is seven hundred pound strong to join with you.
 

REARAGE
But Lethe lies i’th’ way.
 

THOMASINE
Let him lie still;
You shall tread o’er him or I’ll fail in will.
 

REARAGE
Sweet widow! Exeunt
 

Enter Quomodo like a Beadle
 

QUOMODO
What a beloved man did I live? My servants gall their fingers with wringing, my wife’s cheeks smart with weeping, tears stand in every comer; you may take water in my house. But am not I a wise fool now? What if my wife should take my death so to heart, that she should sicken upon’t, nay, swoon, nay, die? When did I hear of a woman do so? Let me see; now I remember me, I think ’twas before my time. Yes, I have heard of those wives that have wept, and sobbed, and swooned; marry, I never heard but they recovered again; that’s a comfort, la, that’s a comfort, and I hope so will mine. Peace, ’tis near upon the time. I see; here comes the worshipful livery. I have the Hospital Boys; I perceive little Thomasine will bestow cost of me.
I’ll listen to the common censure now, How the world tongues me when my ear lies low.
 

Enter the Livery [and Hospital Boys]
 

FIRST
LIVERYMAN
Who, Quomodo? Merely enriched by shifts
And cozenages, believe it.
 

QUOMODO
[aside]
I see the world is very loath to praise me,
’Tis rawly friends with me; I cannot blame it,
For what I have done has been to vex and shame it.
Here comes my son, the hope, the landed heir,
One whose rare thrift will say, “Men’s tongues, you lie;
I’ll keep by law what was got craftily.”
[Enter Sim]
Methinks I hear him say so.
He does salute the livery with good grace
And solemn gesture. — 
[To Sim] O, my young worshipful master, you have parted from a dear father, a wise and provident father.
 

SIM
Art thou grown an ass now?
 

QUOMODO
Such an honest father — 
 

SIM
Prithee, beadle, leave thy lying. I am scarce able to endure thee, i’faith. What honesty didst thou e’er know by my father? Speak. Rule your tongue, beadle, lest I make you prove it, and then I know what will become of you. ’Tis the scurviest thing i’th’ earth to belie the dead so, and he’s a beastly son and heir that will stand by and hear his father belied to his face; he will ne’er prosper, I warrant him. Troth, if I be not ashamed to go to church with him, I would I might be hanged; I hear such filthy tales go on him. O, if I had known he had been such a lewd fellow in his life, he should ne’er have kept me company.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] O, O, O!
 

SIM
But I am glad he’s gone, though ‘twere long first; Shortyard and I will revel it i’faith; I have made him my rent-gatherer already.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] He shall be speedily disinherited; he gets not a foot, not the crown of a molehill. I’ll sooner make a courtier my heir, for teaching my wife tricks, than thee. My most neglectful son! O, now the corse; I shall observe yet farther.
A counterfeit corse brought in, [followed by] Thomasine, [Mother,] and all the mourners equally counterfeit O, my most modest, virtuous, and rememb’ring wife;
She shall have all when I die, she shall have all.
 

Enter Easy
 

THOMASINE
[aside] Master Easy. ’Tis. O, what shift shall I make now? O! (She falls down in a feigned swoon)
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Sweet wife, she swoons. I’ll let her alone.
I’ll have no mercy at this time. I’ll not see her; I’ll follow the corse. Exit
 

EASY
The devil grind thy bones, thou cozening rascal!
 

MOTHER
Give her a little more air, tilt up her head. — Comfort thyself good widow; do not fall like a beast for a husband. There’s more than we can well tell where to put ‘em, good soul.
 

THOMASINE
O, I shall be well anon.
 

MOTHER
Fie, you have no patience, i’faith. I have buried four husbands, and never offered ‘em such abuse.
 

THOMASINE
Cousin, how do you?
 

EASY
Sorry to see you ill, coz.
 

THOMASINE
The worst is past, I hope.
Pointing after the coffin
 

EASY
I hope so too.
 

THOMASINE
Lend me your hand, sweet coz, I have troubled you.
 

MOTHER
No trouble indeed, forsooth. — [To Easy] Good cousin, have a care of her, comfort her up as much as you can, and all little enough, I warrant ye.
Exeunt [Mother and Mourners]
 

THOMASINE
My most sweet love!
 

EASY
My life is not so dear.
 

THOMASINE
I have always pitied you.
 

EASY
You’ve shown it here,
And given the desperate hope!
 

THOMASINE
Delay not now,
You’ve understood my love; I have a priest ready;
This is the fittest season, no eye offends us.
Let this kiss
Restore thee to more wealth, me to more bliss.
 

EASY
The angels have provided for me. [Exeunt]
 

Finis Actus Quartus
 




Act V.
 

Enter Shortyard with writings, having cozened Sim Quomodo
 

SHORTYARD
I have not scope enough within my breast
To keep my joys contained; I’m Quomodo’s heir,
The lands, assurances, and all are mine.
I have tripped his son’s heels up above the ground
His father left him. Had I not encouragement?
Do not I know, what proves the father’s prey,
The son ne’er looks on’t, but it melts away?
Do not I know, the wealth that’s got by fraud,
Slaves share it like the riches of a bawd?
Why, ’tis a curse unquenchable, ne’er cools;
Knaves still commit their consciences to fools,
And they betray who owed ‘em. Here’s all the bonds,
All Easy’s writings. Let me see.
 

Enter Quomodo’s wife [Thomasine] married to Easy
 

THOMASINE
Now my desires wear crowns.
 

EASY
My joys exceed;
Man is ne’er healthful, till his follies bleed.
 

THOMASINE
O, behold the villain, who in all those shapes
Confounded your estate.
 

EASY
That slave! That villain!
 

SHORTYARD
[reading]
So many acres of good meadow — 
 

EASY
Rascal!
 

SHORTYARD
I hear you, sir.
 

EASY
Rogue, Shortyard, Blastfield, sergeant, deputy, cozener!
 

SHORTYARD
Hold, hold!
 

EASY
I thirst the execution of his ears.
 

THOMASINE
Hate you that office.
 

EASY
I’ll strip him bare for punishment and shame.
 

SHORTYARD
Why do but hear me, sir; you will not think
What I have done for you.
 

EASY
Given his son my lands!
 

SHORTYARD
Why look you, ’tis not so, you’re not told true;
I have cozened him again merely for you,
Merely for you, sir; ’twas my meaning then
That you should wed her, and have all again.
O’my troth, it’s true, sir; look you then here, sir.
Gives Easy the writings
You shall not miss a little scroll, sir. Pray, sir,
Let not the city know me for a knave;
There be richer men would envy my preferment,
If I should be known before ‘em.
 

EASY
Villain, my hate to more revenge is drawn.
When slaves are found, ’tis their base art to fawn. — 
[Calls] Within there!
 

[Enter Officers with Falselight bound]
 

SHORTYARD
How now? Fresh warders!
 

EASY
This is the other. Bind him fast. — Have I found you, Master Blastfield?
 

SHORTYARD
This is the fruit of craft.
Like him that shoots up high, looks for the shaft,
And finds it in his forehead, so does hit
The arrow of our fate. Wit destroys wit;
The head the body’s bane and his own bears. — 
You have corn enough, you need not reap mine ears,
Sweet Master Easy.
 

EASY
I loathe his voice. Away!
Exit [Shortyard with Falselight and Officers]
 

THOMASINE
What happiness was here! But are you sure you have all?
 

EASY
I hope so, my sweet wife.
 

THOMASINE
What difference there is in husbands, not only in one thing, but all.
 

EASY
Here’s good deeds and bad deeds, the writings that keep my lands to me, and the bonds that gave it away from me. These, my good deeds, shall to more safety turn,
And these, my bad, have their deserts and burn. I’ll see thee again presently; read there. [Exit]
 

THOMASINE
Did he want all, who would not love his care? [Reads]
 

Enter Quomodo [disguised as Beadle]
 

QUOMODO
[aside] What a wife hast thou, Ephestian Quomodo. So loving, so mindful of her duty, not only seen to weep, but known to swoon. I knew a widow about
Saint Antlings so forgetful of her first husband, that she married again within the twelvemonth; nay, some, by’rlady, within the month. There were sights to be seen! Had they my wife’s true sorrows, seven months nor seven years would draw ‘em to the stake. I would most tradesmen had such a wife as I; they hope they have, we must all hope the best. Thus in her honour:
A modest wife is such a jewel,
Every goldsmith cannot show it;
He that’s honest and not cruel
Is the likeliest man to owe it.
And that’s I. I made it by myself; and coming to her as a beadle for my reward this morning, I’ll see how she takes my death next her heart.
 

THOMASINE
Now, beadle.
 

QUOMODO
Bless your mistress-ship’s eyes from too many tears
Although you have lost a wise and worshipful gentleman.
 

THOMASINE
You come for your due, beadle, here i’th’ house?
 

QUOMODO
Most certain. The Hospital money and mine own poor forty pence.
 

THOMASINE
I must crave a discharge from you, beadle.
 

QUOMODO
Call your man. I’ll heartily set my hand to a memorandum.
 

THOMASINE
You deal the trulier.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Good wench still.
 

THOMASINE
George!
[Enter Servant]
Here is the beadle come for his money. Draw a memorandum that he has received all his due he can claim here i’th’ house after this funeral.
 

QUOMODO
[aside, while Servant writes] What politic directions she gives him, all to secure herself. ’Tis time, i’faith, now to pity her. I’ll discover myself to her ere I go; but came it off with some lively jest now, that were admirable. I have it! After the memorandum is written and all, I’ll set my own name to’t, Ephestian Quomodo.
She’ll start; she’ll wonder how Ephestian Quomodo came thither, that was buried yesterday. You’re beset, little Quomodo.
 

THOMASINE
[counting out money] Nineteen, twenty; five pound; one two, three; and fourpence.
 

QUOMODO
[aside, while signing] So, we shall have good sport when ’tis read. [Exit Servant]
[Enter Easy]
 

EASY
How now, lady, paying away money so fast?
 

THOMASINE
The beadle’s due here, sir.
 

QUOMODO
[aside]
Who. ’Tis Easy! What makes Easy in my house?
He is not my wife’s overseer, I hope.
 

EASY
What’s here?
 

QUOMODO
[aside] He makes me sweat.
 

EASY
[reads] ‘Memorandum: that I have received of Richard Easy all my due I can claim here i’th’ house, or any hereafter for me. In witness whereof, I have set to mine own hand: Ephestian Quomodo.’
 

QUOMODO
[aside] What have I done? Was I mad?
 

EASY
Ephestian Quomodo?
 

QUOMODO
Ay, well, what then, sir? Get you out of my house; First, you Master Prodigal Had-land, away!
 

THOMASINE
What, is the beadle drunk or mad?
Where are my men to thrust him out o’ doors?
 

QUOMODO
Not so, good Thomasine, not so.
 

THOMASINE
This fellow must be whipped.
 

QUOMODO
Thank you, good wife.
 

EASY
I can no longer bear him.
 

THOMASINE
Nay, sweet husband.
 

QUOMODO
[aside] Husband! I’m undone, beggared, cozened, confounded forever! Married already? — Will it please you know me now, Mistress Harlot and Master Homer?
Who am I now?
[Discovers himself]
 

THOMASINE
O, he’s as like my t’other husband as can be.
 

QUOMODO
I’ll have judgement; I’ll bring you before a judge; you shall feel, wife, whether my flesh be dead or no. I’ll tickle you, i’faith, i’faith. Exit
 

THOMASINE
The judge that he’ll solicit knows me well.
 

EASY
Let’s on then, and our grievances first tell. Exeunt
 

Enter Lethe with Officers, taken with his Harlot;
[Rearage and Susan looking on]
 

REARAGE
Here they come.
 

SUSAN
O, where?
 

LETHE
Heart of shame!
Upon my wedding morning, so disgraced!
Have you so little conscience, officers,
You will not take a bribe?
 

COURTESAN
Master Lethe, we may lie together lawfully hereafter, for we are coupled together before people enough, i’faith.
 

[Exeunt Officers with Lethe and his Harlot]
 

REARAGE
There goes the strumpet.
 

SUSAN
Pardon my wilful blindness, and enjoy me;
For now the difference appears too plain
Betwixt a base slave and a true gentleman.
 

REARAGE
I do embrace thee in the best of love.
[Aside] How soon affections fail, how soon they prove.
[Exeunt]
 

Enter fudge, Easy and Thomasine in talk with him; [Shortyard and Falselight guarded by Officers]
 

JUDGE
His coz’nages are odious; he the plaintiff!
Not only framed deceitful in his life,
But so to mock his funeral!
 

EASY
Most just.
The livery all assembled, mourning weeds
Throughout his house e’en down to his last servant,
The herald richly hired to lend him arms
Feigned from his ancestors, which I dare swear knew
No other arms but those they laboured with.
All preparations furnished, nothing wanted
Save that which was the cause of all — his death.
If he be living!
 

JUDGE
’Twas an impious part.
 

EASY
We are not certain yet it is himself,
But some false spirit that assumes his shape
And seeks still to deceive me.
[Enter Quomodo]
 

QUOMODO
[to Easy and Thomasine]
O, are you come? — 
My lord! — [Looks to Shortyard and Falselight] They’re here. Good morrow, Thomasine.
 

JUDGE
Now, what are you?
 

QUOMODO
I am Quomodo, my lord, and this my wife;
Those my two men, that are bound wrongfully.
 

JUDGE
How are we sure you’re he?
 

QUOMODO
O, you cannot miss, my lord.
 

JUDGE
I’ll try you.
Are you the man that lived the famous coz’ner?
 

QUOMODO
O no, my lord.
 

JUDGE
Did you deceive this gentleman of his right,
And laid nets o’er his land?
 

QUOMODO
Not I, my lord.
 

JUDGE
Then you’re not Quomodo, but a counterfeit.
Lay hands on him, and bear him to the whip.
 

QUOMODO
Stay, stay a little,
O pray; now I remember me, my lord,
I cozened him indeed, ’tis wondrous true.
 

JUDGE
Then I dare swear this is no counterfeit;
Let all doubts cease, this man is Quomodo.
 

QUOMODO
Why, la, you now, you would not believe this.
I am found what I am.
 

JUDGE
But setting these thy odious shifts apart,
Why did that thought profane enter thy breast,
To mock the world with thy supposed death?
 

QUOMODO
Conceive you not that, my lord? A policy.
 

JUDGE
So.
 

QUOMODO
For, having gotten the lands, I thirsted still
To know what fate would follow ‘em.
 

JUDGE
Being ill got.
 

QUOMODO
Your lordship apprehends me.
 

JUDGE
I think I shall anon.
 

QUOMODO
And thereupon,
I, out of policy, possessed my son,
Which since I have found lewd, and now intend
To disinherit him forever.
Not only this was in my death set down,
But thereby a firm trial of my wife,
Her constant sorrows, her rememb’ring virtues;
All which are dews; the shine of a next morning
Dries ‘em up all, I see’t.
 

JUDGE
Did you profess wise cozenage, and would dare
To put a woman to her two days’ choice,
The twinkling of an eye, a glimpse, scarce something does it.
Your lordship yet will grant she is my wife?
 

THOMASINE
O heaven!
 

JUDGE
After some penance, and the dues of law
I must acknowledge that.
 

QUOMODO
I scarce like
Those dues of law.
 

EASY
My lord,
Although the law too gently ‘lot his wife,
The wealth he left behind he cannot challenge.
 

QUOMODO
How?
 

EASY
Behold his hand against it. [Shows memorandum]
 

QUOMODO
He does devise all means to make me mad,
That I may no more lie with my wife
In perfect memory. I know’t, but yet
The lands will maintain me in my wits;
The land will do so much for me.
 

JUDGE
[reading] ‘In witness whereof I have set to mine own hand: Ephestian Quomodo. ‘
’Tis firm enough your own, sir.
 

QUOMODO
A jest, my lord, I did I knew not what.
 

JUDGE
It should seem so. Deceit is her own foe,
Craftily gets, and childishly lets go.
But yet the lands are his.
 

QUOMODO
I warrant ye.
 

EASY
No, my good lord, the lands know the right heir;
I am their master once more.
 

QUOMODO
Have you the lands?
 

EASY
Yes, truly, I praise heaven.
 

QUOMODO
Is this good dealing?
Are there such consciences abroad? How?
Which way could he come by ‘em?
 

SHORTYARD
My lord,
I’ll quickly resolve you that, it comes to me.
This coz’ner, whom too long I called my patron,
To my thought dying, and the fool, his son,
Possessed of all, which my brain partly sweat for,
I held it my best virtue, by a plot
To get from him what for him was ill got — 
When oft a minute does it?
 

QUOMODO
Less! A moment,
 

QUOMODO
O, beastly Shortyard!
 

SHORTYARD
When, no sooner mine,
But I was glad more quickly to resign.
 

JUDGE
Craft once discovered shows her abject line.
 

QUOMODO
[aside]
He hits me everywhere, for craft, once known,
Does teach fools wit, leaves the deceiver none.
My deeds have cleft me, cleft me!
 

Enter Officers with Lethe and the Harlot, [Rearage,
Saiewood, the pander Hellgill, Mother Gruel, and
Susan follow]
 

FIRST
OFFICER
Room there!
 

QUOMODO
[aside]
A little yet to raise my spirit.
Here’s Master Lethe comes to wed my daughter.
That’s all the joy is left me. — Ha! Who’s this?
 

JUDGE
What crimes have those brought forth?
 

SALEWOOD
The shame of lust;
Most viciously on this his wedding morning,
This man was seized in shame with that bold strumpet.
 

JUDGE
Why, ’tis she he means to marry.
 

LETHE
No, in truth.
 

JUDGE
In truth, you do.
Who, for his wife, his harlot doth prefer,
Good reason ’tis that he should marry her.
 

COURTESAN
I crave it on my knees, such was his vow at first.
 

HELLGILL
[aside]
I’ll say so too, and work out mine own safety. — 
Such was his vow at first, indeed, my lord,
Howe’er his mood has changed him!
 

LETHE
O, vile slave!
 

COURTESAN
He says it true, my lord.
 

JUDGE
Rest content,
He shall both marry and taste punishment.
 

LETHE
O, intolerable! I beseech your good lordship; if I must have an outward punishment, let me not marry an inward, whose lashes will ne’er out, but grow worse and worse. I have a wife stays for me this morning with seven hundred pound in her purse. Let me be speedily whipped and be gone, I beseech your lordship.
 

SALEWOOD
He speaks no truth, my lord; behold the virgin,
Wife to a well-esteemed gentleman,
Loathing the sin he follows.
 

LETHE
I was betrayed, yes, faith.
 

REARAGE
[to the Judge, completing an aside]
His own mother, my lord,
Which he confessed, through ignorance and disdain,
His name so changed to abuse the world and her.
 

LETHE
[aside] Marry a harlot, why not. ’Tis an honest man’s fortune. I pray, did not one of my countrymen marry my sister? Why, well then, if none should be married but those that are honest, where should a man seek a wife after Christmas? I pity that gentleman that has nine daughters to bestow, and seven of ‘em seeded already; they will be good stuff by that time. — I do beseech your lordship to remove The punishment. I am content to marry her.
 

JUDGE
There’s no removing of your punishment.
 

LETHE
O, good my lord!
 

JUDGE
Unless one here assembled,
Whom you have most unnaturally abused,
Beget your pardon.
 

LETHE
Who should that be?
Or who would do’t, that has been so abused?
A troublesome penance. — [To Quomodo] Sir — 
 

QUOMODO
Knave in your face! Leave your mocking, Andrew; Marry your quean and be quiet!
 

LETHE
Master Easy — 
 

EASY
I’m sorry you take such a bad course, sir.
 

LETHE
Mistress Quomodo — 
 

THOMASINE
Inquire my right name against next time; now go your ways like an ass as you came.
 

LETHE
[aside]
Mass! I forget my mother all this while.
I’ll make her do’t at first. — Pray, mother,
Your blessing for once.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
Call’st me mother? Out,
I defy thee, slave.
 

LETHE
Call me slave
As much as you will, but do not shame me now;
Let the world know you are my mother.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
Let me not have this villain put upon me,
I beseech your lordship.
 

JUDGE
He’s justly cursed; she loathes to know him now,
Whom he before did as much loathe to know.
Wilt thou believe me, woman?
 

MOTHER GRUEL
That’s soon done.
 

JUDGE
Then know him for a villain; ’tis thy son.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
Art thou Andrew, my wicked son Andrew?
 

LETHE
You would not believe me, mother.
 

MOTHER GRUEL
How art thou changed! Is this suit fit for thee, a tooth-drawer’s son? This country has e’en spoiled thee since though cam’st hither. Thy manners then were better than thy clothes; but now whole clothes and ragged manners. It may well be said that truth goes naked, for when thou hadst scarce a shirt, thou hadst more truth about thee.
 

JUDGE
Thou art thine own affliction, Quomodo.
Shortyard we banish; ’tis our pleasure.
 

SHORTYARD
Henceforth no woman shall complain for measure.
 

JUDGE
And that all error from our works may stand,
We banish Falselight evermore the land. Exeunt
 

Finis
 




A TRICK TO CATCH THE OLD ONE
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A Trick to Catch an Old One was first performed by the Children of Paul’s c. 1605 and was entered into the Stationers’ Register on 7 October 1607. It was released less than a year later in 1608 in quarto form by the printer George Eld. He was a prominent figure in his profession during the Jacobean period, printing works by Shakespeare, Christopher Marlowe, Ben Jonson, John Marston and George Chapman. The play proved to be popular and a second quarto was issued during 1608, while it was also performed by the Children of the Chapel, another major boys acting troupe of the era. It is believed that the play was also staged at Court for James I and by 1616 Eld had printed another quarto to be published by the bookseller Thomas Langley.

Another City comedy, A Trick to Catch an Old One explores the social tensions arising in early Jacobean England between the old land owning class and the emergent capitalist class, and the shifting and complex power dynamics between them. The play centres on the former land owning gentleman Theodorus Witt-good, who has lost his estate to his usurer uncle Pecunis Lucre, due to his drunkenness and visits to brothels. Witt-good persuades his courtesan Jane to pretend to be his wealthy fiancée and they determine to go to London to regain his land.

Middleton then introduces the audience to Walkadine Hoard; a rival usurer to Lucre, and his sworn enemy, who is particularly furious at his adversary as he had hoped he would be the one to trick the young gentleman out of his land. When Witt-good reaches the city and Lucre learns of his ‘wealthy widow’ fiancée he calculates he could benefit from this new connection and offers his nephew more money before naming him heir to the Lucre fortune. Hoard also hears of this ‘rich widow’ and determines to seek revenge on his rival and further improve his own finances by pursuing the young woman. The play then involves Witt-good contriving to pay off his debts and recover his land, while Lucre and Hoard both conspire to increase their wealth. Middleton subtly reveals the interplay between the landed gentry and new capitalist class during a period of social and economic flux in England. Lucre and Hoard are incredibly rich, but they desperately desire land and an estate in order to secure their social status, while Witt-good possesses land, but is increasingly dependent on the capitalist class for access to hard cash. An interesting aspect of the drama is the lack of a clear moral judgement on these social antagonisms and intrigues: Middleton does not appear to present one class as more scrupulous than the other and instead portrays all three central characters as mercenary, devious and dishonourable. 
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Theodorus WITGOOD, a gallant
COURTESAN, posing as the Widow Jane Medler
ONESIPHORUS Hoard, brother of Walkadine Hoard
LIMBER }
KIX } his friends
HOST
LAMPREY, friend of Hoard
Walkadine HOARD
Pecunius LUCRE, Witgood’s uncle
SPITCHCOCK, friend of Hoard
SAM Freedom, son of Lucre’s wife by her first husband
MONEYLOVE, a suitor of Hoard’s niece
GULF, a usurer
Harry DAMPIT, a lawyer and usurer
GEORGE, Lucre’s servant
Jinny, Lucre’s WIFE
THREE CREDITORS, the third called Cockpit
Joyce, Hoard’s NIECE
DRAWER
WILLIAM, a tapster
BOY
VINTNER
GENTLEMEN, friends of Lucre
AUDREY, Dampit’s servant
SERGEANTS
A TAILOR
A BARBER
A PERFUMER
A FALCONER
A HUNTSMAN
ARTHUR, Hoard’s servant
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SIR LANCELOT
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Act I Scene 1.
 

A street in Leicestershire
 

Enter Witgood, a gentleman, solus.
 

WITGOOD
All’s gone! Still thou’rt a gentleman, that’s all; but a poor one, that’s nothing. What milk brings thy meadows forth now? Where are thy goodly uplands and thy downlands? All sunk into that little pit, lechery. What should a gallant pay but two shillings for his ordinary that nourishes him, and twenty times two for his brothel that consumes him? But where’s Longacre? In my uncle’s conscience, which is three years’ voyage about; he that sets out upon his conscience never finds the way home again — he is either swallowed in the quicksands of law-quillets, or splits upon the piles of a praemunire; yet these old fox-brained and ox-browed uncles have still defences for their avarice, and apologies for their practices, and will thus greet our follies:
He that doth his youth expose
To brothel, drink, and danger,
Let him that is his nearest kin
Cheat him before a stranger.
And that’s his uncle, ’tis a principle in usury. I dare not visit the city: there I should be too soon visited by that horrible plague, my debts, and by that means I lose a virgin’s love, her portion and her virtues. Well, how should a man live now, that has no living, hum? Why, are there not a million of men in the world, that only sojourn upon their brain, and make their wits their mercers; and am I but one amongst that million and cannot thrive upon’t? Any trick, out of the compass of law, now would come happily to me.
 

Enter Courtesan.
 

COURTESAN
My love.
 

WITGOOD
My loathing! Hast thou been the secret consumption of my purse? And now com’st to undo my last means, my wit? Wilt leave no virtue in me, and yet thou never the better?
Hence, courtesan, round-webbed tarantula,
That dryest the roses in the cheeks of youth!
 

COURTESAN
I have been true unto your pleasure, and all your lands thrice racked was never worth the jewel which I prodigally gave you, my virginity;
Lands mortgaged may return and more esteemed,
But honesty, once pawned, is ne’er redeemed.
 

WITGOOD
Forgive: I do thee wrong
To make thee sin and then to chide thee for’t.
 

COURTESAN
I know I am your loathing now: farewell.
 

WITGOOD
Say, best invention, stay.
 

COURTESAN
I that have been the secret consumption of your purse, shall I stay now to undo your least means, your wits? Hence, courtesan, away!
 

WITGOOD
I prithee, make me not mad at my own weapon, stay (a thing few women can do, I know that, and therefore they had need wear stays); be not contrary. Dost love me? Fate has so cast it that all my means I must derive from thee.
 

COURTESAN
From me! Be happy then;
What lies within the power of my performance
Shall be commanded of thee.
 

WITGOOD
Spoke like
An honest drab, i’faith; it may prove something.
What trick is not an embryon at first,
Until a perfect shape come over it?
 

COURTESAN
Come, I must help you, whereabouts left you?
I’ll proceed.
Though you beget, ’tis I must help to breed.
Speak, what is’t? I’d fain conceive it.
 

WITGOOD
So, so, so; thou shall presently take the name and form upon thee of a rich country widow, four hundred a year valiant, in woods, in bullocks, in barns and in rye-stacks; we’ll to London, and to my covetous uncle.
 

COURTESAN
I begin to applaud thee; our states being both desperate, they’re soon resolute. But how for horses?
 

WITGOOD
Mass, that’s true; the jest will be of some continuance. Let me see; horses now, a bots on ‘em! Stay, I have acquaintance with a mad host, never yet bawd to thee; I have rinsed the whoreson’s gums in mull-sack many a time and often; put but a good tale into his ear now, so it come off it cleanly, and there’s horse and man for us, I dare warrant thee.
 

COURTESAN
Arm your wits then speedily;
There shall want nothing in me,
Either in behaviour, discourse or fashion,
That shall discredit your intended purpose.
I will so artfully disguise my wants,
And set so good a courage on my state,
That I will be believed.
 

WITGOOD
Why, then, all’s furnished; I shall go nigh to catch that old fox, mine uncle. Though he make but some amends for my undoing, yet there’s some comfort in’t — 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. The device well and cunningly carried, the name of a rich widow, and four hundred a year in good earth, will so conjure up a kind of usurer’s love in him to me, that he will not only desire my presence — which at first shall scarce be granted him, I’ll keep off a’ purpose — but I shall find him so officious to deserve, so ready to supply! I know the state of an old man’s affection so well; if his nephew be poor indeed, why, he lets God alone with him; but if he be once rich, then he’ll be the first man that helps him.
 

COURTESAN
’Tis right the world; for in these days an old man’s love to his kindred is like his kindness to his wife, ’tis always done before he comes at it.
 

WITGOOD
I owe thee for that jest. Begone, here’s all my wealth; prepare thyself, away! I’ll to mine host with all possible haste, and with the best art, and most profitable form, pour the sweet circumstance into his ear, which shall have the gift to turn all the wax to honey.
 

[Enter Onesiphorus Hoard, Limber, and Kix. Exit Courtesan.]
 

How [now]? Oh, the right worshipful seniors of our country!
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
Who’s that?
 

[LIMBER]
Oh, the common rioter, take no note of him.
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] You will not see me now; the comfort is,
Ere it be long you will scarce see yourselves.
 

[Exit.]
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
I wonder how he breathes; h’as consumed all
Upon that courtesan!
 

[LIMBER]
We have heard so much.
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
You have heard all truth. His uncle and my brother
Have been these three years mortal adversaries.
Two old tough spirits, they seldom meet but fight,
Or quarrel when ’tis calmest;
I think their anger be the very fire
That keeps their age alive.
 

[LIMBER]
What was the quarrel, sir?
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
Faith, about a purchase, fetching over a young heir; Master Hoard, my brother, having wasted much time in beating the bargain, what did me old Lucre, but as his conscience moved him, knowing the poor gentleman, stepped in between ‘em and cozened him himself.
 

[LIMBER]
And was this all, sir?
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
This was e’en it, sir; yet for all this I know no reason but the match might go forward betwixt his wife’s son and my niece; what though there be a dissension between the two old men, I see no reason it should put a difference between the two younger; ’tis as natural for old folks to fall out, as for young to fall in! A scholar comes a-wooing to my niece: well, he’s wise, but he’s poor; her son comes a-wooing to my niece: well, he’s a fool, but he’s rich — 
 

[LIMBER]
Ay, marry, sir?
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
Pray, now, is not a rich fool better than a poor philosopher?
 

[LIMBER]
One would think so, i’faith!
 

[ONESIPHORUS]
She now remains at London with my brother, her second uncle, to learn fashions, practise music; the voice between her lips, and the viol between her legs; she’ll be fit for a consort very speedily. A thousand good pound is her portion; if she marry, we’ll ride up and be merry.
 

[KIX]
A match, if it be a match!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

The Host’s inn in Leicestershire
 

Enter at one door, Witgood, at the other, Host.
 

WITGOOD
Mine host!
 

HOST
Young Master Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
I have been laying all the town for thee.
 

HOST
Why, what’s the news, bully Hadland?
 

WITGOOD
What geldings are in the house of thine own? Answer me to that first.
 

HOST
Why, man, why?
 

WITGOOD
Mark me what I say: I’ll tell thee such a tale in thine ear, that thou shalt trust me spite of thy teeth, furnish me with some money, willy-nilly, and ride up with me thyself contra voluntatem et professionem.
 

HOST
How? Let me see this trick, and I’ll say thou hast more art than a conjuror.
 

WITGOOD
Dost thou joy in my advancement?
 

HOST
Do I love sack and ginger?
 

WITGOOD
Comes my prosperity desiredly to thee?
 

HOST
Come forfeitures to a usurer, fees to an officer, punks to an host, and pigs to a parson desiredly? Why, then, la.
 

WITGOOD
Will the report of a widow of four hundred a year, boy, make thee leap, and sing, and dance, and come to thy place again?
 

HOST
Wilt thou command me now? I am thy spirit; conjure me into any shape.
 

WITGOOD
I ha’ brought her from her friends, turned back the horses by a sleight; not so much as one amongst her six men, goodly large yeomanly fellows, will she trust with this her purpose: by this light, all unmanned, regardless of her state, neglectful of vainglorious ceremony, all for my love; oh, ’tis a fine little voluble tongue, mine host, that wins a widow.
 

HOST
No, ’tis a tongue with a great T, my boy, that wins a widow.
 

WITGOOD
Now sir, the case stands thus: good mine host, if thou lov’st my happiness, assist me.
 

HOST
Command all my beasts i’ th’ house.
 

WITGOOD
Nay, that’s not all neither; prithee take truce with thy joy, and listen to me. Thou know’st I have a wealthy uncle i’ th’ city, somewhat the wealthier by my follies; the report of this fortune, well and cunningly carried, might be a means to draw some goodness from the usuring rascal; for I have put her in hope already of some estate that I have either in land or money; now, if I be found true in neither, what may I expect but a sudden breach of our love, utter dissolution of the match, and confusion of my fortunes for ever?
 

HOST
Wilt thou but trust the managing of thy business with me?
 

WITGOOD
With thee? Why, will I desire to thrive in my purpose? Will I hug four hundred a year, I that know the misery of nothing? Will that man wish a rich widow, that has never a hole to put his head in? With thee, mine host? Why, believe it, sooner with thee than with a covey of counsellors!
 

HOST
Thank you for your good report, i’faith, sir, and if I stand you not in stead, why then let an host come off hic et haec hostis, a deadly enemy to dice, drink, and venery. Come, where’s this widow?
 

WITGOOD
Hard at Park End.
 

HOST
I’ll be her serving-man for once.
 

WITGOOD
Why, there we let off together, keep full time; my thoughts were striking then just the same number.
 

HOST
I knew’t; shall we then see our merry days again?
 

WITGOOD
Our merry nights — which never shall be more seen.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

A street in London
 

Enter at several doors, old Lucre, and old Hoard, Gentlemen [Lamprey, Spitchcock, Sam Freedom and Moneylove] coming between them to pacify ‘em.
 

LAMPREY
Nay, good Master Lucre, and you, Master Hoard, anger is the wind which you’re both too much troubled withal.
 

HOARD
Shall my adversary thus daily affront me, ripping up the old wound of our malice, which three summers could not close up? Into which wound the very sight of him drops scalding lead instead of balsamum.
 

LUCRE
Why, Hoard, Hoard, Hoard, Hoard, Hoard; may I not pass in the state of quietness to mine own house? Answer me to that, before witness, and why? I’ll refer the cause to honest, even-minded gentlemen, or require the mere indifferences of the law to decide this matter. I got the purchase, true; was’t not any man’s case? Yes. Will a wise man stand as a bawd, whilst another wipes his nose of the bargain? No, I answer no in that case.
 

LAMPREY
Nay, sweet Master Lucre.
 

HOARD
Was it the part of a friend? No, rather of a Jew — mark what I say — when I had beaten the bush to the last bird, or, as I may term it, the price to a pound, then like a cunning usurer to come in the evening of the bargain, and glean all my hopes in a minute? To enter, as it were, at the back door of the purchase? For thou never cam’st the right way by it.
 

LUCRE
Hast thou the conscience to tell me so, without any impeachment to thyself?
 

HOARD
Thou that canst defeat thy own nephew, Lucre, lap his lands into bonds, and take the extremity of thy kindred’s forfeitures, because he’s a rioter, a wastethrift, a brothel-master, and so forth — what may a stranger expect from thee, but vulnera dilacerata, as the poet says, dilacerate dealing?
 

LUCRE
Upbraid’st thou me with nephew? Is all imputation laid upon me? What acquaintance have I with his follies? If he riot, ’tis he must want it; if he surfeit, ’tis he must feel it; if he drab it, ’tis he must lie by’t; what’s this to me?
 

HOARD
What’s all to thee? Nothing, nothing; such is the gulf of thy desire, and the wolf of thy conscience; but be assured, old Pecunius Lucre, if ever fortune so bless me, that I may be at leisure to vex thee, or any means so favour me, that I may have opportunity to mad thee, I will pursue it with that flame of hate, that spirit of malice, unrepressed wrath, that I will blast thy comforts.
 

LUCRE
Ha, ha, ha!
 

LAMPREY
Nay, Master Hoard, you’re a wise gentleman.
 

HOARD
I will so cross thee.
 

LUCRE
And I thee.
 

HOARD
So without mercy fret thee.
 

LUCRE
So monstrously oppose thee!
 

HOARD
Dost scoff at my just anger? Oh, that I had as much power as usury has over thee!
 

LUCRE
Then thou wouldst have as much power as the devil has over thee.
 

HOARD
Toad!
 

LUCRE
Aspic!
 

HOARD
Serpent!
 

LUCRE
Viper!
 

SPITCHCOCK
Nay, gentlemen, then we must divide you perforce.
 

LAMPREY
When the fire grows too unreasonable hot, there’s no better way than to take off the wood.
 

Exeunt. Mane[n]t Sam and Moneylove.
 

SAM
A word, good signior.
 

MONEYLOVE
How now, what’s the news?
 

SAM
’Tis given me to understand that you are a rival of mine in the love of Mistress Joyce, Master Hoard’s niece: say me ay, say me no.
 

MONEYLOVE
Yes, ’tis so.
 

SAM
Then look to yourself: you cannot live long. I’m practising every morning; a month hence I’ll challenge you.
 

MONEYLOVE
Give me your hand upon’t; there’s my pledge I’ll meet you!
 

Strikes him. Exit.
 

SAM
Oh, oh! What reason had you for that, sir, to strike before the [month]? You knew I was not ready for you, and that made you so crank. I am not such a coward to strike again, I warrant you. My ear has the law of her side for it burns horribly. I will teach him to strike a naked face, the longest day of his life; ‘slid, it shall cost me some money, but I’ll bring this box into the Chancery.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 4.
 

Another street in London
 

Enter Witgood and the Host.
 

HOST
Fear you nothing, sir; I have lodged her in a house of credit, I warrant you.
 

WITGOOD
Hast thou the writings?
 

HOST
Firm, sir.
 

[Enter Dampit and Gulf, who talk apart.]
 

WITGOOD
Prithee, stay, and behold two the most prodigious rascals that ever slipped into the shape of men: Dampit, sirrah, and young Gulf, his fellow caterpillar.
 

HOST
Dampit? Sure I have heard of that Dampit.
 

WITGOOD
Heard of him? Why, man, he that has lost both his ears may hear of him: a famous infamous trampler of time; his own phrase. Note him well: that Dampit, sirrah, he in the uneven beard, and the serge cloak, is the most notorious, usuring, blasphemous, atheistical, brothel-vomiting rascal that we have in these latter times now extant, whose first beginning was the stealing of a masty dog from a farmer’s house.
 

HOST
He looked as if he would obey the commandment[s] well, when he began first with stealing.
 

WITGOOD
True. The next town he came at, he set the dogs together by th’ ears.
 

HOST
A sign he should follow the law, by my faith.
 

WITGOOD
So it followed, indeed; and being destitute of all fortunes, staked his masty against a noble, and by great fortune his dog had the day. How he made it up ten shillings I know not, but his own boast is that he came to town but with ten shillings in his purse, and now is credibly worth ten thousand pound!
 

HOST
How the devil came he by it?
 

WITGOOD
How the devil came he not by it? If you put in the devil once, riches come with a vengeance. H’as been a trampler of the law, sir, and the devil has a care of his footmen. The rogue has spied me now: he nibbled me finely once too; a pox search you. [To Dampit] Oh, Master Dampit! [Aside] The very loins of thee! [To Gulf] Cry you mercy, Master Gulf, you walk so low I promise you I saw you not, sir!
 

GULF
He that walks low walks safe, the poets tell us.
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] And nigher hell by a foot and a half than the rest of his fellows. — But, my old Harry!
 

DAMPIT
My sweet Theodorus!
 

WITGOOD
’Twas a merry world when thou cam’st to town with ten shillings in thy purse.
 

DAMPIT
And now worth ten thousand pound, my boy; report it, Harry Dampit, a trampler of time, say, he would be up in a morning, and be here with his serge gown, dashed up to the hams in a cause; have his feet stink about Westminster Hall, and come home again; see the galleons, the galleasses, the great armadas of the law; then there by hoys and petty vessels, oars and scullers of the time; there be picklocks of the time too. Then would I be here, I would trample up and down like a mule; now to the judges, “May it please your reverend-honourable fatherhoods”; then to my counsellor, “May it please your worshipful patience”; then to the examiner’s office, “May it please your mastership’s gentleness”; then to one of the clerks, “May it please your worshipful lousiness”, for I find him scrubbing in his codpiece; then to the Hall again, then to the chamber again — 
 

WITGOOD
And when to the cellar again?
 

DAMPIT
E’en when thou wilt again! Tramplers of time, motions of Fleet Street, and visions of Holborn; here I have fees of one, there I have fees of another; my clients come about me, the fooliaminy and coxcombry of the country; I still trashed and trotted for other men’s causes. Thus was poor Harry Dampit made rich by others’ laziness, who, though they would not follow their own suits, I made ‘em follow me with their purses.
 

WITGOOD
Didst thou so, old Harry?
 

DAMPIT
Ay, and I [sauced] ‘em with bills of charges, i’faith; twenty pound a year have I brought in for boat-hire, and I never stepped into boat in my life.
 

WITGOOD
Tramplers of time!
 

DAMPIT
Ay, tramplers of time, rascals of time, bull-beggars!
 

WITGOOD
Ah, thou’rt a mad old Harry! Kind Master Gulf, I am bold to renew my acquaintance.
 

GULF
I embrace it, sir.
 

Music. Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

A room in Lucre’s house
 

Enter Lucre.
 

LUCRE
My adversary evermore twits me with my nephew, forsooth, my nephew; why may not a virtuous uncle have a dissolute nephew? What though he be a brotheller, a wastethrift, a common surfeiter, and, to conclude, a beggar; must sin in him call up shame in me? Since we have no part in their follies, why should we have part in their infamies? For my strict hand toward his mortgage, that I deny not, I confess I had an uncle’s pen’worth: let me see, half in half, true. I saw neither hope of his reclaiming nor comfort in his being, and was it not then better bestowed upon his uncle than upon one of his aunts? I need not say bawd, for everyone knows what “aunt” stands for in the last translation.
 

[Enter George.]
 

Now, sir?
 

[GEORGE]
There’s a country serving-man, sir, attends to speak with your worship.
 

LUCRE
I’m at best leisure now; send him in to me.
 

[Exit George.] Enter Host like a serving-man.
 

HOST
Bless your venerable worship.
 

LUCRE
Welcome, good fellow.
 

HOST
[Aside] He calls me thief at first sight, yet he little thinks I am an host!
 

LUCRE
What’s thy business with me?
 

HOST
Faith, sir, I am sent from my mistress to any sufficient gentleman indeed, to ask advice upon a doubtful point; ’tis indifferent, sir, to whom I come, for I know none, nor did my mistress direct me to any particular man, for she’s as mere a stranger here as myself; only I found your worship within, and ’tis a thing I ever loved, sir, to be dispatched as soon as I can.
 

LUCRE
[Aside] A good blunt honesty, I like him well. — What is thy mistress?
 

HOST
Faith, a country gentlewoman and a widow, sir. Yesterday was the first flight of us, but now she intends to stay till a little term business be ended.
 

LUCRE
Her name, I prithee?
 

HOST
[Handing him documents] It runs there in the writings, sir, among her lands: Widow Medler.
 

LUCRE
Medler? Mass, have I never heard of that widow?
 

HOST
Yes, I warrant you, have you, sir; not the rich widow in Staffordshire?
 

LUCRE
Cuds me, there ’tis indeed; thou hast put me into memory. There’s a widow indeed, ah, that I were a bachelor again!
 

HOST
No doubt your worship might do much then, but she’s fairly promised to a bachelor already.
 

LUCRE
Ah, what is he, I prithee?
 

HOST
A country gentleman too, one whom your worship knows not, I’m sure; h’as spent some few follies in his youth, but marriage, by my faith, begins to call him home; my mistress loves him, sir, and love covers faults, you know: one Master Witgood, if ever you have heard of the gentleman?
 

LUCRE
Ha? Witgood, say’st thou?
 

HOST
That’s his name indeed, sir; my mistress is like to bring him to a goodly seat yonder — four hundred a year, by my faith.
 

LUCRE
But, I pray, take me with you.
 

HOST
Ay, sir?
 

LUCRE
What countryman might this young Witgood be?
 

HOST
A Leicestershire gentleman, sir.
 

LUCRE
[Aside] My nephew, by th’ mass, my nephew! I’ll fetch out more of this, i’faith; a simple country fellow, I’ll work’t out of him. — And is that gentleman, say’st thou, presently to marry her?
 

HOST
Faith, he brought her up to town, sir; h’as the best card in all the bunch for’t, her heart; and I know my mistress will be married ere she go down; nay, I’ll swear that, for she’s none of those widows that will go down first, and be married after; she hates that, I can tell you, sir.
 

LUCRE
By my faith, sir, she is like to have a proper gentleman and a comely; I’ll give her that gift!
 

HOST
What, does your worship know him, sir?
 

LUCRE
I know him! Does not all the world know him? Can a man of such exquisite qualities be hid under a bushel?
 

HOST
Then your worship may save me a labour, for I had charge given me to enquire after him.
 

LUCRE
Enquire of him? If I might counsel thee, thou shouldst never trouble thyself furder; enquire of him of no more but of me; I’ll fit thee! I grant he has been youthful, but is he not now reclaimed? Mark you that, sir; has not your mistress, think you, been wanton in her youth? If men be wags, are there not women wagtails?
 

HOST
No doubt, sir.
 

LUCRE
Does not he return wisest, that comes home whipped with his own follies?
 

HOST
Why, very true, sir.
 

LUCRE
The worst report you can hear of him, I can tell you, is that he has been a kind gentleman, a liberal, and a worthy; who but lusty Witgood, thrice noble Witgood!
 

HOST
Since your worship has so much knowledge in him, can you resolve me, sir, what his living might be? My duty binds me, sir, to have a care of my mistress’s estate; she has been ever a good mistress to me, though I say it. Many wealthy suitors has she non-suited for his sake; yet, though her love be so fixed, a man cannot tell whether his non-performance may help to remove it, sir; he makes us believe he has lands and living.
 

LUCRE
Who, young Master Witgood? Why, believe it, he has as goodly a fine living out yonder — what do you call the place?
 

HOST
Nay, I know not, i’faith.
 

LUCRE
Hum — see, like a beast, if I have not forgot the name — puh! And out yonder again, goodly grown woods and fair meadows; pax on’t; I can never hit of that place neither. He? Why, he’s Witgood of Witgood Hall, he an unknown thing!
 

HOST
Is he so, sir? To see how rumour will alter! Trust me, sir, we heard once he had no lands, but all lay mortgaged to an uncle he has in town here.
 

LUCRE
Push! ’Tis a tale, ’tis a tale.
 

HOST
I can assure you, sir, ’twas credibly reported to my mistress.
 

LUCRE
Why, do you think, i’faith, he was ever so simple to mortgage his lands to his uncle, or his uncle so unnatural to take the extremity of such a mortgage?
 

HOST
That was my saying still, sir.
 

LUCRE
Puh, never think it.
 

HOST
Yet that report goes current.
 

LUCRE
Nay, then you urge me:
Cannot I tell that best that am his uncle?
 

HOST
How, sir? What have I done!
 

LUCRE
Why, how now! In a [swoon], man?
 

HOST
Is your worship his uncle, sir?
 

LUCRE
Can that be any harm to you, sir?
 

HOST
I do beseech you, sir, do me the favour to conceal it. What a beast was I to utter so much! Pray, sir, do me the kindness to keep it in; I shall have my coat pulled o’er my ears, an’t should be known; for the truth is, an’t please your worship, to prevent much rumour and many suitors, they intend to be married very suddenly and privately.
 

LUCRE
And dost thou think it stands with my judgment to do them injury? Must I needs say the knowledge of this marriage comes from thee? Am I a fool at fifty-four? Do I lack subtlety now, that have got all my wealth by it? There’s a leash of angels for thee: come, let me woo thee; speak, where lie they?
 

HOST
So I might have no anger, sir — 
 

LUCRE
Passion of me, not a jot; prithee, come.
 

HOST
I would not have it known it came by my means.
 

LUCRE
Why, am I a man of wisdom?
 

HOST
I dare trust your worship, sir, but I’m a stranger to your house; and to avoid all intelligencers, I desire your worship’s ear.
 

LUCRE
[Aside] This fellow’s worth a matter of trust. — Come, sir.
 

[The Host whispers to him.]
 

Why, now, thou’rt an honest lad. [Aside] Ah, sirrah nephew!
 

HOST
Please you, sir, now I have begun with your worship, when shall I attend for your advice upon that doubtful point? I must come warily now.
 

LUCRE
Tut, fear thou nothing; tomorrow’s evening shall resolve the doubt.
 

HOST
The time shall cause my attendance.
 

LUCRE
Fare thee well.
 

Exit [Host].
 

There’s more true honesty in such a country serving-man than in a hundred of our cloak companions: I may well call ‘em companions, for since blue coats have been turned into cloaks, we can scarce know the man from the master. George!
 

[Enter George.]
 

GEORGE
Anon, sir.
 

LUCRE
List hither. [Whispers to him.] Keep the place secret. Commend me to my nephew; I know no cause, tell him, but he might see his uncle.
 

GEORGE
I will, sir.
 

LUCRE
And, do you hear, sir, take heed you use him with respect and duty.
 

GEORGE
[Aside] Here’s a strange alteration: one day he must be turned out like a beggar, and now he must be called in like a knight!
 

Exit.
 

LUCRE
Ah, sirrah, that rich widow! Four hundred a year! Beside, I hear she lays claim to a title of a hundred more. This falls unhappily that he should bear a grudge to me now, being likely to prove so rich. What is’t, trow, that he makes me a stranger for? Hum — I hope he has not so much wit to apprehend that I cozened him: he deceives me then. Good heaven, who would have thought it would ever have come to this pass! Yet he’s a proper gentleman, i’faith, give him his due — marry, that’s his mortgage; but that I never mean to give him. I’ll make him rich enough in words, if that be good; and if it come to a piece of money I will not greatly stick for’t: there may be hope of some of the widow’s lands, too, may one day fall upon me if things be carried wisely.
 

[Enter George.]
 

Now, sir, where is he?
 

GEORGE
He desires your worship to hold him excused; he has such weighty business it commands him wholly from all men.
 

LUCRE
Were those my nephew’s words?
 

GEORGE
Yes, indeed, sir.
 

LUCRE
[Aside] When men grow rich, they grow proud too, I perceive that. He would not have sent me such an answer once within this twelvemonth; see what ’tis when a man’s come to his lands! — Return to him again, sir; tell him his uncle desires his company for an hour; I’ll trouble him but an hour, say; ’tis for his own good, tell him; and, do you hear, sir, put “worship” upon him. Go to, do as I bid you; he’s like to be a gentleman of worship very shortly.
 

GEORGE
[Aside] This is good sport, i’faith.
 

Exit.
 

LUCRE
Troth, he uses his uncle discourteously now. Can he tell what I may do for him? Goodness may come from me in a minute, that comes not in seven year again. He knows my humour; I am not so usually good; ’tis no small thing that draws kindness from me, he may know that an he will. The chief cause that invites me to do him most good is the sudden astonishing of old Hoard, my adversary. How pale his malice will look at my nephew’s advancement! With what a dejected spirit he will behold his fortunes, whom but last day he proclaimed rioter, penurious makeshift, despised brothel-master! Ha, ha! ‘Twill do me more secret joy than my last purchase, more precious comfort than all these widow’s revenues.
 

[Enter George.]
 

Now, sir.
 

GEORGE
With much entreaty he’s at length come, sir.
 

[Exit.] Enter Witgood.
 

LUCRE
Oh, nephew, let me salute you, sir! You’re welcome, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
Uncle, I thank you.
 

LUCRE
Y’ave a fault, nephew; you’re a stranger here. Well, heaven give you joy!
 

WITGOOD
Of what, sir?
 

LUCRE
Hah, we can hear!
You might have known your uncle’s house, i’faith,
You and your widow; go to, you were too blame,
If I may tell you so without offence.
 

WITGOOD
How could you hear of that, sir?
 

LUCRE
Oh, pardon me,
It was your will to have it kept from me,
I perceive now.
 

WITGOOD
Not for any defect of love, I protest, uncle.
 

LUCRE
Oh, ’twas unkindness, nephew! Fie, fie, fie.
 

WITGOOD
I am sorry you take it in that sense, sir.
 

LUCRE
Puh, you cannot colour it, i’faith, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
Will you but hear what I can say in my just excuse, sir?
 

LUCRE
Yes, faith, will I, and welcome.
 

WITGOOD
You that know my danger i’ th’ city, sir, so well, how great my debts are, and how extreme my creditors, could not out of your pure judgment, sir, have wished us hither.
 

LUCRE
Mass, a firm reason indeed.
 

WITGOOD
Else, my uncle’s house, why ‘t’ad been the only make-match.
 

LUCRE
Nay, and thy credit.
 

WITGOOD
My credit? Nay, my countenance. Push, nay, I know, uncle, you would have wrought it so by your wit you would have made her believe in time the whole house had been mine.
 

LUCRE
Ay, and most of the goods, too.
 

WITGOOD
La, you there; well, let ‘em all prate what they will, there’s nothing like the bringing of a widow to one’s uncle’s house.
 

LUCRE
Nay, let nephews be ruled as they list, they shall find their uncle’s house the most natural place when all’s done.
 

WITGOOD
There they may be bold.
 

LUCRE
Life, they may do anything there, man, and fear neither beadle nor summoner. An uncle’s house! A very Cole Harbour! Sirrah, I’ll touch thee near now: hast thou so much interest in thy widow that by a token thou couldst presently send for her?
 

WITGOOD
Troth, I think I can, uncle.
 

LUCRE
Go to, let me see that!
 

WITGOOD
Pray command one of your men hither, uncle.
 

LUCRE
George!
 

[Enter George.]
 

GEORGE
Here, sir.
 

LUCRE
Attend my nephew!
 

[Witgood whispers to George, who then goes out]
 

[Aside] I love a’ life to prattle with a rich widow; ’tis pretty, methinks, when our tongues go together; and then to promise much and perform little. I love that sport a’ life, i’faith. Yet I am in the mood now to do my nephew some good, if he take me handsomely. — What, have you dispatched?
 

WITGOOD
I ha’ sent, sir.
 

LUCRE
Yet I must condemn you of unkindness, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
Heaven forbid, uncle!
 

LUCRE
Yes, faith, must I; say your debts be many, your creditors importunate, yet the kindness of a thing is all, nephew; you might have sent me close word on’t, without the least danger or prejudice to your fortunes.
 

WITGOOD
Troth, I confess it, uncle, I was too blame there; but, indeed, my intent was to have clapped it up suddenly, and so have broke forth like a joy to my friends, and a wonder to the world. Beside, there’s a trifle of a forty pound matter toward the setting of me forth; my friends should never have known on’t; I meant to make shift for that myself.
 

LUCRE
How, nephew? Let me not hear such a word again, I beseech you. Shall I be beholding to you?
 

WITGOOD
To me? Alas, what do you mean, uncle?
 

LUCRE
I charge you upon my love: you trouble nobody but myself.
 

WITGOOD
Y’ave no reason for that, uncle.
 

LUCRE
Troth, I’ll never be friends with you while you live, an you do.
 

WITGOOD
Nay, an you say so, uncle, here’s my hand, I will not do’t.
 

LUCRE
Why, well said! There’s some hope in thee when thou wilt be ruled; I’ll make it up fifty, faith, because I see thee so reclaimed. Peace, here comes my wife with Sam, her tother husband’s son.
 

[Enter Wife and Sam.]
 

WITGOOD
Good aunt — 
 

SAM
Cousin Witgood! I rejoice in my salute: you’re most welcome to this noble city governed with the sword in the scabbard.
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] And the wit in the pommel — good Master Sam Freedom, I return the salute.
 

LUCRE
By the mass, she’s coming; wife, let me see now how thou wilt entertain her.
 

WIFE
I hope I am not to learn, sir, to entertain a widow; ’tis not so long ago since I was one myself.
 

[Enter Courtesan.]
 

WITGOOD
Uncle — 
 

LUCRE
She’s come indeed!
 

WITGOOD
My uncle was desirous to see you, widow, and I presumed to invite you.
 

COURTESAN
The presumption was nothing. Master Witgood: is this your uncle, sir?
 

LUCRE
Marry am I, sweet widow, and his good uncle he shall find me; ay, by this smack that I give thee, thou’rt welcome. Wife, bid the widow welcome the same way again.
 

SAM
[Aside] I am a gentleman now too, by my father’s occupation, and I see no reason but I may kiss a widow by my father’s copy; truly, I think the charter is not against it; surely these are the words: “The son, once a gentleman, may revel it, though his father were a dauber;” ’tis about the fifteenth page. I’ll to her.
 

[Attempts to kiss the Courtesan, who rejects him.]
 

LUCRE
Y’are not very busy now; a word with thee, sweet widow — 
 

SAM
[Aside] Coad’s nigs! I was never so disgraced, since the hour my mother whipped me.
 

LUCRE
Beside, I have no child of mine own to care for; she’s my second wife, old, past bearing; clap sure to him, widow; he’s like to be my heir, I can tell you.
 

COURTESAN
Is he so, sir?
 

LUCRE
He knows it already, and the knave’s proud on’t; jolly rich widows have been offered him here i’ th’ city, great merchants’ wives, and do you think he would once look upon ‘em? Forsooth, he’ll none. You are beholding to him i’ th’ country, then, ere we could be; nay, I’ll hold a wager, widow, if he were once known to be in town, he would be presently sought after; nay, and happy were they that could catch him first.
 

COURTESAN
I think so.
 

LUCRE
Oh, there would be such running to and fro, widow, he should not pass the streets for ‘em; he’d be took up in one great house or other presently. Fah! They know he has it, and must have it. You see this house here, widow; this house and all comes to him, goodly rooms, ready furnished, ceiled with plaster of Paris, and all hung above with cloth of arras. Nephew!
 

WITGOOD
Sir.
 

LUCRE
Show the widow your house; carry her into all the rooms and bid her welcome. You shall see, widow. [Aside to Witgood] Nephew, strike all sure above an thou beest a good boy — ah!
 

WITGOOD
Alas, sir, I know not how she would take it.
 

LUCRE
The right way, I warrant t’ee. A pox, art an ass? Would I were in thy stead! Get you up; I am ashamed of you.
 

[Exeunt Witgood and Courtesan.]
 

[Aside] So, let ‘em agree as they will now; many a match has been struck up in my house a’ this fashion: let ‘em try all manner of ways, still there’s nothing like an uncle’s house to strike the stroke in. I’ll hold my wife in talk a little. — Now, Jinny, your son there goes a-wooing to a poor gentlewoman but of a thousand portion; see my nephew, a lad of less hope, strikes at four hundred a year in good rubbish.
 

WIFE
Well, we must do as we may, sir.
 

LUCRE
I’ll have his money ready told for him again he come down. Let me see, too; by th’ mass, I must present the widow with some jewel, a good piece a’ plate, or such a device; ‘twill hearten her on well. I have a very fair [standing] cup, and a good high standing cup will please a widow above all other pieces.
 

Exit.
 

WIFE
Do you mock us with your nephew? I have a plot in my head, son; i’faith, husband, to cross you.
 

SAM
Is it a tragedy plot, or a comedy plot, good mother?
 

WIFE
’Tis a plot shall vex him, I charge you, of my blessing, son Sam, that you presently withdraw the action of your love from Master Hoard’s niece.
 

SAM
How, mother!
 

WIFE
Nay, I have a plot in my head, i’faith. Here, take this chain of gold, and this fair diamond; dog me the widow home to her lodging, and at thy best opportunity fasten ‘em both upon her. Nay I have a reach; I can tell you thou art known what thou art, son, among the right worshipful, all the twelve companies.
 

SAM
Truly, I thank ‘em for it.
 

WIFE
He? He’s a scab to thee; and so certify her thou hast two hundred a year of thyself, beside thy good parts, a proper person and a lovely. If I were a widow, I could find it in my heart to have thee myself, son; ay, from ‘em all.
 

SAM
Thank you for your good will, mother, but indeed I had rather have a stranger; and if I woo her not in that violent fashion that I will make her be glad to take these gifts ere I leave her, let me never be called the heir of your body.
 

WIFE
Nay, I know there’s enough in you, son, if you once come to put it forth.
 

SAM
I’ll quickly make a bolt or a shaft on’t.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A street in London
 

Enter Hoard and Moneylove.
 

MONEYLOVE
Faith, Master Hoard, I have bestowed many months in the suit of your niece, such was the dear love I ever bore to her virtues; but since she hath so extremely denied me, I am to lay out for my fortunes elsewhere.
 

HOARD
Heaven forbid but you should, sir. I ever told you my niece stood otherwise affected.
 

MONEYLOVE
I must confess you did, sir; yet, in regard of my great loss of time, and the zeal with which I sought your niece, shall I desire one favour of your worship?
 

HOARD
In regard of those two, ’tis hard but you shall, sir.
 

MONEYLOVE
I shall rest grateful. ’Tis not full three hours, sir, since the happy rumour of a rich country widow came to my hearing.
 

HOARD
How? A rich country widow?
 

MONEYLOVE
Four hundred a year landed.
 

HOARD
Yes?
 

MONEYLOVE
Most firm, sir, and I have learned her lodging; here my suit begins, sir: if I might but entreat your worship to be a countenance for me, and speak a good word — for your words will pass — I nothing doubt but I might set fair for the widow; nor shall your labour, sir, end altogether in thanks, two hundred angels — 
 

HOARD
So, so, what suitors has she?
 

MONEYLOVE
There lies the comfort, sir, the report of her is yet but a whisper, and only solicited by young riotous Witgood, nephew to your mortal adversary.
 

HOARD
Ha! Art certain he’s her suitor?
 

MONEYLOVE
Most certain, sir, and his uncle very industrious to beguile the widow, and make up the match!
 

HOARD
So! Very good!
 

MONEYLOVE
Now, sir, you know this young Witgood is a spendthrift, dissolute fellow.
 

HOARD
A very rascal.
 

MONEYLOVE
A midnight surfeiter.
 

HOARD
The spume of a brothel-house.
 

MONEYLOVE
True, sir! Which being well told in your worship’s phrase, may both heave him out of her mind, and drive a fair way for me to the widow’s affections.
 

HOARD
Attend me about five.
 

MONEYLOVE
With my best care, sir.
 

Exit.
 

HOARD
Fool, thou hast left thy treasure with a thief,
To trust a widower with a suit in love!
Happy revenge, I hug thee! I have not only the means laid before me, extremely to cross my adversary, and confound the last hopes of his nephew, but thereby to enrich my state, augment my revenues, and build mine own fortunes greater; ha, ha!
I’ll mar your phrase, o’erturn your flatteries,
Undo your windings, policies, and plots,
Fall like a secret and dispatchful [plague]
On your secured comforts. Why, I am able
To buy three of Lucre, thrice outbid him,
Let my out-monies be reckoned and all.
 

Enter three Creditors.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
I am glad of this news.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
So are we, by my faith.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Young Witgood will be a gallant again now.
 

HOARD
[Aside] Peace!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
I promise you, Master Cockpit, she’s a mighty rich widow.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Why, have you ever heard of her?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Who? Widow Medler? She lies open to much rumour.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Four hundred a year, they say, in very good land.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Nay, take’t of my word, if you believe that, you believe the least.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
And to see how close he keeps it!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Oh, sir, there’s policy in that, to prevent better suitors.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
He owes me a hundred pound, and I protest I never looked for a penny.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
He little dreams of our coming; he’ll wonder to see his creditors upon him.
 

Exeunt.
 

HOARD
Good, his creditors; I’ll follow. This makes for me:
All know the widow’s wealth; and ’tis well known
I can estate her fairly, ay, and will.
In this one chance shines a twice happy fate:
I both deject my foe, and raise my state.
 

Music. Exit.
 




Act III Scene 1
 

Another street in London
 

Enter Witgood and his Creditors.
 

WITGOOD
Why, alas, my creditors, could you find no other time to undo me but now? Rather, your malice appears in this than the justness of the debt.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Master Witgood, I have forborne my money long.
 

WITGOOD
I pray, speak low, sir; what do you mean?
 

SECOND CREDITOR
We hear you are to married suddenly to a rich country widow.
 

WITGOOD
What can be kept so close but you creditors hear on’t? Well, ’tis a lamentable state, that our chiefest afflicters should first hear of our fortunes. Why, this is no good course, i’faith, sirs; if ever you have hope to be satisfied, why do you seek to confound the means that should work it? There’s neither piety, no, nor policy in that. Shine favourably now, why, I may rise and spread again, to your great comforts.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
He says true, i’faith.
 

WITGOOD
Remove me now, and I consume for ever.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Sweet gentleman!
 

WITGOOD
How can it thrive which from the sun you sever?
 

THIRD CREDITOR
It cannot, indeed!
 

WITGOOD
Oh, then, show patience! I shall have enough
To satisfy you all.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Ay, if we could
Be content, a shame take us.
 

WITGOOD
For, look you,
I am but newly sure yet to the widow,
And what a rend might this discredit make!
Within these three days will I bind you lands
For your securities.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
No, good Master Witgood,
Would ‘twere as much as we dare trust you with!
 

WITGOOD
I know you have been kind; however, now,
Either by wrong report, or false incitement,
Your gentleness is injured. In such
A state as this a man cannot want foes.
If on the sudden he begin to rise,
No man that lives can count his enemies.
You had some intelligence, I warrant ye, from an ill-willer.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Faith, we heard you brought up a rich widow, sir, and were suddenly to marry her.
 

WITGOOD
Ay, why there it was, I knew ’twas so: but since you are so well resolved of my faith toward you, let me be so much favoured of you, I beseech you all — 
 

ALL
Oh, it shall not need, i’faith, sir — 
 

WITGOOD
As to lie still awhile, and bury my debts in silence, till I be fully possessed of the widow; for the truth is, I may tell you as my friends — 
 

ALL
Oh, oh, oh — 
 

WITGOOD
I am to raise a little money in the city, toward the setting forth of myself, for mine own credit, and your comfort. Now, if my former debts should be divulged, all hope of my proceedings were quite extinguished!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
[Taking Witgood aside] Do you hear, sir? I may deserve your custom hereafter; pray let my money be accepted before a stranger’s. Here’s forty pound I received as I came to you; if that may stand you in any stead, make use on’t. Nay, pray sir, ’tis at your service.
 

WITGOOD
You do so ravish me with kindness that
I’m constrained to play the maid and take it!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Let none of them see it, I beseech you.
 

WITGOOD
Fah!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
I hope I shall be first in your remembrance
After the marriage rites.
 

WITGOOD
Believe it firmly.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
So. — What, do you walk, sirs?
 

SECOND CREDITOR
I go. [Taking Witgood aside] Take no care, sir, for money to furnish you; within this hour I’ll send you sufficient. — Come, Master Cockpit, we both stay for you.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
I ha’ lost a ring, i’faith, I’ll follow you presently.
 

[Exeunt First and Second Creditors.]
 

But you shall find it, sir; I know your youth and expenses have disfunished you of all jewels; there’s a ruby of twenty pound price, sir; bestow it upon your widow. What, man, ‘twill call up her blood to you; beside, if I might so much work with you, I would not have you beholding to those bloodsuckers for any money.
 

WITGOOD
Not I, believe it.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
They’re a brace of cutthroats!
 

WITGOOD
I know ‘em.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Send a note of all your wants to my shop, and I’ll supply you instantly.
 

WITGOOD
Say you so? Why, here’s my hand then, no man living shall do’t but thyself.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Shall I carry it away from ‘em both then?
 

WITGOOD
I’faith, shalt thou!
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Troth, then I thank you, sir.
 

WITGOOD
Welcome, good Master Cockpit.
 

Exit [Third Creditor].
 

Ha, ha, ha! Why, is not this better now than lying a-bed? I perceive there’s nothing conjures up wit sooner than poverty, and nothing lays it down sooner than wealth and lechery! This has some savour; yet, oh, that I had the mortgage from mine uncle as sure in possession as these trifles! I would forswear brothel at noon day, and muscadine and eggs at midnight.
 

Enter Courtesan.
 

COURTESAN
Master Witgood? Where are you?
 

WITGOOD
Holla!
 

COURTESAN
Rich news!
 

WITGOOD
Would ‘twere all in plate.
 

COURTESAN
There’s some in chains and jewels. I am so haunted with suitors, Master Witgood, I know not which to dispatch first.
 

WITGOOD
You have the better term, by my faith.
 

COURTESAN
Among the number, one Master Hoard, an ancient gentleman.
 

WITGOOD
Upon my life, my uncle’s adversary.
 

COURTESAN
It may well hold so, for he rails on you,
Speaks shamefully of him.
 

WITGOOD
As I could wish it.
 

COURTESAN
I first denied him, but so cunningly,
It rather promised him assured hopes,
Than any loss of labour.
 

WITGOOD
Excellent.
 

COURTESAN
I expect him every hour, with gentlemen
With whom he labours to make good his words,
To approve you riotous, your state consumed,
Your uncle — 
 

WITGOOD
Wench, make up thy own fortunes now, do thyself a good turn once in thy days. He’s rich in money, moveables, and lands; marry him, he’s an old doting fool, and that’s worth all; marry him, ’twould be a great comfort to me to see thee do well, i’faith; marry him, ’twould ease my conscience well to see thee well bestowed; I have a care of thee, i’faith.
 

COURTESAN
Thanks, sweet Master Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
I reach at farder happiness: first, I am sure it can be no harm to thee, and there may happen goodness to me by it. Prosecute it well: let’s send up for [our] wits, now we require their best and most pregnant assistance!
 

COURTESAN
Step in, I think I hear ‘em.
 

Exit [with Witgood]. Enter Hoard and Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock] with the Host [as] serving-man.
 

HOARD
Art thou the widow’s man? By my faith, sh’as a company of proper men then.
 

HOST
I am the worst of six, sir; good enough for blue-coats.
 

HOARD
Hark hither: I hear say thou art in most credit with her.
 

HOST
Not so, sir.
 

HOARD
Come, come, thou’rt modest. There’s a brace of royals; prithee, help me to th’ speech of her.
 

HOST
I’ll do what I may, sir, always saving myself harmless.
 

HOARD
Go to, do’t, I say; thou shalt hear better from me.
 

HOST
[Aside] Is not this a better place than five mark a year standing wages? Say a man had but three such clients in a day, methinks he might make a poor living on’t; beside, I was never brought up with so little honesty to refuse any man’s money; never. What gulls there are a’ this side of the world! Now know I the widow’s mind, none but my young master comes in her clutches. Ha, ha, ha!
 

Exit.
 

HOARD
Now, my dear gentlemen, stand firmly to me;
You know his follies, and my worth.
 

[LAMPREY]
We do, sir.
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
But, Master Hoard, are you sure he is not i’ th’ house now?
 

HOARD
Upon my honesty I chose this time
A’ purpose, fit; the spendthrift is abroad.
Assist me; here she comes.
 

[Enter Courtesan.]
 

Now, my sweet widow.
 

COURTESAN
Y’are welcome, Master Hoard.
 

HOARD
Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, dispatch.
I am come, widow, to prove those my words
Neither of envy sprung nor of false tongues,
But such as their deserts and actions
Do merit and bring forth, all which these gentlemen,
Well known and better reputed, will confess.
 

COURTESAN
I cannot tell
How my affections may dispose of me,
But surely if they find him so desertless,
They’ll have that reason to withdraw themselves.
And therefore, gentlemen, I do entreat you,
As you are fair in reputation
And in appearing form, so shine in truth.
I am a widow, and, alas, you know,
Soon overthrown; ’tis a very small thing
That we withstand, our weakness is so great.
Be partial unto neither, but deliver,
Without affection, your opinion.
 

HOARD
And that will drive it home.
 

COURTESAN
Nay, I beseech your silence, Master Hoard;
You are a party.
 

HOARD
Widow, not a word!
 

[LAMPREY]
The better first to work you to belief,
Know neither of us owe him flattery,
Nor t’other malice, but unbribed censure,
So help us our best fortunes.
 

COURTESAN
It suffices.
 

[LAMPREY]
That Witgood is a riotous, undone man,
Imperfect both in fame and in estate,
His debts wealthier than he, and executions
In wait for his due body, we’ll maintain
With our best credit and our dearest blood.
 

COURTESAN
Nor land nor living, say you? Pray, take heed
You do not wrong the gentleman!
 

[LAMPREY]
What we speak
Our lives and means are ready to make good.
 

COURTESAN
Alas, how soon are we poor souls beguiled!
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
And for his uncle — 
 

HOARD
Let that come to me.
His uncle, a severe extortioner;
A tyrant at a forfeiture; greedy of others’
Miseries; one that would undo his brother,
Nay, swallow up his father, if he can,
Within the fathoms of his conscience.
 

[LAMPREY]
Nay, believe it, widow,
You had not only matched yourself to wants,
But in an evil and unnatural stock.
 

HOARD
[Aside] Follow hard, gentlemen, follow hard!
 

COURTESAN
Is my love so deceived? Before you all
I do renounce him; on my knees I vow
He ne’er shall marry me.
 

WITGOOD
[Appearing] Heaven knows he never meant it!
 

HOARD
[Aside to Lamprey] There, take her at the bound.
 

[LAMPREY]
Then with a new and pure affection,
Behold yon gentleman, grave, kind, and rich,
A match worthy yourself; esteeming him,
You do regard your state.
 

HOARD
[Aside to Lamprey] I’ll make her a jointure, say.
 

[LAMPREY]
He can join land to land, and will possess you
Of what you can desire.
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
Come, widow, come.
 

COURTESAN
The world is so deceitful!
 

[LAMPREY]
There ’tis deceitful,
Where flattery, want, and imperfection lies;
But none of these in him; push!
 

COURTESAN
Pray, sir — 
 

[LAMPREY]
Come, you widows are ever most backward when you should do yourselves most good; but were it to marry a chin not worth a hair now, then you would be forward enough! Come, clap hands, a match. [He joins their hands.]
 

HOARD
With all my heart, widow. Thanks, gentlemen.
I will deserve your labour, and thy love.
 

COURTESAN
Alas, you love not widows but for wealth!
I promise you I ha’ nothing, sir.
 

HOARD
Well said, widow,
Well said; thy love is all I seek, before
These gentlemen.
 

COURTESAN
Now I must hope the best.
 

HOARD
My joys are such they want to be expressed.
 

COURTESAN
But, Master Hoard, one thing I must remember you of, before these gentlemen, your friends: how shall I suddenly avoid the loathed soliciting of that perjured Witgood, and his tedious, dissembling uncle, who this [very] day hath appointed a meeting for the same purpose too, where, had not truth come forth, I had been undone, utterly undone.
 

HOARD
What think you of that, gentlemen?
 

[LAMPREY]
’Twas well devised.
 

HOARD
Hark thee, widow: train out young Witgood single; hasten him thither with thee, somewhat before the hour, where, at the place appointed, these gentlemen and myself will wait the opportunity, when, by some sleight removing him from thee, we’ll suddenly enter and surprise thee, carry thee away by boat to Cole Harbour, have a priest ready, and there clap it up instantly. How lik’st it, widow?
 

COURTESAN
In that it pleaseth you, it likes me well.
 

HOARD
I’ll kiss thee for those words. Come, gentlemen;
Still must I live a suitor to your favours,
Still to your aid beholding.
 

[LAMPREY]
We’re engaged, sir;
’Tis for our credits now to see’t well ended.
 

HOARD
’Tis for your honours, gentlemen; nay, look to’t;
[Aside] Not only in joy, but I in wealth excel. — 
No more sweet widow, but sweet wife, farewell.
 

COURTESAN
Farewell, sir.
 

Exeunt [Hoard, Lamprey and Spitchcock]. Enter Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
Oh, for more scope! I could laugh eternally! Give you joy, Mistress Hoard; I promise your fortune was good, forsooth; y’ave fell upon wealth enough, and there’s young gentlemen enow can help you to the rest. Now it requires our wits; carry thyself but heedfully now, and we are both — 
 

[Enter Host.]
 

HOST
Master Witgood, your uncle.
 

WITGOOD
Cuds me! Remove thyself a while; I’ll serve for him.
 

[Exeunt Courtesan and Host.] Enter Lucre.
 

LUCRE
Nephew, good morrow, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
The same to you, kind uncle.
 

LUCRE
How fares the widow? Does the meeting hold?
 

WITGOOD
Oh, no question of that, sir.
 

LUCRE
I’ll strike the stroke, then, for thee; no more days.
 

WITGOOD
The sooner the better, uncle. Oh, she’s mightily followed!
 

LUCRE
And yet so little rumoured!
 

WITGOOD
Mightily! Here comes one old gentleman, and he’ll make her a jointure of three hundred a year, forsooth; another wealthy suitor will estate his son in his lifetime, and make him weigh down the widow; here a merchant’s son will possess her with no less than three goodly lordships at once, which were all pawns to his father.
 

LUCRE
Peace, nephew, let me hear no more of ‘em; it mads me. Thou shalt prevent ‘em all. No words to the widow of my coming hither. Let me see. ’Tis now upon nine; before twelve, nephew, we will have the bargain struck, we will, i’faith, boy.
 

WITGOOD
Oh, my precious uncle!
 

Exit [with Lucre].
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Hoard’s house, London
 

Enter Hoard and his Niece.
 

HOARD
Niece, sweet niece, prithee, have a care to my house; I leave all to thy discretion. Be content to dream awhile; I’ll have a husband for thee shortly; put that care upon me, wench, for in choosing wives and husbands I am only fortunate; I have that gift given me.
 

Exit.
 

NIECE
But ’tis not likely you should choose for me,
Since nephew to your chiefest enemy
Is he whom I affect; but, oh, forgetful!
Why dost thou flatter thy affections so,
With name of him that for a widow’s bed
Neglects thy purer love? Can [it] be so,
Or does report dissemble?
 

[Enter George.]
 

How now, sir?
 

GEORGE
A letter, with which came a private charge.
 

NIECE
Therein I thank your care.
 

[Exit George.]
 

I know this hand. [Reads] “Dearer than sight, what the world reports of me, yet believe not; rumour will alter shortly. Be thou constant; I am still the same that I was in love, and I hope to be the same in fortunes.
Theodorus Witgood.”
I am resolved; no more shall fear or doubt
Raise their pale powers to keep affection out.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

A tavern, London
 

Enter, with a Drawer, Hoard and two Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock].
 

DRAWER
You’re very welcome, gentlemen. Dick, show those gentlemen the Pomegranate, there.
 

HOARD
Hist!
 

DRAWER
Up those stairs, gentlemen.
 

HOARD
Pist! Drawer — 
 

DRAWER
Anon, sir.
 

HOARD
Prithee, ask at the bar if a gentlewoman came not in lately.
 

DRAWER
William, at the bar, did you see any gentlewoman come in lately? Speak you ay, speak you no?
 

WILLIAM
[Within] No, none came in yet but Mistress Florence.
 

DRAWER
He says none came in yet, sir, but one Mistress Florence.
 

HOARD
What is that Florence? A widow?
 

DRAWER
Yes, a Dutch widow.
 

HOARD
How?
 

DRAWER
That’s an English drab, sir; give your worship good morrow.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOARD
A merry knave, i’faith! I shall remember a Dutch widow the longest day of my life.
 

[LAMPREY]
Did not I use most art to win the widow?
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
You shall pardon me for that, sir; Master Hoard knows I took her at best vantage.
 

HOARD
What’s that, sweet gentlemen, what’s that?
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
He will needs bear me down that his art only wrought with the widow most.
 

HOARD
Oh, you did both well, gentlemen, you did both well, I thank you.
 

[LAMPREY]
I was the first that moved her.
 

HOARD
You were, i’faith.
 

[SPITCHCOCK]
But it was I that took her at the bound.
 

HOARD
Ay, that was you; faith, gentlemen, ’tis right.
 

[LAMPREY]
I boasted least, but ’twas I joined their hands.
 

HOARD
By th’ mass, I think he did. You did all well,
Gentlemen, you did all well; contend no more.
 

[LAMPREY]
Come, yon room’s fittest.
 

HOARD
True, ’tis next the door.
 

Exit [with Lamprey and Spitchcock]. Enter Witgood, Courtesan, [Drawer] and Host.
 

DRAWER
You’re very welcome; please you to walk upstairs, cloth’s laid, sir.
 

COURTESAN
Upstairs? Troth, I am weary, Master Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
Rest yourself here awhile, widow; we’ll have a cup of muscadine in this little room.
 

DRAWER
A cup of muscadine? You shall have the best, sir.
 

WITGOOD
But, do you hear, sirrah?
 

DRAWER
Do you call? Anon, sir.
 

WITGOOD
What is there provided for dinner?
 

DRAWER
I cannot readily tell you, sir; if you please, you may go into the kitchen and see yourself, sir; many gentlemen of worship do use to do it, I assure you, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOST
A pretty familiar prigging rascal, he has his part without book!
 

WITGOOD
Against you are ready to drink to me, widow, I’ll be present to pledge you.
 

COURTESAN
Nay, I commend your care, ’tis done well of you.
 

[Exit Witgood.]
 

[‘Las], what have I forgot!
 

HOST
What, mistress?
 

COURTESAN
I slipped my wedding ring off when I washed, and left it at my lodging; prithee run, I shall be sad without it.
 

[Exit Host.]
 

So, he’s gone! Boy!
 

[Enter Boy.]
 

BOY
Anon, forsooth.
 

COURTESAN
Come hither, sirrah: learn secretly if one Master Hoard, an ancient gentleman, be about house.
 

BOY
I heard such a one named.
 

COURTESAN
Commend me to him.
 

Enter Hoard with Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock].
 

HOARD
I’ll do thy commendations!
 

COURTESAN
Oh, you come well; away, to boat, begone.
 

HOARD
Thus wise men are revenged, give two for one.
 

Exeunt. Enter Witgood and Vintner.
 

WITGOOD
I must request
You, sir, to show extraordinary care;
My uncle comes with gentlemen, his friends,
And ’tis upon a making.
 

VINTNER
Is it so?
I’ll give a special charge, good Master Witgood.
May I be bold to see her?
 

WITGOOD
Who, [the] widow?
With all my heart, i’faith, I’ll bring you to her!
 

VINTNER
If she be a Staffordshire gentlewoman, ’tis much if I know her not.
 

WITGOOD
How now? Boy, drawer!
 

VINTNER
Hie!
 

[Enter Boy.]
 

BOY
Do you call, sir?
 

WITGOOD
Went the gentlewoman up that was here?
 

BOY
Up, sir? She went out, sir.
 

WITGOOD
Out, sir?
 

BOY
Out, sir; one Master Hoard with a guard of gentlemen carried her out at back door, a pretty while since, sir.
 

WITGOOD
Hoard? Death and darkness, Hoard?
 

Enter Host.
 

HOST
The devil of ring I can find!
 

WITGOOD
How now, what news? Where’s the widow?
 

HOST
My mistress? Is she not here, sir?
 

WITGOOD
More madness yet.
 

HOST
She sent me for a ring.
 

WITGOOD
A plot, a plot! To boat! She’s stole away!
 

HOST
What?
 

Enter Lucre with Gentlemen.
 

WITGOOD
Follow, enquire old Hoard, my uncle’s adversary!
 

[Exit Host.]
 

LUCRE
Nephew, what’s that?
 

WITGOOD
Thrice miserable wretch!
 

LUCRE
Why, what’s the matter?
 

VINTNER
The widow’s borne away, sir.
 

LUCRE
Ha? Passion of me! A heavy welcome, gentlemen.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
The widow gone?
 

LUCRE
Who durst attempt it?
 

WITGOOD
Who but old Hoard, my uncle’s adversary?
 

LUCRE
How!
 

WITGOOD
With his confederates.
 

LUCRE
Hoard, my deadly enemy! Gentlemen, stand to me,
I will not bear it, ’tis in hate of me;
That villain seeks my shame, nay, [thirsts] my blood;
He owes me mortal malice.
I’ll spend my wealth on this despiteful plot,
Ere he shall cross me and my nephew thus.
 

WITGOOD
So maliciously.
 

Enter Host.
 

LUCRE
How now, you treacherous rascal?
 

HOST
That’s none of my name, sir.
 

WITGOOD
Poor soul, he knew not on’t.
 

LUCRE
I’m sorry. I see then ’twas a mere plot.
 

HOST
I traced ‘em nearly — 
 

LUCRE
Well?
 

HOST
And hear for certain
They have took Cole Harbour.
 

LUCRE
The devil’s sanctuary!
They shall not rest, I’ll pluck her from his arms.
Kind and dear gentlemen,
If ever I had seat within your breasts — 
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
No more, good sir; it is a wrong to us
To see you injured; in a cause so just
We’ll spend our lives, but we will right our friends.
 

LUCRE
Honest and kind! Come, we have delayed too long:
Nephew, take comfort; a just cause is strong.
 

WITGOOD
That’s all my comfort, uncle.
 

Exeunt [Lucre, Gentlemen, Host, Vintner, and Boy].
 

Ha, ha, ha!
Now may events fall luckily and well:
He that ne’er strives, says wit, shall ne’er excel.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

Dampit’s House, London
 

Enter Dampit the usurer, drunk.
 

DAMPIT
When did I say my prayers? In anno ‘88, when the great armada was coming; and in anno ‘99, when the great thundering and [lightning] was, I prayed heartily then, i’faith, to overthrow Poovies’ new buildings; I kneeled by my great iron chest, I remember.
 

[Enter Audrey.]
 

AUDREY
Master Dampit, one may hear you before they see you; you keep sweet hours, Master Dampit; we were all abed three hours ago.
 

DAMPIT
Audrey?
 

AUDREY
Oh, y’are a fine gentleman.
 

DAMPIT
So I am, i’faith, and a fine scholar. Do you use to go to [bed] so early, Audrey?
 

AUDREY
Call you this early, Master Dampit?
 

DAMPIT
Why, is’t not one of clock i’ th’ morning? Is not that early enough? Fetch me a glass of fresh beer.
 

AUDREY
Here, I have warmed your nightcap for you, Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
Draw it on then. I am very weak, truly; I have not eaten so much as the bulk of an egg these three days.
 

AUDREY
You have drunk the more, Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
What’s that?
 

AUDREY
You mought, an you would, Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
I answer you I cannot. Hold your prating; you prate too much and understand too little. Are you answered? Give me a glass of beer.
 

AUDREY
May I ask you how you do, Master Dampit?
 

DAMPIT
How do I? I’faith, naught.
 

AUDREY
I never knew you do otherwise.
 

DAMPIT
I eat not one penn’ort’ of bread these two years. Give me a glass of fresh beer. I am not sick, nor I am not well.
 

AUDREY
Take this warm napkin about your neck, sir, whilst I help to make you unready.
 

DAMPIT
How now, Audrey-prater, with your scurvy devices, what say you now?
 

AUDREY
What say I, Master Dampit? I say nothing but that you are very weak.
 

DAMPIT
Faith, thou hast more coney-catching devices than all London!
 

AUDREY
Why, Master Dampit, I never deceived you in all my life!
 

DAMPIT
Why was that? Because I never did trust thee.
 

AUDREY
I care not what you say, Master Dampit!
 

DAMPIT
Hold thy prating. I answer thee, thou art a beggar, a quean, and a bawd; are you answered?
 

AUDREY
Fie, Master Dampit! A gentleman, and have such words?
 

DAMPIT
Why, thou base drudge of infortunity, thou kitchen-stuff drab of beggary, roguery and coxcombry, thou cavernesed quean of foolery, knavery and bawdreaminy, I’ll tell thee what, I will not give a louse for thy fortunes.
 

AUDREY
No, Master Dampit? And there’s a gentleman comes a-wooing to me, and he doubts nothing but that you will get me from him.
 

DAMPIT
I? If I would either have thee or lie with thee for two thousand pound, would I might be damned! Why, thou base, impudent quean of foolery, flattery and coxcombry, are you answered?
 

AUDREY
Come, will you rise and go to bed, sir?
 

DAMPIT
Rise, and go to bed too, Audrey? How does [Mistress] Proserpine?
 

AUDREY
Fooh — 
 

DAMPIT
She’s as fine a philosopher of a stinkard’s wife as any within the liberties. Fah, fah, Audrey!
 

AUDREY
How now, Master Dampit?
 

DAMPIT
Fie upon’t, what a choice of stinks [is here]! What hast thou done, Audrey? Fie upon’t, here’s a choice of stinks indeed! Give me a glass of fresh beer, and then I will to bed.
 

AUDREY
It waits for you above, sir.
 

DAMPIT
Foh! I think they burn horns in Barnard’s Inn; if ever I smelt such an abominable stink, usury forsake me.
 

[Exit.]
 

AUDREY
They be the stinking nails of his trampling feet, and he talks of burning of horns.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

An apartment in Cole Harbour
 

Enter at Cole Harbour, Hoard, [Courtesan as] the Widow, and Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock], he married now.
 

[LAMPREY]
Join hearts, join hands,
In wedlock’s bands,
Never to part
Till death cleave your heart;
You shall forsake all other women;
You lords, knights, gentlemen and yeomen.
What my tongue slips,
Make up with your lips.
 

HOARD
Give you joy, Mistress Hoard; let the kiss come about.
 

[Knocking]
 

Who knocks? Convey my little pig-eater out.
 

LUCRE
[Within] Hoard!
 

HOARD
Upon my life, my adversary, gentlemen.
 

LUCRE
[Within] Hoard, open the door, or we will force it ope:
Give us the widow.
 

HOARD
Gentlemen, keep ‘em out.
 

LAMPREY
He comes upon his death that enters here.
 

LUCRE
[Within] My friends assist me.
 

HOARD
He has assistants, gentlemen.
 

LAMPREY
Tut, nor him, nor them, we in this action fear.
 

LUCRE
[Within] Shall I, in peace, speak one word with the widow?
 

COURTESAN
Husband and gentlemen, hear me but a word.
 

HOARD
Freely, sweet wife.
 

COURTESAN
Let him in peaceably;
You know we’re sure from any act of his.
 

HOARD
Most true.
 

[COURTESAN]
You may stand by and smile at his old weakness;
Let me alone to answer him.
 

HOARD
Content,
‘Twill be good mirth, i’faith; how think you, gentlemen?
 

LAMPREY
Good gullery!
 

HOARD
Upon calm conditions let him in.
 

LUCRE
[Within] All spite and malice — 
 

LAMPREY
Hear me, Master Lucre:
So you will vow a peaceful entrance
With those your friends, and only exercise
Calm conference with the widow, without fury,
The passage shall receive you.
 

LUCRE
[Within] I do vow it.
 

LAMPREY
Then enter and talk freely, here she stands.
 

Enter Lucre[, Gentlemen and Host].
 

LUCRE
Oh, Master Hoard, your spite has watched the hour;
You’re excellent at vengeance, Master Hoard.
 

HOARD
Ha, ha, ha!
 

LUCRE
I am the fool you laugh at:
You are wise, sir, and know the seasons well.
Come hither, widow: why is it thus?
Oh, you have done me infinite disgrace,
And your own credit no small injury!
Suffer mine enemy so despitefully
To bear you from my nephew! Oh, I had
Rather half my substance had been forfeit,
And begged by some starved rascal!
 

COURTESAN
Why, what would you wish me do, sir?
I must not overthrow my state for love:
We have too many precedents for that;
From thousands of our wealthy undone widows
One may derive some wit. I do confess,
I loved your nephew, nay, I did affect him,
Against the mind and liking of my friend[s];
Believed his promises, lay here in hope
Of flattered living, and the boast of lands:
Coming to touch his wealth and state indeed,
It appears dross; I find him not the man,
Imperfect, mean, scarce furnished of his needs;
In words, fair lordships, in performance, hovels:
Can any woman love the thing that is not?
 

LUCRE
Broke you for this?
 

COURTESAN
Was it not cause too much?
Send to enquire his state: most part of it
Lay two years mortgaged in his uncle’s hands.
 

LUCRE
Why, say it did, you might have known my mind;
I could have soon restored it.
 

COURTESAN
Ay, had I but seen any such thing performed,
Why, ’twould have tied my affection, and contained
Me in my first desires: do you think, i’faith,
That I could twine such a dry oak as this,
Had promise in your nephew took effect?
 

LUCRE
Why, and there’s no time past; and rather than
My adversary should thus thwart my hopes,
I would — 
 

COURTESAN
Tut, y’ave been ever full of golden speech.
If words were lands, your nephew would be rich.
 

LUCRE
Widow, believe it, I vow by my best bliss,
Before these gentlemen, I will give in
The mortgage to my nephew instantly,
Before I sleep or eat.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We’ll pawn our credits,
Widow, what he speaks shall be performed
In fullness.
 

LUCRE
Nay, more: I will estate him
In farder blessings: he shall be my heir.
I have no son;
I’ll bind myself to that condition.
 

COURTESAN
When I shall hear this done, I shall soon yield
To reasonable terms.
 

LUCRE
In the mean season,
Will you protest, before these gentlemen,
To keep yourself as you are now at this present?
 

COURTESAN
I do protest before these gentlemen,
I will be as clear then as I am now.
 

LUCRE
I do believe you. Here’s your own honest servant,
I’ll take him along with me.
 

COURTESAN
Ay, with all my heart.
 

LUCRE
He shall see all performed and bring you word.
 

COURTESAN
That’s all I wait for.
 

HOARD
What, have you finished, Master Lucre? Ha, ha, ha, ha!
 

LUCRE
So laugh, Hoard, laugh at your poor enemy, do;
The wind may turn, you may be laughed at too.
Yes, marry, may you, sir. Ha, ha, ha!
 

Exeunt [Lucre, Gentlemen, and Host].
 

HOARD
Ha, ha, ha! If every man that swells in malice
Could be revenged as happily as I,
He would choose hate and forswear amity.
What did he say, wife, prithee?
 

COURTESAN
Faith, spoke to ease his mind.
 

HOARD
Oh, oh, oh!
 

COURTESAN
You know now little to any purpose.
 

HOARD
True, true, true.
 

COURTESAN
He would do mountains now.
 

HOARD
Ay, ay, ay, ay.
 

LAMPREY
Y’ave struck him dead, Master Hoard.
 

SPITCHCOCK
Ay, and his nephew desperate.
 

HOARD
I know’t, sirs, ay.
Never did man so crush his enemy!
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A room in Lucre’s house
 

Enter Lucre with Gentlemen [and Host], meeting Sam Freedom.
 

LUCRE
My son-in-law, Sam Freedom! Where’s my nephew?
 

SAM
O man in lamentation, father!
 

LUCRE
How?
 

SAM
He thumps his breast like a gallant dicer that has lost his doublet, and stands in’s shirt to do penance.
 

LUCRE
Alas, poor gentleman.
 

SAM
I warrant you may hear him sigh in a still evening to your house at Highgate.
 

LUCRE
I prithee, send him in.
 

SAM
Were it to do a greater matter, I will not stick with you, sir, in regard you married my mother.
 

[Exit.]
 

LUCRE
Sweet gentlemen, cheer him up; I will but fetch the mortgage, and return to you instantly.
 

Exit.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We’ll do our best, sir.
 

[Enter Witgood.]
 

See where he comes,
E’en joyless and regardless of all form.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Why, how, Master Witgood? Fie, you a firm scholar, and an understanding gentleman, and give your best parts to passion?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Come, fie!
 

WITGOOD
Oh, gentlemen — 
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Sorrow of me, what a sigh was there, sir!
Nine such widows are not worth it.
 

WITGOOD
To be borne from me by that lecher, Hoard!
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
That vengeance is your uncle’s, being done
More in despite to him, than wrong to you.
But we bring comfort now.
 

WITGOOD
I beseech you, gentlemen — 
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Cheer thyself, man, there’s hope of her, i’faith!
 

WITGOOD
Too gladsome to be true.
 

Enter Lucre.
 

LUCRE
Nephew, what cheer?
Alas, poor gentleman, how art thou changed!
Call thy fresh blood into thy cheeks again:
She comes — 
 

WITGOOD
Nothing afflicts me so much
But that it is your adversary, uncle,
And merely plotted in despite of you.
 

LUCRE
Ay, that’s it mads me, spites me! I’ll spend my wealth ere he shall carry her so, because I know ’tis only to spite me. Ay, this is it. Here, nephew [gives him a paper], before these kind gentlemen I deliver in your mortgage, my promise to the widow; see, ’tis done. Be wise, you’re once more master of your own; the widow shall perceive now you are not altogether such a beggar as the world reputes you: you can make shift to bring her to three hundred a year, sir.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Berlady, and that’s no toy, sir.
 

LUCRE
A word, nephew.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
[To Host] Now you may certify the widow.
 

LUCRE
You must conceive it aright, nephew, now;
To do you good I am content to do this.
 

WITGOOD
I know it, sir.
 

LUCRE
But your own conscience can tell I had it
Dearly enough of you.
 

WITGOOD
Ay, that’s most certain.
 

LUCRE
Much money laid out, beside many a journey
To fetch the rent; I hope you’ll think on’t, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
I were worse than a beast else, i’faith.
 

LUCRE
Although to blind the widow and the world
I out of policy do’t, yet there’s a conscience, nephew.
 

WITGOOD
Heaven forbid else!
 

LUCRE
When you are full possessed,
’Tis nothing to return it.
 

WITGOOD
Alas, a thing quickly done, uncle.
 

LUCRE
Well said! You know I give it you but in trust.
 

WITGOOD
Pray let me understand you rightly, uncle:
You give it me but in trust?
 

LUCRE
No.
 

WITGOOD
That is, you trust me with it.
 

LUCRE
True, true.
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] But if ever I trust you with it again, would I might be trussed up for my labour!
 

LUCRE
You can all witness, gentlemen, and you, sir yeoman?
 

HOST
My life for yours, sir, now I know my mistress’s mind too well toward your nephew; let things be in preparation and I’ll train her hither in most excellent fashion.
 

Exit.
 

LUCRE
A good old boy. Wife, [Jinny]!
 

Enter Wife.
 

WIFE
What’s the news, sir?
 

LUCRE
The wedding day’s at hand: prithee, sweet wife, express thy housewifery; thou’rt a fine cook, I know’t; thy first husband married thee out of an alderman’s kitchen; go to, he raised thee for raising of paste. What! Here’s none but friends; most of our beginnings must be winked at. Gentlemen, I invite you all to my nephew’s wedding against Thursday morning.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
With all our hearts, and we shall joy to see
Your enemy so mocked.
 

LUCRE
He laughed at me,
Gentleman; ha, ha, ha!
 

Exeunt [all but Witgood].
 

WITGOOD
He had no conscience, faith,
Would laugh at them; they laugh at one another!
Who then can be so cruel? Troth, not I;
I rather pity now than aught envy.
I do conceive such joy in mine own happiness,
I have no leisure yet to laugh at their follies.
Thou soul of my estate I kiss thee,
I miss life’s comfort when I miss thee.
Oh, never will we part again,
Until I leave the sight of men.
We’ll ne’er trust conscience of own kin,
Since cozenage brings that title in.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A street in London
 

Enter three Creditors.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
I’ll wait these seven hours but I’ll see him caught.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Faith, so will I.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Hang him, prodigal, he’s stripped of the widow.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
A’ my troth, she’s the wiser; she has made the happier choice; and I wonder of what stuff those widows’ hearts are made of, that will marry unfledged boys before comely thrum-chinned gentlemen.
 

Enter a Boy.
 

BOY
News, news, news!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
What, boy?
 

BOY
The rioter is caught.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
So, so, so, so! It warms me at the heart; I love a’ life to see dogs upon men. Oh, here he comes.
 

Enter Witgood with Sergeants.
 

WITGOOD
My last joy was so great it took away the sense of future afflictions. What a day is here o’ercast! How soon a black tempest rises!
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Oh, we may speak with you now, sir! What’s become of your rich widow? I think you may cast your cap at the widow, may you not, sir?
 

SECOND CREDITOR
He a rich widow? Who, a prodigal, a daily rioter, and a nightly vomiter? He a widow of account? He a hole i’ th’ Counter!
 

WITGOOD
You do well, my masters, to tyrannize over misery, to afflict the afflicted; ’tis a custom you have here amongst you; I would wish you never leave it, and I hope you’ll do as I bid you.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Come, come, sir, what say you extempore now to your bill of a hundred pound? A sweet debt, for frotting your doublets.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Here’s mine of forty.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Here’s mine of fifty.
 

WITGOOD
Pray, sirs, you’ll give me breath?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
No, sir, we’ll keep you out of breath still; then we shall be sure you will not run away from us.
 

WITGOOD
Will you but hear me speak?
 

SECOND CREDITOR
You shall pardon us for that, sir; we know you have too fair a tongue of your own: you overcame us too lately, a shame take you! We are like to lose all that for want of witnesses; we dealt in policy then: always when we strive to be most politic we proved most coxcombs; non plus ultra. I perceive by us we’re not ordained to thrive by wisdom, and therefore we must be content to be tradesmen.
 

WITGOOD
Give me but reasonable time, and I protest I’ll make you ample satisfaction.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Do you talk of reasonable time to us?
 

WITGOOD
’Tis true, beasts know no reasonable time.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
We must have either money or carcass.
 

WITGOOD
Alas, what good will my carcass do you?
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Oh, ’tis a secret delight we have amongst us! We that are used to keep birds in cages, have the heart to keep men in prison, I warrant you.
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] I perceive I must crave a little more aid from my wits: do but make shift for me this once, and I’ll forswear ever to trouble you in the like fashion hereafter; I’ll have better employment for you, an I live. — You’ll give me leave, my masters, to make trial of my friends and raise all means I can?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
That’s our desires, sir.
 

Enter Host.
 

HOST
Master Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
Oh, art thou come?
 

HOST
May I speak one word with you in private, sir?
 

WITGOOD
No, by my faith, canst thou; I am in hell here, and the devils will not let me come to thee.
 

[FIRST CREDITOR]
Do you call us devils? You shall find us Puritans.
 

[SECOND CREDITOR]
Bear him away; let ‘em talk as they go; we’ll not stand to hear ‘em.
 

[THIRD CREDITOR]
Ah, sir, am I a devil? I shall think the better of myself as long as I live: a devil, i’faith!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

A room in Hoard’s house
 

Enter Hoard.
 

HOARD
What a sweet blessing hast thou, Master Hoard, above a multitude! Wilt thou never be thankful? How dost thou think to be blest another time? Or dost thou count this the full measure of thy happiness? By my troth, I think thou dost: not only a wife large in possessions, but spacious in content: she’s rich, she’s young, she’s fair, she’s [wise]; when I wake, I think of her lands — that revives me; when I go to bed, I dream of her beauty — and that’s enough for me; she’s worth four hundred a year in her very smock, if a man knew how to use it. But the journey will be all, in troth, into the country; to ride to her lands in state and order following my brother and other worshipful gentlemen, whose companies I ha’ sent down for already, to ride along with us in their goodly decorum beards, their broad velvet cassocks, and chains of gold twice or thrice double; against which time I’ll entertain some ten men of mine own into liveries, all of occupations or qualities: I will not keep an idle man about me; the sight of which will so vex my adversary Lucre — for we’ll pass by his door of purpose, make a little stand for [the] nonce, and have our horses curvet before [the] window — certainly he will never endure it, but run up and hang himself presently!
 

[Enter Arthur.]
 

How now, sirrah, what news? Any that offer their service to me yet?
 

[ARTHUR]
Yes, sir, there are some i’ th’ hall that wait for your worship’s liking, and desire to be entertained.
 

HOARD
Are they of occupation?
 

[ARTHUR]
They are men fit for your worship, sir.
 

HOARD
Say’st so? Send ‘em all in!
 

[Exit Arthur.]
 

To see ten men ride after me in watchet liveries, with orange-tawny capes, ‘twill cut his comb, i’faith.
 

Enter all [Tailor, Barber, Perfumer, Falconer, and Huntsman].
 

How now? Of what occupation are you, sir?
 

TAILOR
A tailor, an’t please your worship.
 

HOARD
A tailor? Oh, very good: you shall serve to make all the liveries. What are you, sir?
 

BARBER
A barber, sir.
 

HOARD
A barber? Very needful: you shall shave all the house, and, if need require, stand for a reaper i’ th’ summer time. You, sir?
 

PERFUMER
A perfumer.
 

HOARD
I smelt you before. Perfumers, of all men, had need carry themselves uprightly, for if they were once knaves they would be smelt out quickly. To you, sir?
 

FALCONER
A falconer, an’t please your worship.
 

HOARD
Sa ho, sa ho, sa ho! And you, sir?
 

HUNTSMAN
A huntsman, sir.
 

HOARD
There, boy, there, boy, there, boy! I am not so old but I have pleasant days to come. I promise you, my masters, I take such a good liking to you, that I entertain you all; I put you already into my countenance, and you shall be shortly in my livery; but especially you two, my jolly falconer and my bonny huntsman, we shall have most need of you at my wife’s manor houses i’ th’ country; there’s goodly parks and champion grounds for you; we shall have all our sports within ourselves; all the gentlemen o’ th’ country shall be beholding to us and our pastimes.
 

FALCONER
And we’ll make you[r] worship admire, sir.
 

HOARD
Say’st thou so? Do but make me admire, and thou shalt want for nothing. My tailor!
 

TAILOR
Anon, sir.
 

HOARD
Go presently in hand with the liveries.
 

TAILOR
I will, sir.
 

HOARD
My barber.
 

BARBER
Here, sir.
 

HOARD
Make ‘em all trim fellows, louse ‘em well — especially my huntsman — and cut all their beards of the Polonian fashion. My perfumer.
 

PERFUMER
Under your nose, sir.
 

HOARD
Cast a better savour upon the knaves, to take away the scent of my tailor’s feet, and my barber’s lotium-water.
 

PERFUMER
It shall be carefully performed, sir.
 

HOARD
But you, my falconer and huntsman, the welcom’st men alive, i’faith!
 

HUNTSMAN
And we’ll show you that, sir, shall deserve your worship’s favour.
 

HOARD
I prithee, show me that. Go, you knaves all, and wash your lungs i’ th’ buttery, go.
 

[Exeunt Tailor, Barber, Perfumer, Falconer, and Huntsman.]
 

By th’ mass, and well remembered, I’ll ask my wife that question. Wife, Mistress Jane Hoard!
 

Enter Courtesan, altered in apparel.
 

COURTESAN
Sir, would you with me?
 

HOARD
I would but know, sweet wife, which might stand best to thy liking, to have the wedding dinner kept here or i’ th’ country?
 

COURTESAN
Hum! Faith, sir, ’twould like me better here; here you were married, here let all rites be ended.
 

HOARD
Could a marquess give a better answer? Hoard, bear thy head aloft, thou’st a wife will advance it.
 

[Enter Host with a letter.]
 

What haste comes here now? [Yea], a letter? Some dreg of my adversary’s malice. Come hither; what’s the news?
 

HOST
A thing that concerns my mistress, sir. [Gives letter to Courtesan.]
 

HOARD
Why then it concerns me, knave!
 

HOST
Ay, and you, knave, too (cry your worship mercy): you are both like to come into trouble, I promise you, sir: a precontract.
 

HOARD
How? A precontract, say’st thou?
 

HOST
I fear they have too much proof on’t, sir. Old Lucre, he runs mad up and down, and will to law as fast as he can; young Witgood laid hold on by his creditors, he exclaims upon you a’t’other side, says you have wrought his undoing by the injurious detaining of his contract.
 

HOARD
Body a’ me!
 

HOST
He will have utmost satisfaction;
The law shall give him recompense, he says.
 

COURTESAN
[Aside] Alas, his creditors so merciless! My state being yet uncertain, I deem it not unconscionable to furder him.
 

HOST
True, sir — 
 

HOARD
Wife, what says that letter? Let me construe it.
 

COURTESAN
Curst be my rash and unadvised words! [Tears and treads on letter.]
I’ll set my foot upon my tongue,
And tread my inconsiderate grant to dust.
 

HOARD
Wife — 
 

HOST
[Aside] A pretty shift, i’faith! I commend a woman when she can make away a letter from her husband handsomely, and this was cleanly done, by my troth.
 

COURTESAN
I did, sir!
Some foolish words I must confess did pass,
Which now litigiously he fastens on me.
 

HOARD
Of what force? Let me examine ‘em.
 

COURTESAN
Too strong, I fear: would I were well freed of him!
 

HOARD
Shall I compound?
 

COURTESAN
No, sir, I’d have it done some nobler way
Of your side; I’d have you come off with honour;
Let baseness keep with them. Why, have you not
The means, sir? The occasion’s offered you.
 

HOARD
Where? How, dear wife?
 

COURTESAN
He is now caught by his creditors; the slave’s needy, his debts petty; he’ll rather bind himself to all inconveniences than rot in prison; by this only means you may get a release from him. ’Tis not yet come to his uncle’s hearing; send speedily for the creditors; by this time he’s desperate, he’ll set his hand to anything: take order for his debts, or discharge ‘em quite: a pax on him, let’s be rid of a rascal!
 

HOARD
Excellent!
Thou dost astonish me. [To Host] Go, run, make haste;
Bring both the creditors and Witgood hither.
 

HOST
[Aside] This will be some revenge yet.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOARD
In the mean space I’ll have a release drawn. Within there!
 

[Enter Arthur.]
 

[ARTHUR]
Sir?
 

HOARD
Sirrah, come take directions; go to my scrivener.
 

COURTESAN
[Aside] I’m yet like those whose riches lie in dreams;
If I be waked, they’re false; such is my fate,
Who ventures deeper than the desperate state.
Though I have sinned, yet could I become new,
For, where I once vow, I am ever true.
 

HOARD
Away, dispatch; on my displeasure, quickly.
 

[Exit Arthur.]
 

Happy occasion! Pray heaven he be in the right vein now to set his hand to’t, that nothing alter him; grant that all his follies may meet in him at once, to besot him enough! I pray for him, i’faith, and here he comes.
 

[Enter Witgood and Creditors.]
 

WITGOOD
What would you with me now, my uncle’s spiteful adversary?
 

HOARD
Nay, I am friends.
 

WITGOOD
Ay, when your mischief’s spent.
 

HOARD
I heard you were arrested.
 

WITGOOD
Well, what then?
You will pay none of my debts, I am sure.
 

HOARD
A wise man cannot tell;
There may be those conditions ‘greed upon
May move me to do much.
 

WITGOOD
Ay, when?
[To Courtesan] ’Tis thou, perjured woman — oh, no name
Is vild enough to match thy treachery! — 
That art the cause of my confusion.
 

COURTESAN
Out, you penurious slave!
 

HOARD
Nay, wife, you are too froward;
Let him alone; give losers leave to talk.
 

WITGOOD
Shall I remember thee of another promise
Far stronger than the first?
 

COURTESAN
I’d fain know that.
 

WITGOOD
’Twould call shame to thy cheeks.
 

COURTESAN
Shame!
 

WITGOOD
Hark in your ear.
[Takes Courtesan aside] Will he come off, think’st thou, and pay my debts roundly?
 

COURTESAN
Doubt nothing; there’s a release a-drawing and all, to which you must set your hand.
 

WITGOOD
Excellent!
 

COURTESAN
But methinks, i’faith, you might have made some shift to discharge this yourself, having in the mortgage, and never have burdened my conscience with it.
 

WITGOOD
A’ my troth, I could not, for my creditors’ cruelties extend to the present.
 

COURTESAN
No more. — 
Why, do your worst for that, I defy you.
 

WITGOOD
Y’are impudent: I’ll call up witnesses.
 

COURTESAN
Call up thy wits, for thou hast been devoted
To follies a long time.
 

HOARD
Wife, y’are too bitter.
Master Witgood, and you, my masters, you shall hear a mild speech come from me now, and this it is: ‘t ‘as been my fortune, gentlemen, to have an extraordinary blessing poured upon me a’late, and here she stands; I have wedded her and bedded her, and yet she is little the worse. Some foolish words she hath passed to you in the country, and some peevish debts you owe here in the city; set the hare’s head to the goose-giblet: release you her of her words, and I’ll release you of your debts, sir.
 

WITGOOD
Would you so? I thank you for that, sir; I cannot blame you, i’faith.
 

HOARD
Why, are not debts better than words, sir?
 

WITGOOD
Are not words promises, and are not promises debts, sir?
 

HOARD
He plays at back-racket with me.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Come hither, Master Witgood, come hither; be ruled by fools once.
 

[The Creditors take Witgood aside.]
 

SECOND CREDITOR
We are citizens, and know what belong to’t.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Take hold his offer; pax on her, let her go. If your debts were once discharged, I would help you to a widow myself worth ten of her.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Mass, partner, and now you remember me on’t, there’s Master Mulligrub’s sister newly fallen a widow.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Cuds me, as pat as can be! There’s a widow left for you, ten thousand in money, beside plate, jewels, et cetera; I warrant it a match; we can do all in all with her. Prithee dispatch; we’ll carry thee to her presently.
 

WITGOOD
My uncle will never endure me, when he shall hear I set my hand to a release.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Hark, I’ll tell thee a trick for that. I have spent five hundred pound in suits in my time; I should be wise. Thou’rt now a prisoner; make a release; take’t of my word, whatsoever a man makes as long as he is in durance, ’tis nothing in law, not thus much. [Snaps his fingers.]
 

WITGOOD
Say you so, sir?
 

THIRD CREDITOR
I have paid for’t, I know’t.
 

WITGOOD
Proceed then, I consent.
 

THIRD CREDITOR
Why, well said.
 

HOARD
How now, my masters; what, have you done with him?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
With much ado, sir, we have got him to consent.
 

HOARD
Ah-a-a! And what came his debts to now?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Some eight score odd pounds, sir.
 

HOARD
Naw, naw, naw, naw, naw! Tell me the second time; give me a lighter sum. They are but desperate debts, you know, never called in but upon such an accident; a poor, needy knave, he would starve and rot in prison. Come, come, you shall have ten shillings in the pound, and the sum down roundly.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
You must make it a mark, sir.
 

HOARD
Go to, then; tell your money in the mean time; you shall find little less there. Come, Master Witgood, you are so unwilling to do yourself good now.
 

[Enter Scrivener.]
 

Welcome, honest scrivener. Now you shall hear the release read.
 

SCRIVENER
[Reading] Be it known to all men by these presents, that I, Theodorus Witgood, gentleman, sole nephew to Pecunius Lucre, having unjustly made title and claim to one Jane Medler, late widow of Anthony Medler, and now wife to Walkadine Hoard, in consideration of a competent sum of money to discharge my debts, do forever hereafter disclaim any title, right, estate, or interest in or to the said widow, late in the occupation of the said Anthony Medler, and now in the occupation of Walkadine Hoard; as also neither to lay claim by virtue of any former contract, grant, promise, or demise, to any of her [manors], manor houses, parks, groves, meadow-grounds, arable lands, barns, stacks, stables, dove-holes, and coney-burrows; together with all her cattle, money, plate, jewels, borders, chains, bracelets, furnitures, hangings, moveables, or [immoveables]. In witness whereof I, the said Theodorus Witgood, have interchangeably set to my hand and seal before these presents, the day and date above written.
 

WITGOOD
What a precious fortune hast thou slipped here, like a beast as thou art!
 

HOARD
Come, unwilling heart, come.
 

WITGOOD
Well, Master Hoard, give me the pen; I see
’Tis vain to quarrel with our destiny. [Signs.]
 

HOARD
Oh, as vain a thing as can be; you cannot commit a greater absurdity, sir. So, so; give me that hand now: before all these presents, I am friends forever with thee.
 

WITGOOD
Troth, and it were pity of my heart now, if I should bear you any grudge, i’faith.
 

HOARD
Content. I’ll send for thy uncle against the wedding dinner; we will be friends once again.
 

WITGOOD
I hope to bring it to pass myself, sir.
 

HOARD
How now? Is’t right, my masters?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
’Tis something wanting, sir; yet it shall be sufficient.
 

HOARD
Why, well said; a good conscience makes a fine show nowadays. Come, my masters, you shall all taste of my wine ere you depart.
 

ALL
We follow you, sir.
 

[Exeunt Hoard, Courtesan and Scrivener.]
 

WITGOOD
[Aside] I’ll try these fellows now. — A word, sir; what, will you carry me to that rich widow now?
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Why, do you think we were in earnest, i’faith? Carry you to a rich widow? We should get much credit by that: a noted rioter! A contemptible prodigal! ’Twas a trick we have amongst us to get in our money. Fare you well, sir.
 

Exeunt [Creditors].
 

WITGOOD
Farewell, and be hanged, you short pig-haired, ram-headed rascals! He that believes in you shall never be saved, I warrant him. By this new league I shall have some access unto my love.
 

She is above.
 

NIECE
Master Witgood!
 

WITGOOD
My life!
 

NIECE
Meet me presently; that note directs you [throwing him a note]; I would not be suspected. Our happiness attends us. Farewell!
 

WITGOOD
A word’s enough.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 5.
 

Dampit’s bedroom
 

Dampit, the usurer, in his bed; Audrey spinning by [and Boy].
 

Song.
 

[AUDREY:] Let the usurer cram him, in interest that excel,
There’s pits enow to damn him, before he comes to hell;
In Holborn some, in Fleet Street some,
Where’er he come, there’s some, there’s some.
 

DAMPIT
Trahe, traheto, draw the curtain, give me a sip of sack more.
 

Enter Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock].
 

LAMPREY
Look you, did not I tell you he lay like the devil in chains, when he was bound for a thousand more?
 

SPITCHCOCK
But I think the devil had no steel bedstaffs; he goes beyond him for that.
 

LAMPREY
Nay, do but mark the conceit of his drinking; one must wipe his mouth for him with a muckinder, do you see, sir?
 

SPITCHCOCK
Is this the sick trampler? Why, he is only bed-rid with drinking.
 

LAMPREY
True, sir. He spies us.
 

DAMPIT
What, Sir Tristram? You come and see a weak man here, a very weak man.
 

LAMPREY
If you be weak in body, you should be strong in prayer, sir.
 

DAMPIT
Oh, I have prayed too much, poor man.
 

LAMPREY
There’s a taste of his soul for you.
 

SPITCHCOCK
Fah, loathsome!
 

LAMPREY
I come to borrow a hundred pound of you, sir.
 

DAMPIT
Alas, you come at an ill time: I cannot spare it, i’faith; I ha’ but two thousand i’ th’ house.
 

AUDREY
Ha, ha, ha!
 

DAMPIT
Out, you gernative quean, the mullipood of villainy, the spinner of concupiscency!
 

Enter other Gentleman [Sir Lancelot].
 

LANCELOT
[Yea], gentlemen, are you here before us? How is he now?
 

LAMPREY
Faith, the same man still: the tavern bitch has bit him i’ th’ head.
 

LANCELOT
We shall have the better sport with him; peace! And how cheers Master Dampit now?
 

DAMPIT
Oh, my bosom Sir Lancelot, how cheer I! Thy presence is restorative.
 

LANCELOT
But I hear a great complaint of you, Master Dampit, among gallants.
 

DAMPIT
I am glad of that, i’faith; prithee, what?
 

LANCELOT
They say you are waxed proud a’late, and if a friend visit you in the afternoon, you’ll scarce know him.
 

DAMPIT
Fie, fie! Proud? I cannot remember any such thing; sure I was drunk then.
 

LANCELOT
Think you so, sir?
 

DAMPIT
There ’twas, i’faith, nothing but the pride of the sack, and so certify ‘em. [To Boy] Fetch sack, sirrah!
 

BOY
A vengeance sack you once!
 

[Exit, returning in time with the sack.]
 

AUDREY
Why, Master Dampit, if you hold on as you begin, and lie a little longer, you need not take care how to dispose your wealth; you’ll make the vintner your heir.
 

DAMPIT
Out, you babliaminy, you unfeathered, cremitoried quean, you cullisance of scabiosity!
 

AUDREY
Good words, Master Dampit, to speak before a maid and a virgin.
 

DAMPIT
Hang thy virginity upon the pole of carnality!
 

AUDREY
Sweet terms! My mistress shall know ‘em.
 

LAMPREY
Note but the misery of this usuring slave: here he lies, like a noisome dunghill, full of the poison of his drunken blasphemies, and they to whom he bequeaths all grudge him the very meat that feeds him, the very pillow that eases him. Here may a usurer behold his end. What profits it to be a slave in this world, and a devil i’ th’ next?
 

DAMPIT
Sir Lancelot, let me buss thee, Sir Lancelot; thou art the only friend that I honour and respect.
 

LANCELOT
I thank you for that, Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
Farewell, my bosom Sir Lancelot.
 

LANCELOT
[Takes Lamprey and Spitchcock aside] Gentlemen, an you love me, let me step behind you, and one of you fall a-talking of me to him.
 

LAMPREY
Content. — Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
So, sir.
 

LAMPREY
Here came Sir Lancelot to see you e’en now.
 

DAMPIT
Hang him, rascal!
 

LAMPREY
Who, Sir Lancelot?
 

DAMPIT
Pythagorical rascal!
 

LAMPREY
Pythagorical?
 

DAMPIT
Ay, he changes his cloak when he meets a sergeant.
 

LANCELOT
[Aside] What a rogue’s this!
 

LAMPREY
I wonder you can rail at him, sir; he comes in love to see you.
 

DAMPIT
A louse for his love! His father was a comb-maker; I have no need of his crawling love. He comes to have longer day, the superlative rascal!
 

LANCELOT
[Aside] ‘Sfoot, I can no longer endure the rogue! — Master Dampit, I come to take my leave once again, sir.
 

DAMPIT
Who? My dear and kind Sir Lancelot, the only gentleman of England? Let me hug thee; farewell, and a thousand.
 

[Lancelot takes Lamprey and Spitchcock aside.]
 

LAMPREY
Composed of wrongs and slavish flatteries!
 

LANCELOT
Nay, gentlemen, he shall show you more tricks yet; I’ll give you another taste of him.
 

LAMPREY
Is’t possible?
 

LANCELOT
His memory is upon departing.
 

DAMPIT
Another cup of sack!
 

LANCELOT
Mass, then ‘twill be quite gone! Before he drink that, tell him there’s a country client come up, and here attends for his learned advice.
 

LAMPREY
Enough.
 

DAMPIT
One cup more, and then let the bell toll; I hope I shall be weak enough by that time.
 

LAMPREY
Master Dampit.
 

DAMPIT
Is the sack spouting?
 

LAMPREY
’Tis coming forward, sir. Here’s a countryman, a client of yours, waits for your deep and profound advice, sir.
 

DAMPIT
A coxcombry? Where is he? Let him approach; set me up a peg higher.
 

LAMPREY
You must draw near, sir.
 

DAMPIT
Now, good man fooliaminy, what say you to me now?
 

LANCELOT
Please your good worship, I am a poor man, sir — 
 

DAMPIT
What make you in my chamber then?
 

LANCELOT
I would entreat your worship’s device in a just and honest cause, sir.
 

DAMPIT
I meddle with no such matters; I refer ‘em to Master Noman’s office.
 

LANCELOT
I had but one house left me in all the world, sir, which was my father’s, my grandfather’s, my great-grandfather’s; and now a villain has unjustly wrung me out, and took possession on’t.
 

DAMPIT
Has he such feats? Thy best course is to bring thy ejectione [firmae], and in seven year thou may’st shove him out by the law.
 

LANCELOT
Alas, an’t please your worship, I have small friends and less money.
 

DAMPIT
Hoyday! This gear will fadge well. Hast no money? Why, then, my advice is thou must set fire o’ th’ house and so get him out.
 

LAMPREY
That will break strife, indeed.
 

LANCELOT
I thank your worship for your hot counsel, sir. [To Lamprey and Spitchcock] Altering but my voice a little, you see he knew me not; you may observe by this that a drunkard’s memory holds longer in the voice than in the person. But, gentlemen, shall I show you a sight? Behold the little dive-dapper of damnation, Gulf the usurer, for his time worse than t’other.
 

Enter Hoard with Gulf.
 

LAMPREY
What’s he comes with him?
 

LANCELOT
Why, Hoard, that married lately the Widow Medler.
 

LAMPREY
Oh, I cry you mercy, sir.
 

HOARD
Now, gentlemen visitants, how does Master Dampit?
 

LANCELOT
Faith, here he lies e’en drawing in, sir, good canary as fast as he can, sir; a very weak creature, truly, he is almost past memory.
 

HOARD
Fie, Master Dampit! You lie lazing abed here, and I come to invite you to my wedding dinner; up, up, up!
 

DAMPIT
Who’s this? Master Hoard? Who hast thou married, in the name of foolery?
 

HOARD
A rich widow.
 

DAMPIT
A Dutch widow?
 

HOARD
A rich widow; one Widow Medler.
 

DAMPIT
Medler? She keeps open house.
 

HOARD
She did, I can tell you, in her tother husband’s days; open house for all comers; horse and man was welcome, and room enough for ‘em all.
 

DAMPIT
There’s too much for thee, then; thou may’st let out some to thy neighbours.
 

GULF
What, hung alive in chains? O spectacle! Bedstaffs of steel? O monstrum horrendum, informe, ingens, cui lumen ademptum! O Dampit, Dampit, here’s a just judgment shown upon usury, extortion, and trampling villainy!
 

LANCELOT
[This is excellent], thief rails upon the thief!
 

GULF
Is this the end of cut-throat usury, brothel, and blasphemy? Now may’st thou see what race a usurer runs.
 

DAMPIT
Why, thou rogue of universality, do not I know thee? Thy sound is like the cuckoo, the Welsh ambassador; thou cowardly slave, that offers to fight with a sick man when his weapon’s down! Rail upon me in my naked bed? Why, thou great Lucifer’s little vicar, I am not so weak but I know a knave at first sight. Thou inconscionable rascal! Thou that goest upon Middlesex juries, and will make haste to give up thy verdict, because thou wilt not lose thy dinner, are you answered?
 

GULF
An’t were not for shame — 
 

Draws his dagger.
 

DAMPIT
Thou wouldst be hanged then.
 

LAMPREY
Nay, you must exercise patience, Master Gulf, always, in a sick man’s chamber.
 

LANCELOT
He’ll quarrel with none, I warrant you, but those that are bed-rid.
 

DAMPIT
Let him come, gentlemen, I am armed; reach my closestool hither.
 

LANCELOT
Here will be a sweet fray anon; I’ll leave you, gentlemen.
 

LAMPREY
Nay, we’ll along with you. Master Gulf — 
 

GULF
Hang him, usuring rascal!
 

LANCELOT
Push, set your strength to his, your wit to his.
 

AUDREY
Pray, gentlemen, depart; his hour’s come upon him. [To Dampit] Sleep in my bosom, sleep.
 

LANCELOT
Nay, we have enough of him, i’faith;
Keep him for the house. Now make your best.
For thrice his wealth I would not have his breast.
 

GULF
A little thing would make me beat him, now he’s asleep.
 

LANCELOT
Mass, then ‘twill be a pitiful day when he wakes. I would be loath to see that day come.
 

[GULF]
You overrule me, gentlemen, i’faith.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

A room in Lucre’s house
 

Enter Lucre and Witgood.
 

WITGOOD
Nay, uncle, let me prevail with you so much;
I’faith, go, now he has invited you.
 

LUCRE
I shall have great joy there when he has borne away the widow.
 

WITGOOD
Why, la, I thought where I should find you presently; uncle, a’ my troth, ’tis nothing so.
 

LUCRE
What’s nothing so, sir? Is not he married to the widow?
 

WITGOOD
No, by my troth, is he not, uncle.
 

LUCRE
How?
 

WITGOOD
Will you have the truth on’t? He is married to a whore, i’faith.
 

LUCRE
I should laugh at that.
 

WITGOOD
Uncle, let me perish in your favour if you find it not so, and that ’tis I that have married the honest woman.
 

LUCRE
Ha! I’d walk ten mile a’ foot to see that, i’faith.
 

WITGOOD
And see’t you shall, or I’ll never see you again.
 

LUCRE
A quean, i’faith? Ha, ha, ha!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A room in Hoard’s house
 

Enter Hoard, tasting wine, the Host following in a livery cloak.
 

HOARD
Pup, pup, pup, pup! I like not this wine. Is there never a better tierce in the house?
 

HOST
Yes, sir, there are as good tierce in the house as any are in England.
 

HOARD
Desire your mistress, you knave, to taste ‘em all over; she has better skill.
 

HOST
[Aside] Has she so? The better for her, and the worse for you.
 

Exit.
 

HOARD
Arthur!
 

[Enter Arthur.]
 

Is the cupboard of plate set out?
 

ARTHUR
All’s in order, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOARD
I am in love with my liveries every time I think on ‘em; they make a gallant show, by my troth. Niece!
 

[Enter Niece.]
 

NIECE
Do you call, sir?
 

HOARD
Prithee, show a little diligence, and overlook the knaves a little; they’ll filch and steal today, and send whole pasties home to their wives; an thou beest a good niece, do not see me purloined.
 

NIECE
Fear it not, sir. [Aside] I have cause: though the feast be prepared for you, yet it serves fit for my wedding dinner too.
 

[Exit.] Enter two Gentlemen [Lamprey and Spitchcock].
 

HOARD
Master Lamprey and Master Spitchcock, two the most welcome gentlemen alive! Your fathers and mine were all free o’ th’ fishmongers.
 

LAMPREY
They were indeed, sir. You see bold guests, sir, soon entreated.
 

HOARD
And that’s best, sir.
 

[Enter Arthur.]
 

How now, sirrah?
 

[ARTHUR]
There’s a coach come to th’ door, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOARD
My Lady Foxstone, a’ my life! Mistress Jane Hoard, wife! Mass, ’tis her Ladyship indeed!
 

[Enter Lady Foxstone.]
 

Madam, you are welcome to an unfurnished house, dearth of cheer, scarcity of attendance.
 

LADY FOXSTONE
You are pleased to make the worst, sir.
 

HOARD
Wife!
 

[Enter Courtesan.]
 

LADY FOXSTONE
Is this your bride?
 

HOARD
Yes, madam. [To Courtesan] Salute my Lady [Foxstone].
 

COURTESAN
Please you, madam, a while to taste the air in the garden?
 

LADY FOXSTONE
‘Twill please us well.
 

Exeunt [Courtesan and Lady Foxstone].
 

HOARD
Who would not wed? The most delicious life!
No joys are like the comforts of a wife.
 

LAMPREY
So we bachelors think, that are not troubled with them.
 

[Enter Arthur.]
 

[ARTHUR]
Your worship’s brother with another ancient gentleman are newly alighted, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

HOARD
Master Onesiphorus Hoard? Why, now our company begins to come in.
 

[Enter Onesiphorus Hoard, Limber and Kix.]
 

My dear and kind brother, welcome, i’faith.
 

ONESIPHORUS
You see we are men at an hour, brother.
 

HOARD
Ay, I’ll say that for you, brother; you keep as good an hour to come to a feast as any gentleman in the shire. What, old Master Limber and Master Kix! Do we meet, i’faith, jolly gentlemen?
 

LIMBER
We hope you lack guests, sir?
 

HOARD
Oh, welcome, welcome! We lack still such guests as your worships.
 

ONESIPHORUS
Ah, sirrah brother, have you catched up Widow Medler?
 

HOARD
From ‘em all, brother; and I may tell you, I had mighty enemies, those that stuck sore; old Lucre is a sore fox, I can tell you, brother.
 

ONESIPHORUS
Where is she? I’ll go seek her out; I long to have a smack at her lips.
 

HOARD
And most wishfully, brother, see where she comes.
 

[Enter Courtesan and Lady Foxstone.]
 

Give her a [smack] now we may hear it all the house over.
 

Both [Courtesan and Onesiphorus] turn back.
 

COURTESAN
[Aside] Oh, heaven, I am betrayed! I know that face.
 

HOARD
Ha, ha, ha! Why, how now? Are you both ashamed? Come, gentlemen, we’ll look another way.
 

ONESIPHORUS
Nay, brother, hark you: come, y’are disposed to be merry?
 

HOARD
Why do we meet else, man?
 

ONESIPHORUS
That’s another matter; I was never so ‘fraid in my life but that you had been in earnest.
 

HOARD
How mean you, brother?
 

ONESIPHORUS
You said she was your wife?
 

HOARD
Did I so? By my troth, and so she is.
 

ONESIPHORUS
By your troth, brother?
 

HOARD
What reason have I to dissemble with my friends, brother? If marriage can make her mine, she is mine! Why?
 

ONESIPHORUS
Troth, I am not well of a sudden. I must crave pardon, brother; I came to see you but I cannot stay dinner, i’faith.
 

HOARD
I hope you will not serve me so, brother.
 

LIMBER
By your leave, Master Hoard — 
 

HOARD
What now? What now? Pray, gentlemen, you were wont to show yourselves wise men.
 

LIMBER
But you have shown your folly too much here.
 

HOARD
How?
 

KIX
Fie, fie! A man of your repute and name!
You’ll feast your friends, but cloy ‘em first with shame.
 

HOARD
This grows too deep; pray, let us reach the sense.
 

LIMBER
In your old age dote on a courtesan — 
 

HOARD
Ha?
 

KIX
Marry a strumpet!
 

HOARD
Gentlemen!
 

ONESIPHORUS
And Witgood’s quean!
 

HOARD
Oh! Nor lands, nor living?
 

ONESIPHORUS
Living!
 

HOARD
[To Courtesan] Speak!
 

COURTESAN
Alas, you know at first, sir,
I told you I had nothing.
 

HOARD
Out, out! I am cheated; infinitely cozened!
 

LIMBER
Nay, Master Hoard — 
 

Enter Witgood and Lucre.
 

HOARD
A Dutch widow, a Dutch widow, a Dutch widow!
 

LUCRE
Why, nephew, shall I trace thee still a liar?
Wilt make me mad? Is not yon thing the widow?
 

WITGOOD
Why, la, you are so hard a’ belief, uncle!
By my troth, she’s a whore.
 

LUCRE
Then thou’rt a knave.
 

WITGOOD
Negatur argumentum, uncle.
 

LUCRE
Probo tibi, nephew: he that knows a woman to be a quean must needs be a knave; thou say’st thou know’st her to be one; ergo, if she be a quean, thou’rt a knave.
 

WITGOOD
Negatur sequela majoris, uncle, he that knows a woman to be a quean must needs be a knave; I deny that.
 

HOARD
Lucre and Witgood, y’are both villains; get you out of my house!
 

LUCRE
Why, didst not invite me to thy wedding dinner?
 

WITGOOD
And are not you and I sworn perpetual friends before witness, sir, and were both drunk upon’t?
 

HOARD
Daintily abused! Y’ave put a junt upon me!
 

LUCRE
Ha, ha, ha!
 

HOARD
A common strumpet!
 

WITGOOD
Nay, now
You wrong her, sir; if I were she, I’d have
The law on you for that; I durst depose for her
She ne’er had common use, nor common thought.
 

COURTESAN
Despise me, publish me: I am your wife;
What shame can I have now but you’ll have part?
If in disgrace you share, I sought not you;
You pursued me, nay, forced me;
Had I friends would follow it,
Less than your action has been proved a rape.
 

ONESIPHORUS
Brother!
 

COURTESAN
Nor did I ever boast of lands unto you,
Money, or goods; I took a plainer course
And told you true I’d nothing.
If error were committed, ’twas by you;
Thank your own folly. Nor has my sin been
So odious but worse has been forgiven;
Nor am I so deformed but I may challenge
The utmost power of any old man’s love.
She that tastes not sin before, twenty to one but she’ll taste it after; most of you old men are content to marry young virgins, and take that which follows; where, marrying one of us, you both save a sinner, and are quit from a cuckold for ever.
“And more, in brief, let this your best thoughts win,
She that knows sin, knows best how to hate sin.”
 

HOARD
Cursed be all malice! Black are the fruits of spite,
And poison first their owners. Oh, my friends,
I must embrace shame to be rid of shame!
Concealed disgrace prevents a public name.
Ah, Witgood! Ah, Theodorus.
 

WITGOOD
Alas, sir, I was pricked in conscience to see her well bestowed, and where could I bestow her better than upon your pitiful worship? Excepting but myself, I dare swear she’s a virgin; and now, by marrying your niece, I have banished myself for ever from her. She’s mine aunt now, by my faith, and there’s no meddling with mine aunt, you know — a sin against my nuncle.
 

COURTESAN
[Kneeling] Lo, gentlemen, before you all
In true reclaimed form I fall.
Henceforth for ever I defy
The glances of a sinful eye,
Waving of fans (which some suppose
Tricks of fancy), treading of toes,
Wringing of fingers, biting the lip,
The wanton gait, th’alluring trip,
All secret friends and private meetings,
Close-borne letters and bawds’ greetings,
Feigning excuse to women’s labours
When we are sent for to th’ next neighbours,
Taking false physic, and ne’er start
To be let blood, though sign be at heart,
Removing chambers, shifting beds,
To welcome friends in husbands’ steads,
Them to enjoy, and you to marry,
They first served, while you must tarry,
They to spend, and you to gather,
They to get, and you to father — 
These and thousand thousand more,
New reclaimed, I now abhor.
 

LUCRE
Ah, here’s a lesson, rioter, for you.
 

WITGOOD
[Kneeling] I must confess my follies; I’ll down too.
And here for ever I disclaim
The cause of youth’s undoing, game,
Chiefly dice, those true outlanders,
That shake out beggars, thieves, and panders,
Soul-wasting surfeits, sinful riots,
Queans’ evils, doctors’ diets,
‘Pothecaries’ drugs, surgeons’ glisters,
Stabbing of arms for a common mistress,
Riband favours, ribald speeches,
Dear perfumed jackets, penniless breeches,
Dutch flapdragons, healths in urine,
Drabs that keep a man too sure in — 
I do defy you all.
Lend me each honest hand, for here I rise
A reclaimed man, loathing the general vice.
 

HOARD
So, so, all friends! The wedding dinner cools.
Who seem most crafty prove oft times most fools.
 

[Exeunt.]
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Act I.
 

Enter Dick Follywit and his consorts, Leiutenant Mawworm, Ensign Oboe, and others his comrades
 

LIEUTENANT
O Captain, regent, principal!
 

ENSIGN
What shall I call thee? The noble spark of bounty, the lifeblood of society!
 

FOLLYWIT
Call me your forecast, you whoresons. When you come drunk out of a tavern, ’tis I must cast your plots in to forms still, ’tis I must manage the prank, orI’ll not give a louse for the proceeding. I must let fly my civil fortunes, turn wild-brain, lay my wits upo’th’tenters, you rascals, to maintain a company of villains whom I love in my very soul and conscience.
 

LIEUTENANT
Aha, our little forecast!
 

FOLLYWIT
Hang you, you have bewitched me among you. I was as well given till I fell to be wicked, my grandsire had hope of me. I went all in black, swore but o’
Sundays, never came home drunk but upon fasting nights to cleanse my stomach. ‘Slid, now I’m quite altered, blown into light colours, let out oaths by th’ minute, sit up late till it be early, drink drunk till I am sober, sink down dead in a tavern, and rise in a tobacco shop. Here’s a transformation: I was wont yet to pity the simple and leave ‘em some money. ‘Slid, now I gull ‘em without conscience. I go without order, swear without number, gull without mercy, and drink without measure.
 

LIEUTENANT
I deny the last, for if you drink ne’er so much, you drink within measure.
 

FOLLYWIT
How prove you that, sir?
 

LIEUTENANT
Because the drawers never fill their pots.
 

FOLLYWIT
Mass, that was well found out: all drunkards may lawfully say they drink within measure by that trick. And now I’m put i’th’ mind of a trick. Can you keep your countenance, villains? Yet I am a fool to ask that, for how can they keep their countenance that have lost their credits?
 

ENSIGN
I warrant you for blushing, captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
I easily believe that, Ensign, for thou lost thy colours once. Nay, faith, as for blushing, I think there’s grace little enough amongst you all, ’tis Lent in your cheeks, the flag’s down. Well, your blushing face I suspect not, nor indeed greatly your laughing face, unless you had more money in your purses. Then thus compendiously now, you all know the possibilities of my hereafter fortunes, and the humour of my frolic grandsire, Sir Bounteous Progress, whose death makes all possible to me. I shall have all when he has nothing; but now he has all, I shall have nothing. I think one mind runs through a million of ‘em: they love to keep us sober all the while they’re alive, that when they’re dead we may drink to their healths. They cannot abide to see us merry all the while they’re above ground, and that makes so many laugh at their fathers’ funerals. I know my grandsire has his will in a box, and has bequeathed all to me when he can carry nothing away; but stood
I in need of poor ten pounds now, by his will I should hang myself ere I should get it. There’s no such word in his will, I warrant you, nor no such thought in his mind.
 

LIEUTENANT
You may build upon that, captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
Then since he has no will to do me good as long as he lives, by mine own will I’ll do myself good before he dies, and now I arrive at the purpose. You are not ignorant, I’m sure, you true and necessary implements of mischief, first, that my grandsire Sir Bounteous Progress is a knight of thousands, and therefore no knight since one thousand six hundred; next, that he keeps a house like his name, bounteous, open for all comers; thirdly and lastly, that he stands much upon the glory of his complement, variety of entertainment, together with the largeness of his kitchen, longitude of his buttery, and fecundity of his larder, and thinks himself never happier than when some stiff lord or great countess alights to make light his dishes. These being well mixed together may give my project better encouragement and make my purpose spring forth more fortunate. To be short and cut off a great deal of dirty way, I’ll down to my grandsire like a lord.
 

LIEUTENANT HOW, captain?
 

FOLLYWIT
A French ruff, a thin beard, and a strong perfume will do’t. I can hire blue coats for you all by Westminster clock, and that colour will be soonest believed.
 

LIEUTENANT
But prithee, captain — 
 

FOLLYWIT
Push! I reach past your fathoms; you desire crowns.
 

LIEUTENANT
From the crown of our head to the sole of our foot, bully.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, carry yourselves but probably, and carry away enough with yourselves.
 

Enter Master Penitent Brothel
 

ENSIGN
Why, there spoke a Roman captain. Master Penitent Brothel — 
 

PENITENT
Sweet Master Follywit — Exeunt all but Penitent Here’s a mad-brain o’th’ first, whose pranks scorn to have precedents, to be second to any, or walk beneath any madcap’s inventions. He’s played more tricks than the cards can allow a man, and of the last stamp too, hating imitation — a fellow whose only glory is to be prime of the company, to be sure of which he maintains all the rest. He’s the carrion, and they the kites that gorge upon him.
But why in others do I check wild passions
And retain deadly follies in myself?
I tax his youth of common received riot,
Time’s comic flashes and the fruits of blood,
And in myself soothe up adulterous motions
And such an appetite that I know damns me
(Yet willingly embrace it), love to Harebrain’s wife,
Over whose hours and pleasures her sick husband,
With a fantastic but deserved suspect,
Bestows his serious time in watch and ward.
And therefore I’m constrained to use the means
Of one that knows no mean, a courtesan
(One poison for another) whom her husband
Without suspicion innocently admits
Into her company, who with tried art
Corrupts and loosens her most constant powers,
Making his jealousy more than half a wittol,
Before his face plotting his own abuse,
To which himself gives aim,
Whilst the broad arrow with the forked head
Misses his brow but narrowly.
 

Enter Courtesan
See, here she comes,
The close courtesan, whose mother is her bawd.
 

COURTESAN
Master Penitent Brothel.
 

PENITENT
My little pretty Lady Gullman, the news, the comfort?
 

COURTESAN
You’re the fortunate man, Sir Knight o’ th’
Holland Shirt. There wants but opportunity and she’s wax of your own fashioning. She had wrought herself into the form of your love before my art set finger to her.
 

PENITENT
Did our affections meet? our thoughts keep time?
 

COURTESAN
So it should seem by the music. The only jar is in the grumbling bass viol, her husband.
 

PENITENT
O his waking suspicion!
 

COURTESAN
Sigh not, Master Penitent. Trust the managing of the business with me; ’tis for my credit now to see’t well finished. If I do you no good, sir, you shall give me no money, sir.
 

PENITENT
I am arrived at the court of conscience. A courtesan! O admirable times! Honesty is removed to the common place. Farewell, lady. Exit
 

Enter Mother
 

MOTHER
How now, daughter?
 

COURTESAN
What news, mother?
 

MOTHER
A token from thy keeper.
 

COURTESAN
O, from Sir Bounteous Progress. He’s my keeper indeed, but there’s many a piece of venison stolen that my keeper wots not on. There’s no park kept so warily but loses flesh one time or other; and no woman kept so privately but may watch advantage to make the best of her pleasure. And in common reason one keeper cannot be enough for so proud a park as a woman.
 

MOTHER
Hold thee there, girl.
 

COURTESAN
Fear not me, mother.
 

MOTHER
Every part of the world shoots up daily into more subtlety: the very spider weaves her cauls with more art and cunning to entrap the fly.
The shallow ploughman can distinguish now
‘Twixt simple truth and a dissembling brow.
Your base mechanic fellow can spy out
A weakness in a lord and learns to flout.
How does’t behoove us then that live by sleight
To have our wits wound up to their stretched height?
Fifteen times thou know’st I have sold thy maidenhead to make up a dowry for thy marriage, and yet there’s maidenhead enough for old Sir Bounteous still. He’ll be all his lifetime about it yet, and be as far to seek when he has done.
The sums that I have told upon thy pillow!
I shall once see those golden days again.
Though fifteen, all thy maidenheads are not gone:
The Italian is not served yet, nor the French;
The Britishmen come for a dozen at once,
They engross all the market. Tut, my girl,
’Tis nothing but a politic conveyance,
A sincere carriage, a religious eyebrow
That throws their charms over the worldlings’ senses;
And when thou spi’st a fool that truly pities
The false springs of thine eyes
And honourably dotes upon thy love,
If he be rich, set him by for a husband.
Be wisely tempered and learn this, my wench:
Who gets th’opinion for a virtuous name
May sin at pleasure, and ne’er think of shame.
 

COURTESAN
Mother, I am too deep a scholar grown
To learn my first rules now.
 

MOTHER
‘Twill be thy own.
I say no more. Peace, hark, remove thyself. O, the two elder brothers!
 

[Exit Courtesan]
 

Enter Inesse and Possibility
 

POSSIBILITY
A fair hour, sweet lady.
 

MOTHER
Good morrow, gentlemen, Master Inesse and Master Possibility.
 

INESSE
Where’s the little sweet lady, your daughter?
 

MOTHER
Even at her book, sir.
 

POSSIBILITY
So religious?
 

MOTHER
’Tis no new motion, sir, she’s took it from an infant.
 

POSSIBILITY
May we deserve a sight of her, lady?
 

MOTHER
Upon that condition you will promise me, gentlemen, to avoid all profane talk, wanton compliments, indecent phrases, and lascivious courtings (which I know my daughter would sooner die than endure), I am contented your suits shall be granted.
 

POSSIBILITY
Not a bawdy syllable, I protest!
 

INESSE
[aside to Possibility] Syllable was well placed there, for indeed your one syllables are your bawdiest words. Prick that down! Exeunt
 

Enter Master Shortrod Harebrain
 

HAREBRAIN
She may make nightwork on’t: ’twas well recovered.
He-cats and courtesans stroll most i’th’ night,
Her friend may be received and conveyed forth nightly.
I’ll be at charge for watch and ward,
For watch and ward i’faith. And here they come.
 

Enter two or three
[Watchmen]
 

FIRST
WATCHMAN Give your worship good even.
 

HAREBRAIN
Welcome, my friends. I must deserve your diligence in an employment serious. The troth is, there is a cunning plot laid, but happily discovered,
To rob my house: the night uncertain when,
But fixed within the circle of this month,
Nor does this villainy consist in numbers
Or many partners, only some one
Shall in the form of my familiar friend
Be received privately into my house
By some perfidious servant of mine own,
Addressed fit for the practice.
 

FIRST WATCHMAN 
O abominable!
 

HAREBRAIN
If you be faithful watchmen, show your goodness,
And with these angels shore up your eyelids.
[Giving money]
Let me not be purloined, purloined indeed!
[Aside] The merry Greeks conceive me. There is a gem
I would not loose, kept by the Italian
Under lock and key: we Englishmen are careless creatures.
[To Watchmen] Well, I have said enough.
 

SECOND WATCHMAN
And we will do enough, sir.
Exeunt [Watchmen]
 

HAREBRAIN
Why, well said, watch me a good turn now, so, so, so.
Rise’villainy with the lark, why ’tis prevented,
Or steal’t by with the leather-winged bat,
The evening cannot save it. Peace!
[Enter Courtesan]
O Lady Gullman, my wife’s only company! Welcome, and how does the virtuous matron, that good old gentlewoman thy mother? I persuade myself, if modesty be in the world she has part on’t: a woman of an excellent carriage all her lifetime, in court, city, and country.
 

COURTESAN
She’s always carried it well in those places, sir — [aside] witness three bastards apiece. — How does your sweet bedfellow, sir? You see I’m her boldest visitant.
 

HAREBRAIN
And welcome, sweet virgin, the only companion my soul wishes for her. I left her within at her lute. Prithee give her good counsel.
 

COURTESAN
Alas, she needs none, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Yet, yet, yet a little of thy instruction will not come amiss to her.
 

COURTESAN
I’ll bestow my labour, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Do labour her, prithee. I have conveyed away all her wanton pamphlets, as Hero and Leander, Venus and Adonis, O two luscious mary-bone pies for a young married wife! Here, here, prithee take the Resolution and read to her a little. [Giving book]
 

COURTESAN
She’s set up her resolution already, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
True, true, and this will confirm it the more.
There’s a chapter of Hell ’tis good to read this cold weather. Terrify her, terrify her, go, read to her the horrible punishments for itching wantonness, the pains allotted for adultery. Tell her her thoughts, her very dreams are answerable, say so. Rip up the life of a courtesan and show how loathsome ’tis.
 

COURTESAN
[aside] The gentleman would persuade me in time to disgrace myself and speak ill of mine own function. Exit
 

HAREBRAIN
This is the course I take. I’ll teach the married man
A new selected strain. I admit none
But this pure virgin to her company.
Puh, that’s enough: I’ll keep her to her stint,
I’ll put her to her pension,
She gets but her allowance, that’s a bare one.
Few women but have that beside their own.
Ha, ha, ha! Nay, I’ll put her hard to’t.
 

Enter [Harebrain’s] Wife and Courtesan. [They talk apart]
 

WIFE
Fain would I meet the gentleman.
 

COURTESAN
Push! Fain would you meet him! Why, you do not take the course.
 

HAREBRAIN
[aside] How earnestly she labours her, like a good wholesome sister of the Family. She will prevail, I hope.
 

COURTESAN
Is that the means?
 

WIFE
What is the means? I would as gladly to enjoy his sight, embrace it as the — 
 

COURTESAN
Shall I have hearing? listen!
 

HAREBRAIN
[aside] She’s round with her, i’faith.
 

COURTESAN
When husbands in their rank’st suspicions dwell,
Then ’tis our best art to dissemble well.
Put but these notes in use, that I’ll direct you,
He’ll curse himself that e’er he did suspect you.
Perhaps he will solicit you as in trial
To visit such and such: still give denial.
Let no persuasions sway you: they are but fetches
Set to betray you, jealousy’s slights and reaches.
Seem in his sight to endure the sight of no man;
Put by all kisses till you kiss in common.
Neglect all entertain; if he bring in
Strangers, keep you your chamber, be not seen.
If he chance steal upon you, let him find
Some book lie open ‘gainst an unchaste mind
And coted Scriptures, though for your own pleasure
You read some stirring pamphlet, and convey it
Under your skirt, the fittest place to lay it.
This is the course, my wench, to enjoy thy wishes.
Here you perform best, when you most neglect:
The way to daunt is to outvie suspect.
Manage these principles but with art and life:
Welcome all nations, thou’rt an honest wife.
 

HAREBRAIN
[aside]
She puts it home, i’faith, e’en to the quick;
From her elaborate action I reach that.
I must requite this maid — faith, I’m forgetful.
 

WIFE
Here, lady, convey my heart unto him in this jewel.
[Giving jewel]
Against you see me next, you shall perceive
I have profited. In the mean season tell him
I am a prisoner yet, o’th’ master’s side.
My husband’s jealousy,
That masters him as he doth master me,
And as a keeper that locks prisoners up
Is himself prisoned under his own key.
Even so my husband in restraining me
With the same ward bars his own liberty.
 

COURTESAN
I’ll tell him how you wish it, and I’ll wear
My wits to the third pile, but all shall clear.
 

WIFE
I owe you more than thanks, but that I hope
My husband will requite you.
 

COURTESAN
Think you so, lady?
He has small reason for’t.
 

HAREBRAIN
[to Courtesan] What, done so soon?
Away, to’t again, to’t again, good wench, to’t again.
Leave her not so, where left you. Come.
 

COURTESAN
Faith, I am weary, sir.
I cannot draw her from her strict opinion
With all the arguments that sense can frame.
 

HAREBRAIN
NO, let me come. Fie, wife, you must consent.
What opinion is’t, let’s hear?
 

COURTESAN
Fondly and wilfully she retains that thought,
That every sin is damned.
 

HAREBRAIN
O fie, fie, wife! Pea, pea, pea, pea, how have you lost your time? For shame, be converted: there’s a diabolical opinion indeed. Then you may think that usury were damned — you’re a fine merchant, i’faith. Or bribery? — you know the law well. Or sloth? — would some of the clergy heard you, i’faith. Or pride? — you come at court. Or gluttony? — you’re not worthy to dine at an alderman’s table.
Your only deadly sin’s adultery, That villainous ring-worm, woman’s worse requital;
’Tis only lechery that’s damned to th’ pit-hole. Ah, that’s an arch-offence, believe it, squall, All sins are venial but venereal.
 

COURTESAN
I’ve said enough to her.
 

HAREBRAIN
And she will be ruled by you.
 

COURTESAN
Fah!
 

HAREBRAIN
I’ll pawn my credit on’t. Come hither, lady,
I will not altogether rest ungrateful. [Offering ruby]
Here, wear this ruby for thy pains and counsel.
 

COURTESAN
It is not so much worth, sir. I am a very ill counsellor, truly.
 

HAREBRAIN
Go to, I Say.
 

COURTESAN
[taking ruby] You’re to blame, i’faith, sir. I shall ne’er deserve it.
 

HAREBRAIN
Thou hast done’t already. Farewell, sweet virgin. Prithee, let’s see thee oftener.
 

COURTESAN
[aside] Such gifts will soon entreat me. Exit
 

HAREBRAIN
Wife, as thou lov’st the quiet of my breast,
Embrace her counsel, yield to her advices.
Thou wilt find comfort in ‘em in the end;
Thou’lt feel an alteration, prithee think on’t.
[Weeping] Mine eyes can scarce refrain.
 

WIFE
Keep in your dew, sir,
Lest when you would, you want it.
 

HAREBRAIN
I’ve pawned my credit on’t. Ah, didst thou know
The sweet fruit once, thou’dst never let it go.
 

WIFE
’Tis that I strive to get.
 

HAREBRAIN
And still do so. Exeunt
 

Finit Actus Primus
 




Act II.
 

Enter Sir Bounteous Progress with two knights
 

FIRST
KNIGHT You have been too much like your name, Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O not so, good knights, not so, you know my humour. Most welcome, good Sir Andrew Polecat, Sir Aquitaine Colewort, most welcome.
 

BOTH KNIGHTS Thanks, good Sir Bounteous.
Exeunt at one door
At the other [door], enter in haste [one of Follywit’s comrades dressed as]
a footman
 

FOOTMAN
O cry your worship heartily mercy, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
How now, linen stockings and threescore mile a day, whose footman art thou?
 

FOOTMAN
Pray, can your worship tell me, [panting] hoh, hoh, hoh, if my lord be come in yet.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Thy lord! What lord?
 

FOOTMAN
My Lord Owemuch, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
My Lord Owemuch! I have heard much speech of that lord. H’as great acquaintance i’th’ City. That lord has been much followed.
 

FOOTMAN
And is still, sir. He wants no company when he’s in London. He’s free of the Mercers, and there’s none of ‘em all dare cross him.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
An they did, he’d turn over a new leaf with ‘em, he would make ‘em all weary on’t i’th’ end. Much fine rumour have I heard of that lord, yet had I never the fortune to set eye upon him. Art sure he will alight here, footman? I am afraid thou’rt mistook.
 

FOOTMAN
Thinks your worship so, sir? By your leave, sir.
[Leaving]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Puh, passion of me, footman! Why, pumps, I say, come back!
 

FOOTMAN
Does your worship call?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come hither, I say. I am but afraid on’t. Would it might happen so well. How dost know? Did he name the house with the great turret o’th’ top?
 

FOOTMAN
No, faith, did he not, sir. [Leaving]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come hither, I say. Did he speak of a cloth o’ gold chamber?
 

FOOTMAN
Not one word, by my troth, sir. [Leaving]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come again, you lousy seven mile an hour!
 

FOOTMAN
I beseech your worship detain me not.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Was there no talk of a fair pair of organs, a great gilt candlestick, and a pair of silver snuffers?
 

FOOTMAN
‘Twere sin to belie my lord. I heard no such words, sir. [Leaving]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A pox confine thee! Come again, puh.
 

FOOTMAN
Your worship will undo me, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Was there no speech of a long dining room, a huge kitchen, large meat, and a broad dresser board?
 

FOOTMAN
I have a greater maw to that indeed, an’t please your worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Whom did he name?
 

FOOTMAN
Why, one Sir Bounteous Progress.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, ah, ah, I am that Sir Bounteous, you progressive roundabout rascal!
 

FOOTMAN
(laughs) Puh!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I knew I should have him i’th’ end; there’s not a lord will miss me, I thank their good honours. ’Tis a fortune laid upon me, they can scent out their best entertainment. I have a kind of complimental gift given me above ordinary country knights, and how soon ’tis smelt out, I warrant ye! There’s not one knight i’th’ shire able to entertain a lord i’th’ cue or a lady i’th’ nick like me, like me. There’s a kind of grace belongs to’t, a kind of art which naturally slips from me, I know not on’t, I promise you, ’tis gone before I’m aware on’t. Cuds me, I forget myself. Where!
[Enter two Servants]
 

FIRST SERVANT Does your worship call?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Run, sirrah, call in my chief gentleman i’th’ chain of gold, expedite! [Exit First Servant] And how does my good lord? I never saw him before in my life. [To Second Servant] A cup of bastard for this footman.
 

FOOTMAN
My lord has travelled this five year, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Travailed this five year? How many children has he? [To Servant] Some bastard, I say!
 

FOOTMAN
NO bastard, an’t please your worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A cup of sack to strengthen his wit. The footman’s a fool. [Exit Second Servant]
[Enter Gunwater]
O come hither, Master Gunwater, come hither. Send presently to Master Pheasant for one of his hens. There’s partridge i’th’ house.
 

GUNWATER
And wild duck, an’t please your worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
And woodcock, an’t please thy worship.
 

GUNWATER
And woodcock, an’t please your worship. I had thought to have spoke before you.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Remember the pheasant, down with some plover, clap down six woodcocks: my lord’s coming. Now, sir?
 

GUNWATER
An’t please your worship, there’s a lord and his followers newly alighted.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Dispatch, I say, dispatch! [Exit Gunwater]
Why, where’s my music? He’s come indeed.
 

Enter Follywit like a lord, with [Lieutenant,
Ensign, and] his comrades in blue coats
 

FOLLYWIT
Footman!
 

FOOTMAN
My lord.
 

FOLLYWIT
Run swiftly with my commendations to Sir Jasper Topas. We’ll ride and visit him i’th’ morning, say.
 

FOOTMAN
Your lordship’s charge shall be effected. Exit
 

FOLLYWIT
That courtly comely form should present to me
Sir Bounteous Progress.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
You’ve found me out, my lord, I cannot hide myself. Your honour is mostly spaciously welcome.
 

FOLLYWIT
In this forgive me, sir,
That being a stranger to your house and you,
O make my way so bold, and presume
Rather upon your kindness than your knowledge.
Only your bounteous disposition
Fame hath divulged, and is to me well known.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Nay, an your lordship know my disposition, you know me better than they that know my person.
Your honour is so much the welcomer for that.
 

FOLLYWIT
Thanks, good Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Pray pardon me, it has been often my ambition, my lord, both in respect of your honourable presence and the prodigal fame that keeps even stroke with your unbounded worthiness,
To have wished your lordship where your lordship is,
A noble guest in this unworthy seat.
Your lordship ne’er heard my organs?
 

FOLLYWIT
Heard of ‘em, Sir Bounteous, but never heard ‘em.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
They’re but double-gilt, my lord. Some hundred and fifty pound will fit your lordship with such another pair.
 

FOLLYWIT
Indeed, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O my lord, I have a present suit to you.
 

FOLLYWIT
To me, Sir Bounteous? And you could ne’er speak at fitter time, for I’m here present to grant you.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Your lordship has been a traveller.
 

FOLLYWIT
Some live year, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I have a grandchild, my lord. I love him, and when I die I’ll do somewhat for him. I’ll tell your honour the worst of him: a wild lad he has been.
 

FOLLYWIT
So we have been all, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
SO we have been all indeed, my lord, I thank your lordship’s assistance. Some comic pranks he has been guilty of, but I’ll pawn my credit for him, an honest trusty bosom.
 

FOLLYWIT
And that’s worth all, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
And that’s worth all indeed, my lord, for he’s like to have all when I die lmberbis iuvenis, his chin has no more prickles yet than a midwife’s: there’s great hope of his wit, his hair’s so long a-coming. Shall
I be bold with your honour, to prefer this aforesaid
Ganymede to hold a plate under your lordship’s cup?
 

FOLLYWIT
You wrong both his worth and your bounty, an you call that boldness. Sir, I have heard much good of that young gentleman.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Nay, h’as a good wit, i’faith, my lord.
 

FOLLYWIT
He’s carried himself always generously.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Are you advised of that, my lord? He’s carried many things cleanly. I’ll show your lordship my will. I keep it above in an outlandish box. The whoreson boy must have all: I love him, yet he shall ne’er find it as long as I live.
 

FOLLYWIT
Well sir, for your sake and his own deserving,
I’ll reserve a place for him nearest to my secrets.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I understand your good lordship: you’ll make him your secretary. My music, give my lord a taste of his welcome! A strain played by the consort. Sir Bounteous makes a courtly honour to that lord and seems to foot the tune So, how like you our airs, my lord? Are they choice?
 

FOLLYWIT
They’re seldom matched, believe it.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The consort of mine own household.
 

FOLLYWIT
Yea, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The musicians are in ordinary, yet no ordinary musicians. Your lordship shall hear my organs now.
 

FOLLYWIT
O, I beseech you, Sir Bounteous!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
My organist.
The organs play, and [servants with] covered dishes march over the stage
Come, my lord, how does your honour relish my organ?
 

FOLLYWIT
A very proud air, i’faith, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, how can’t choose? A Walloon plays upon ‘em, and a Welshman blows wind in their breech.
Exeunt
A song to the organs
 

Enter Sir Bounteous with Follywit
[as Lord
Owemuch, with Lieutenant, Ensign] and his consorts toward his lodging
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
You must pardon us, my lord, hasty cates; your honour has had ev’n a hunting meal on’t. And now I am like to bring your lordship to as mean a lodging, a hard down bed i’faith, my lord, poor cambric sheets, and a cloth o’ tissue canopy. The curtains indeed were wrought in Venice, with the story of the prodigal child in silk and gold. Only the swine are left out, my lord, for spoiling the curtains.
 

FOLLYWIT
’Twas well prevented, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Silken rest, harmonious slumbers, and venereal dreams to your lordship.
 

FOLLYWIT
The like to kind Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Fie, not to me, my lord. I’m old, past dreaming of such vanities.
 

FOLLYWIT
Old men should dream best.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Their dreams indeed, my lord, you’ve gi’n t’us. Tomorrow your lordship shall see my cocks, my fishponds, my park, my champaign grounds. I keep chambers in my house can show your lordship some pleasure.
 

FOLLYWIT
Sir Bounteous, you ev’n whelm me with delights.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Once again a musical night to your honour.
I’ll trouble your lordship no more. Exit
 

FOLLYWIT
Good rest, Sir Bounteous. [To his comrades] So, come, the visors, where be the masking suits?
 

LIEUTENANT
In your lordship’s portmanteau.
 

FOLLYWIT
Peace, lieutenant.
 

LIEUTENANT
I had rather have war, captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
Puh, the plot’s ripe. Come, to our business, lad.
Though guilt condemns, ’tis gilt must make us glad.
 

LIEUTENANT
Nay, an you be at your distinctions, captain,
I’ll follow behind no longer.
 

FOLLYWIT
Get you before then, and whelm your nose with your visor, go. [Exeunt all but Follywit]
Now grandsire, you that hold me at hard meat
And keep me out at the dag’s end, I’ll fit you.
Under his lordship’s leave, all must be mine
He and his will confesses: what I take then
Is but a borrowing of so much beforehand.
I’ll pay him again when he dies, in so many blacks;
I’ll have the church hung round with a noble a yard,
Or requite him in scutcheons. Let him trap me
In gold and I’ll lap him in lead, quid pro quo.
I must look none of his angels i’th’ face, forsooth,
Until his face be not worth looking on.
Tut, lads,
Let sires and grandsires keep us low, we must
Live when they’re flesh as well as when they’re dust.
Exit
 

Enter Courtesan with her man
 

COURTESAN
Go, sirrah, run presently to Master Penitent
Brothel. You know his lodging, knock him up. I know he cannot sleep for sighing. Tell him I’ve happily bethought a mean
To make his purpose prosper in each limb,
Which only rests to be approved by him.
Make haste, I know he thirsts for it. Exeunt
 

A Voice Within: O!
 

Enter, in a masking suit with a visor in his hand, Follywit
 

FOLLYWIT
Hark, they’re at their business.
 

FIRST SERVANT
[within] Thieves, thieves!
 

FOLLYWIT
Gag that gaping rascal! Though he be my grandsire’s chief gentleman i’th’ chain of gold, I’ll have no pity of him.
 

Enter the rest [Lieutenant, Ensign, Footman, and others], visored
How now, lads?
 

LIEUTENANT
All’s sure and safe. On with your visor, sir.
The servants are all bound.
 

FOLLYWIT
[donning his visor] There’s one care past then.
Come follow me lads, I’ll lead you now t’th’ point and top of all your fortunes. Yon lodging is my grandsire’s.
 

LIEUTENANT
SO, SO, lead on, on.
[Exeunt all but Ensign]
 

ENSIGN
Here’s a captain worth the following and a wit worth a man’s love and admiring!
 

Enter [Follywit, Lieutenant and others] with Sir
Bounteous in his nightgown
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O gentlemen, an you be kind gentlemen, what countrymen are you?
 

FOLLYWIT
Lincolnshire men, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I am glad of that, i’faith.
 

FOLLYWIT
And why should you be glad of that?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, the honestest thieves of all come out of Lincolnshire, the kindest-natured gentlemen. They’ll rob a man with conscience. They have a feeling of what they go about, and will steal with tears in their eyes. Ah, pitiful gentlemen!
 

FOLLYWIT
Push! Money, money, we come for money.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
IS that all you come for? Ah, what a beast was I to put out my money t’other day! Alas, good gentlemen, what shift shall I make for you? Pray come again another time.
 

FOLLYWIT
Tut, tut, sir, money!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O not so loud, sir, you’re too shrill a gentleman. I have a lord lies in my house. I would not for the world his honour should be disquieted.
 

FOLLYWIT
Who, my Lord Owemuch? We have took order with him beforehand. He lies bound in his bed and all his followers.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Who, my lord? Bound my lord? Alas, what did you mean to bind my lord? He could keep his bed well enough without binding. You’ve undone me in’t already, you need rob me no farther.
 

FOLLYWIT
Which is the key, come?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, I perceive now you’re no true Lincolnshire spirits. You come rather out of Bedfordshire, we cannot lie quiet in our beds for you. So take  enough, my masters, spur a free horse. My name’s Sir Bounteous — a merry world, i’faith — what knight but I keep open house at midnight? Well, there should be a conscience, if one could hit upon’t.
 

FOLLYWIT
Away now, seize upon him, bind him.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
IS this your court of equity? Why should I be bound for mine own money? But come, come, bind me, I have need on’t. I have been too liberal tonight. Keep in my hands, nay, as hard as you list. I am not too good to bear my lord company. You have watched  your time, my masters. I was knighted at Westminster, but many of these nights will make me a knight of Windsor. You’ve deserved so well, my masters, I bid you all to dinner tomorrow. I would I might have your companies, i’faith, I desire no more.
 

FOLLYWIT
[finding money] O ho, sir!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Pray meddle not with my organs, to put ‘em out of tune.
 

FOLLYWIT
[jingling the coins] O no, here’s better music, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, pox feast you!
 

FOLLYWIT
Dispatch with him, away!
[Exeunt Ensign and others carrying Sir Bounteous]
So, thank you, good grandsire. This was bounteously done of him, i’faith. It came somewhat hard from him at first, for indeed nothing comes stiff from an old man but money, and he may well stand upon that, when he has nothing else to stand upon. Where’s our portmanteau?
 

LIEUTENANT
Here, bully captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
In with the purchase, ‘twill lie safe enough there under’s nose, I warrant you.
[They put the money in the portmanteau]
 

Enter Ensign [and others]
What, is all sure?
 

ENSIGN
All’s sure, captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
You know what follows now: one villain binds his fellows. Go, we must be all bound for our own securities, rascals, there’s no dallying upo’th’ point. You conceit me: there is a lord to be found bound in the morning, and all his followers. Can you pick out that lord now?
 

LIEUTENANT
O admirable spirit!
 

FOLLYWIT
You ne’er plot for your safeties, so your wants be satisfied.
 

ENSIGN
But if we bind one another, how shall the last man be bound?
 

FOLLYWIT
Pox on’t, I’ll have the footman ‘scape.
 

FOOTMAN
That’s I, I thank you, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
The footman of all other will be supposed to ‘scape, for he comes in no bed all night, but lies in’s clothes to be first ready i’th’ morning. The horse and he lies in litter together. That’s the right fashion of your bonny footman, and his freedom will make the better for our purpose, for we must have one i’th’ morning to unbind the knight, that we may have our sport within ourselves. We now arrive at the most ticklish point, to rob and take our ease, to be thieves and lie by’t. Look to’t lads, it concerns every man’s gullet. I’ll not have the jest spoiled, that’s certain, though it hazard a windpipe.
I’ll either go like a lord as I came, or be hanged like a thief as I am, and that’s my resolution.
 

LIEUTENANT
Troth, a match, captain, of all hands.
[They shake hands and] exeunt
 

Enter Courtesan with Master Penitent Brothel
 

COURTESAN
O Master Penitent Brothel!
 

PENITENT
What is’t, sweet Lady Gullman, that so seizes on thee with rapture and admiration?
 

COURTESAN
A thought, a trick, to make you, sir, especially happy, and yet I myself a saver by it.
 

PENITENT
I would embrace that, lady, with such courage I would not leave you on the losing hand.
 

COURTESAN
I will give trust to you, sir, the cause then why I raised you from your bed so soon, wherein I know sighs would not let you sleep. Thus understand it:
You love that woman, Master Harebrain’s wife,
Which no invented means can crown with freedom
For your desires and her own wish, but this
Which in my slumbers did present itself.
 

PENITENT
I’m covetous, lady.
 

COURTESAN
You know her husband, lingering in suspect,
Locks her from all society but mine.
 

PENITENT
Most true.
 

COURTESAN
I only am admitted, yet hitherto that has done you no real happiness. By my admittance I cannot perform that deed that should please you, you know.
Wherefore thus I’ve conveyed it, I’ll counterfeit a fit of violent sickness.
 

PENITENT
Good.
 

COURTESAN
Nay, ’tis not so good, by my faith, but to do you good.
 

PENITENT
And in that sense I called it. But take me with you, lady, would it be probable enough to have a sickness so suddenly violent?
 

COURTESAN
Puh, all the world knows women are soon down. We can be sick when we have a mind to’t, catch an ague with the wind of our fans, surfeit upon the rump of a lark and bestow ten pound in physic upon’t.
We’re likest ourselves when we’re down. ’Tis the easiest art and cunning for our sect to counterfeit sick, that are always full of fits when we are well, for since we were made for a weak imperfect creature, we can fit that best that we are made for. I thus translated, and yourself slipped into the form of a physician — 
 

PENITENT
I a physician, lady? Talk not on’t, I beseech you.
I shall shame the whole college.
 

COURTESAN
Tut, man, any quacksalving terms will serve for this purpose, for I am pitifully haunted with a brace of elder brothers, new perfumed in the first of their fortunes, and I shall see how forward their purses will be to the pleasing of my palate and restoring of my health. Lay on load enough upon ‘em and spare ‘em not, for they’re good plump fleshly asses and may well enough bear it. Let gold, amber, and dissolved pearl be common ingredients, and that you cannot compose a cullis without ‘em. Put but this cunningly in practice, it shall be both a sufficient recompense for all my pains in your love, and the ready means to make Mistress Harebrain’s way (by the visiting of me) to your mutual desired company.
 

PENITENT
I applaud thee, kiss thee, and will constantly embrace it. Exeunt
Voices within
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[within] Ho, Gunwater!
 

FOLLYWIT
[within] Singlestone!
 

ANOTHER
(within) Jenkin, wa, ha, ho!
 

ANOTHER
(within) Ewen!
 

ANOTHER
(within) Simcod!
 

FOLLYWIT
[within] Footman! whew!
 

Enter Sir Bounteous [in his nightgown] with a cord half unbound, Footman with him [unbinding him]
 

FOOTMAN
O good your worship, let me help your good old worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah poor honest footman, how didst thou ‘scape this massacre?
 

FOOTMAN
E’en by miracle, and lying in my clothes, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I think so. I would I had lain in my clothes too, footman, so I had ‘scaped ‘em. I could have but risse like a beggar then, and so I do now, till more money come in. But nothing afflicts me so much, my poor geometrical footman, as that the barbarous villains should lay violence upon my lord. Ah, the binding of my lord cuts my heart in two pieces. [Footman frees him] So, so, ’tis well, I thank thee, run to thy fellows, undo ‘em, undo ‘em, undo ‘em.
 

FOOTMAN
Alas, if my lord should miscarry, they’re unbound already, sir. They have no occupation but sleep, feed and fart. Exit
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
If I be not ashamed to look my lord i’th’ face, I’m a Saracen. My lord — 
 

FOLLYWIT
[within curtain] Who’s that?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
One may see he has been scared. A pox on ‘em for their labours!
 

FOLLYWIT
[within] Singlestone!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Singlestone? I’ll ne’er answer to that, i’faith.
 

FOLLYWIT
[within] Suchman!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Suchman? Nor that neither, i’faith, I am not brought so low, though I be old.
 

FOLLYWIT
[within] Who’s that i’th’ chamber?
[Sir Bounteous pulls curtain to reveal Follywit, disguised as Lord Owemuch in his nightgown, bound in his bed]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Good morrow, my lord, ’tis I.
 

FOLLYWIT
Sir Bounteous, good morrow. I would give you my hand, sir, but I cannot come at it. Is this the courtesy o’th’ country, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Your lordship grieves me more than all my loss.
’Tis the unnatural’st sight that can be found
To see a noble gentleman hard bound.
 

FOLLYWIT
Trust me, I thought you had been better beloved, Sir Bounteous, but I see you have enemies, sir, and your friends fare the worse for ‘em. I like your talk better than your lodging. I ne’er laid harder in a bed of down. I have had a mad night’s rest on’t. Can you not guess what they should be, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Faith, Lincolnshire men, my lord.
 

FOLLYWIT
How? Fie, fie, believe it not, sir, these lie not far off, I warrant you.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Think you so, my lord?
 

FOLLYWIT
I’ll be burnt an they do: some that use to your house, sir, and are familiar with all the conveyances.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
This is the commodity of keeping open house, my lord, that makes so many shut their doors about dinner-time.
 

FOLLYWIT
They were resolute villains. I made myself known to ‘em, told ‘em what I was, gave ‘em my honourable word not to disclose ‘em.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O saucy unmannerly villains!
 

FOLLYWIT
And think you the slaves would trust me upon my word?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
They would not?
 

FOLLYWIT
Forsooth, no, I must pardon them. They told me lords’ promises were mortal, and commonly die within half an hour after they are spoken. They were but gristles, and not one amongst a hundred come to any full growth or perfection, and therefore though I were a lord I must enter into bond.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Insupportable rascals!
 

FOLLYWIT
Troth, I’m of that mind, Sir Bounteous, you fared the worse for my coming hither.
[Sir Bounteous begins to unbind Follywit]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, good my lord, but I’m sure your lordship fared the worse.
 

FOLLYWIT
Pray, pity not me, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Is not your honour sore about the brawn of the arm? A murrain meet ‘em, I feel it.
 

FOLLYWIT
About this place, Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
You feel as it were a twinge, my lord?
 

FOLLYWIT
Ay, e’en a twinge, you say right.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A pox discover ‘em, that twinge I feel too.
 

FOLLYWIT
But that which disturbs me most, Sir Bounteous, lies here.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
True, about the wrist, a kind of tumid numbness.
 

FOLLYWIT
You say true, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The reason of that, my lord, is the pulses had no play.
 

FOLLYWIT
Mass, so I get it.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A mischief swell ‘em, for I feel that too.
 

FOLLYWIT
‘Slid, here’s a house haunted indeed.
[Enter Lieutenant]
 

LIEUTENANT
A word with you, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
HOW now, Singlestone?
 

LIEUTENANT
I’m sorry, my lord, your lordship has lost — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Pup, pup, pup, pup, pup — 
 

FOLLYWIT
What have I lost? Speak!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[aside to Lieutenant] A good night’s sleep, say.
 

FOLLYWIT
Speak, what have I lost, say?
 

LIEUTENANT
A good night’s sleep, my lord, nothing else.
 

FOLLYWIT
That’s true. [Rises, unbound] My clothes! Come!
[Exit.] Curtains drawn
 

LIEUTENANT
[calling off] My lord’s clothes! His honour’s rising.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Hist, well said. Come hither. What has my lord lost? Tell me, speak softly.
 

LIEUTENANT
His lordship must know that, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Hush, prithee tell me.
 

LIEUTENANT
‘Twill do you no pleasure to know’t, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Yet again? I desire it, I say. no
 

LIEUTENANT
Since your worship will needs know’t, they have stolen away a jewel in a blue silk ribbon of a hundred pound price, besides some hundred pounds in fair spur-royals.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
That’s some two hundred i’th’ total.
 

LIEUTENANT
Your worship’s much about it, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come, follow me, I’ll make that whole again in so much money. Let not my lord know on’t.
 

LIEUTENANT
O pardon me, Sir Bounteous, that were a dishonour to my lord. Should it come to his ear, I should hazard my undoing by’t.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
How should it come to his ear? If you be my lord’s chief man about him, I hope you do not use to speak unless you be paid for’t, and I had rather give you a counsellor’s double fee to hold your peace. Come, go to, follow me, I say.
 

LIEUTENANT
There will be scarce time to tell it, sir. My lord will away instantly.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
His honour shall stay dinner, by his leave, I’ll prevail with him so far. And now I remember a jest. I bade the whoreson thieves to dinner last night. I would I might have their companies, a pox poison ‘em. Exit
 

LIEUTENANT
Faith, and you are like to have no other guests, Sir Bounteous, if you have none but us. I’ll give you that gift, i’faith. Exit
 

Finit Actus Secundus
 




Act III.
 

Enter Master Shortrod Harebrain with [the] two elder brothers, Master Inesse and Master Possibility
 

POSSIBILITY
You see bold guests, Master Harebrain.
 

HAREBRAIN
You’re kindly welcome to my house, good
Master Inesse and Master Possibility.
 

INESSE
That’s our presumption, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Rafe!
[Enter Rafe]
 

RAPE
Here, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Call down your mistress to welcome these two gentlemen my friends.
 

RAFE
I shall, sir. Exit
 

HAREBRAIN
[aside]
I will observe her carriage and watch
The slippery revolutions of her eye.
I’ll lie in wait for every glance she gives
And poise her words i’th’ balance of suspect.
If she but swag she’s gone, either on this hand
Overfamiliar, or on this too neglectful.
It does behoove her carry herself even.
 

POSSIBILITY
But Master Harebrain — 
 

HAREBRAIN
True, I hear you, sir.
Was’t you said?
 

POSSIBILITY
I have not spoke it yet, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Right, so I say.
 

POSSIBILITY
Is it not strange that in so short a time
My little Lady Gullman should be so violently handled?
 

HAREBRAIN
O sickness has no mercy, sir.
It neither pities lady’s lip nor eye.
It crops the rose out of the virgin’s cheek,
And so deflowers her that was ne’er deflowered.
Fools then are maids to lock from men that treasure
Which death will pluck and never yield them pleasure.
Ah gentlemen, though I shadow it, that sweet virgin’s sickness grieves me not lightly. She was my wife’s only delight and company. Did you not hear her, gentlemen, i’th’ midst of her extremest fit, still how she called upon my wife, remembered still my wife, ‘Sweet Mistress Harebrain!’ When she sent for me, o’ one side of her bed stood the physician, the scrivener on the other: two horrible objects, but mere opposites in the course of their lives, for the scrivener binds folks and the physician makes them loose.
 

POSSIBILITY
But not loose of their bonds, sir?
 

HAREBRAIN
No by my faith, sir, I say not so. If the physician could make ‘em loose of their bonds, there’s many a one would take physic that dares not now for poisoning. But as I was telling of you, her will was fashioning.  Wherein I found her best and richest jewel
Given as a legacy unto my wife.
When I read that, I could not refrain weeping.
Well, of all other, my wife has most reason to visit her.
If she have any good nature in her, she’ll show it there.
[Enter Rafe]
Now sir, where’s your mistress?
 

RAFE
She desires you and the gentlemen your friends to hold her excused. Sh’as a fit of an ague now upon her, which begins to shake her.
 

HAREBRAIN
Where does it shake her most?
 

RAFE
All over her body, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Shake all her body, sir. ’Tis a saucy fit,
I’m jealous of that ague. Pray walk in, gentlemen,
I’ll see you instantly. [Exeunt Inesse and Possibility]
 

RAPE
Now they are absent, sir, ’tis no such thing.
 

HAREBRAIN
What?
 

RAFE My mistress has her health, sir,
But ’tis her suit she may confine herself
From sight of all men but your own dear self, sir,
For since the sickness of that modest virgin,
Her only company, she delights in none.
 

HAREBRAIN
No? Visit her again, commend me to her,
Tell her they’re gone, and only I myself
Walk here to exchange a word or two with her.
 

RAFE
I’ll tell her so, sir. Exit
 

HAREBRAIN
Fool that I am, and madman, beast! What worse?
Suspicious o’er a creature that deserves
The best opinion and the purest thought,
Watchful o’er her that is her watch herself,
To doubt her ways that looks too narrowly
Into her own defects. I, foolish-fearful,
Have often rudely, out of giddy flames,
Barred her those objects which she shuns herself.
Thrice I’ve had proof of her most constant temper.
Come I at unawares by stealth upon her,
I find her circled in with divine writs
Of heavenly meditations, here and there
Chapters with leaves tucked up, which when I see,
They either tax pride or adultery.
Ah, let me curse myself, that could be jealous
Of her whose mind no sin can make rebellious.
And here the unmatched comes.
[Enter Wife]
Now wife, i’faith, they’re gone. Push! See how fearful ’tis. Will you not credit me? They’re gone, i’faith. Why, think you I’ll betray you? Come, come, thy delight and mine, thy only virtuous friend, thy sweet instructress is violently taken, grievous sick, and which is worse, she mends not.
 

WIFE
Her friends are sorry for that, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
She calls still upon thee, poor soul, remembers thee still, thy name whirls in her breath. ‘Where’s Mistress Harebrain?’ says she.
 

WIFE
Alas, good soul.
 

HAREBRAIN
She made me weep thrice. She’s put thee in a jewel in her will.
 

WIFE
E’en to th’ last gasp a kind soul.
 

HAREBRAIN
Take my man, go, visit her.
 

WIFE
Pray pardon me, sir; alas, my visitation cannot help her.
 

HAREBRAIN
yet the kindness of a thing, wife. Still she holds the same rare temper. Take my man, I say.
 

WIFE
I would not take your man, sir, though I did purpose going.
 

HAREBRAIN
No? Thy reason?
 

WIFE
The world’s condition is itself so vile, sir,
’Tis apt to judge the worst of those deserve not.
’Tis an ill-thinking age, and does apply
All to the form of it own luxury.
This censure flies from one, that from another;
‘That man’s her squire’, says he; ‘Her pimp’, the t’other;
‘She’s of the stamp’, a third; fourth, ‘I ha’ known her.’
I’ve heard this, not without a burning cheek.
Then our attires are taxed, our very gait
Is called in question, where a husband’s presence
Scatters such thoughts, or makes ‘em sink for fear
Into the hearts that breed ‘em. Nay, surely, if I went, sir,
I would entreat your company.
 

HAREBRAIN
Mine? Prithee, wife, I have been there already.
 

WIFE
That’s all one. Although you bring me but to th’ door, sir, I would entreat no farther.
 

HAREBRAIN
Thou’rt such a wife! Why, I will bring thee thither then, but not go up, I swear.
 

WIFE
I’faith, you shall not. I do not desire it, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Why then, content.
 

WIFE
Give me your hand — you will do so, sir?
 

HAREBRAIN
Why, there’s my lip, I will. [Kissing her]
 

WIFE
Why then, I go, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
With me or no man! Incomparable such a woman! Exeunt
Vials, gallipots, plate, and an hourglass by her, the Courtesan
[is discovered] on a bed for her counterfeit fit.
Enter
to her, Master Penitent
Brothel [dressed] like a Doctor of Physic
 

PENITENT
Lady?
 

COURTESAN
Ha, what news?
 

PENITENT
There’s one Sir Bounteous Progress newly alighted from his footcloth, and his mare waits at door, as the fashion is.
 

COURTESAN
‘Slid, ’tis the knight that privately maintains me, a little short old spiny gentleman in a great doublet.
 

PENITENT
The same, I know ‘im.
 

COURTESAN
He’s my sole revenue, meat, drink and raiment.
My good physician, work upon him, I’m weak.
 

PENITENT
Enough.
[Enter Sir Bounteous Progress]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, where be these ladies, these plump soft delicate creatures, ha?
 

PENITENT
Who would you visit, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Visit? Who? What are you with the plague in your mouth?
 

PENITENT
A physician, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Then you are a loose liver, sir. I have put you to your purgation.
 

PENITENT
[aside] But you need none. You’re purged in a worse fashion.
 

COURTESAN
Ah, Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
How now? What art thou?
 

COURTESAN
Sweet Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Passion of me, what an alteration’s here! Rosamund sick, old Harry? Here’s a sight able to make an old man shrink. I was lusty when I came in, but I am down now, i’faith. Mortality, yea? This puts me in mind of a hole seven foot deep, my grave, my grave, my grave. Hist, Master Doctor, a word, sir, hark, ’tis not the plague, is’t?
 

PENITENT
The plague, sir? No.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Good.
 

PENITENT
[aside] He ne’er asks whether it be the pox or no, and of the twain that had been more likely.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
How now, my wench, how dost?
 

COURTESAN
[coughing] Huh, weak, knight, huh.
 

PENITENT
[aside] She says true, he’s a weak knight indeed.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Where does it hold thee most, wench?
 

COURTESAN
All parts alike, sir.
 

PENITENT
[aside] She says true still, for it holds her in none.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Hark in thine ear. Thou’rt breeding of young bones; I am afraid I have got thee with child, i’faith.
 

COURTESAN
I fear that much, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, O, if it should! A young Progress, when all’s done.
 

COURTESAN YOU have done your good will, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[aside] I see by her ’tis nothing but a surfeit of Venus, i’faith, and though I be old, I have gi’n’t her. [To Courtesan] But since I had the power to make thee sick, I’ll have the purse to make thee whole, that’s certain. [To Penitent] Master Doctor.
 

PENITENT
Sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Let’s hear, I pray, what is’t you minister to her?
 

PENITENT
Marry, sir, some precious cordial, some costly refocillation, a composure comfortable and restorative.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, ay, that, that, that.
 

PENITENT
No poorer ingredients than the liquor of coral, clear amber or succinum, unicorn’s horn six grains, magisterium perlarum one scruple — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah.
 

PENITENT
Ossis de corde cervi half a scruple, aurum potabile or his tincture — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Very precious, sir.
 

PENITENT
All which being finely contunded and mixed in a stone or glass mortar with the spirit of diamber — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Nay, pray be patient, sir.
 

PENITENT
That’s impossible. I cannot be patient and a physician too, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O cry you mercy, that’s true, sir.
 

PENITENT
All which aforesaid — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, there you left, sir.
 

PENITENT
When it is almost exsiccate or dry, I add thereto olei succini, olei masi, and cinnamoni.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
So sir, olei masi, that same oil of mace is a great comfort to both the Counters.
 

PENITENT
And has been of a long time, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Well, be of good cheer, wench. There’s gold for thee. [Giving money] Huh, let her want for nothing, Master Doctor. A poor kinswoman of mine: nature binds me to have a care of her. [Aside] There I gulled you, Master Doctor. [To Courtesan] Gather up a good spirit, wench. The lit will away, ’tis but a surfeit of gristles.
[Aside] Ha, ha, I have fitted her! An old knight and a cock o’ th’ game still! I have not spurs for nothing, I see.
 

PENITENT
[aside] No, by my faith, they’re hatched. They cost you an angel, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Look to her, good Master Doctor, let her want nothing. I’ve given her enough already. Ha, ha, ha! Exit
 

COURTESAN
So, is he gone?
 

PENITENT
He’s like himself, gone.
 

COURTESAN
[indicating the gold] Here’s somewhat to set up with. How soon he took occasion to slip into his own flattery, soothing his own defects. He only fears he has done that deed which I ne’er feared to come from him in my life. This purchase came unlooked for.
 

PENITENT
Hist, the pair of sons and heirs.
 

COURTESAN
O, they’re welcome, they bring money.
 

Enter Master Inesse [with blood on his collar] and Master Possibility
 

POSSIBILITY
Master Doctor.
 

PENITENT
I come to you, gentlemen.
 

POSSIBILITY
How does she now?
 

PENITENT
Faith, much after one fashion, sir.
 

INESSE
There’s hope of life, sir?
 

PENITENT
I see no signs of death of her.
 

POSSIBILITY
That’s some comfort. Will she take anything yet?
 

PENITENT
Yes, yes, yes, she’ll take still. Sh’as a kind of facility in taking. How comes your band bloody, sir?
 

INESSE
You may see I met with a scab, sir.
 

PENITENT
Diversa genera scabierum, as Pliny reports: there are divers kinds of scabs.
 

INESSE
Pray, let’s hear ‘em, sir.
 

PENITENT
An itching scab, that is your harlot. A sore scab, your usurer. A running, your promoter. A broad scab, your intelligencer. But a white scab, that’s a scald knave and a pander. But to speak truth, the only scabs we are nowadays troubled withal are new officers.
 

INESSE
Why, now you come to mine, sir, for I’ll be sworn one of them was very busy about my head this morning, and he should be a scab by that, for they are ambitious and covet the head.
 

PENITENT
Why, you saw I derived him, sir.
 

INESSE
You physicians are mad gentlemen.
 

PENITENT
We physicians see the most sights of any men living. Your astronomers look upward into th’ air — we look downward into th’ body, and indeed we have power upward and downward.
 

INESSE
That you have, i’faith, sir.
 

POSSIBILITY
Lady, how cheer you now?
 

COURTESAN
The same woman still — [coughing] huh.
 

POSSIBILITY
That’s not good.
 

COURTESAN
Little alteration.
[Possibility gives her money]
Fie, fie, you have been too lavish, gentlemen.
 

INESSE
Puh, talk not of that, lady, thy health’s worth a million. Here, Master Doctor, spare for no cost.
[Giving him money]
 

POSSIBILITY
Look what you find there, sir.
 

COURTESAN
What do you mean, gentlemen? Put up, put up, you see I’m down and cannot strive with you. I would rule you else. You have me at advantage, but if ever I live, I will requite it deeply.
 

INESSE
Tut, an’t come to that once, we’ll requite ourselves well enough.
 

POSSIBILITY
Mistress Harebrain, lady, is setting forth to visit you too.
 

COURTESAN
Hal — huh!
 

PENITENT
[aside] There struck the minute that brings forth the birth of all my joys and wishes. But see the jar now: how shall I rid these from her?
 

COURTESAN
Pray, gentlemen, stay not above an hour from my sight.
 

INESSE
‘Sfoot, we are not going, lady.
 

PENITENT
[aside] Subtly brought about, yet ‘twill not do, they’ll stick by’t. [To them] A word with you, gentlemen.
 

INESSE
and POSSIBILITY What says Master Doctor?
 

PENITENT
She wants but settling of her sense with rest. One hour’s sleep, gentlemen, would set all parts in tune.
 

POSSIBILITY
He says truth, i’faith.
 

INESSE
Get her to sleep, Master Doctor. We’ll both sit here and watch by her.
 

PENITENT
[aside] Hell’s angels watch you! No art can prevail with ‘em. What with the thought of joys and sight of crosses, my wits are at Hercules’ Pillars, non plus ultra.
 

COURTESAN
Master Doctor, Master Doctor!
 

PENITENT
Here, lady.
 

COURTESAN
Your physic works! Lend me your hand!
[Penitent supplies a chamber-pot. She feigns farting and excreting]
 

POSSIBILITY
Farewell, sweet lady.
 

INESSE
Adieu, Master Doctor.
[Exeunt Inesse and Possibility]
 

COURTESAN
SO.
 

PENITENT
Let me admire thee.
The wit of man wanes and decreases soon,
But women’s wit is ever at full moon.
 

Enter Wife
There shot a star from heaven.
I dare not yet behold my happiness,
The splendour is so glorious and so piercing.
 

COURTESAN
Mistress Harebrain, give my wit thanks hereafter. Your wishes are in sight, your opportunity spacious.
 

WIFE
Will you but hear a word from me?
 

COURTESAN
Whooh!
 

WIFE
My husband himself brought me to th’ door, walks below for my return. Jealousy is prick-eared, and will hear the wagging of a hair.
 

COURTESAN
Pish, you’re a faint liver. Trust yourself with your pleasure and me with your security. Go.
 

PENITENT
The fullness of my wish!
 

WIFE
Of my desire!
 

PENITENT
Beyond this sphere I never will aspire!
Exeunt [Penitent and Wife]
 

Enter Master Harebrain [apart,] listening
 

HAREBRAIN
I’ll listen. Now the flesh draws nigh her end,
At such a time women exchange their secrets
And ransack the close corners of their hearts.
What many years hath whelmed, this hour imparts.
 

COURTESAN
[feigning to address Wife] Pray sit down, there’s a low stool. Good Mistress Harebrain, this was kindly done — huh! — give me your hand — huh! Alas, how cold you are. E’en so is your husband, that worthy wise gentleman, as comfortable a man to woman in my case as ever trod — huh! — shoe leather. Love him, honour him, stick by him. He lets you want nothing that’s fit for a woman, and to be sure on’t, he will see himself that you want it not.
 

HAREBRAIN
And so I do, i’faith, ’tis right my humour.
 

COURTESAN
You live a lady’s life with him, go where you will, ride when you will, and do what you will.
 

HAREBRAIN
Not so, not so, neither, she’s better looked to.
 

COURTESAN
I know you do, you need not tell me that. ‘Twere e’en pity of your life, i’faith, if ever you should wrong such an innocent gentleman. Fie, Mistress Harebrain, what do you mean? Come you to discomfort me? Nothing but weeping with you?
 

HAREBRAIN
She’s weeping, ‘t’as made her weep. My wife shows her good nature already.
 

COURTESAN
Still, still weeping? Huff, huff, huff, why how now, woman? Hey, hy, hy, for shame, leave! Suh, suh, she cannot answer me for snobbing.
 

HAREBRAIN
All this does her good, beshrew my heart, and I pity her. Let her shed tears till morning, I’ll stay for her. She shall have enough on’t by my good will, I’ll not be her hindrance.
 

COURTESAN
O no, lay your hand here, Mistress Harebrain.
Ay there, o there, there lies my pain, good gentlewoman. Sore? O ay, I can scarce endure your hand upon’t.
 

HAREBRAIN
Poor soul, how she’s tormented.
 

COURTESAN
Yes, yes, I eat a cullis an hour since.
 

HAREBRAIN
There’s some comfort in that yet; she may ‘scape it.
 

COURTESAN
O, it lies about my heart much.
 

HAREBRAIN
I’m sorry for that, i’faith; she’ll hardly ‘scape it.
 

COURTESAN
Bound? No, no, I’d a very comfortable stool this morning.
 

HAREBRAIN
I’m glad of that i’faith, that’s a good sign. I smell she’ll ‘scape it now.
 

COURTESAN
Will you be going then?
 

HAREBRAIN
Fall back, she’s coming.
 

COURTESAN
Thanks, good Mistress Harebrain, Welcome, sweet Mistress Harebrain. Pray commend me to the good gentleman your husband.
 

HAREBRAIN
I could do that myself now.
 

COURTESAN
And to my Uncle Winchcomb, and to my Aunt Lipsalve, and to my Cousin Falsetop, and to my Cousin Lickit, and to my Cousin Horseman, and to all my good cousins in Clerkenwell and Saint John’s.
 

Enter Wife with Master Penitent
 

WIFE
At three days’ end my husband takes a journey.
 

PENITENT
O, thence I derive a second meeting.
 

WIFE
May it prosper still.
Till then I rest a captive to his will. Once again, health, rest and strength to thee, sweet lady. Farewell, you witty squall. Good Master Doctor, have a care to her body if you stand her friend. I know you can do her good.
 

COURTESAN
Take pity of your waiter, go. Farewell, sweet
Mistress Harebrain. [Exit]
 

HAREBRAIN
[coming forward] Welcome, sweet wife, alight upon my lip. [Kissing her] Never was hour spent better.
 

WIFE
Why, were you within the hearing, sir?
 

HAREBRAIN
Ay, that I was i’faith, to my great comfort.
I deceived you there, wife, ha, ha!
I do entreat thee, nay, conjure thee, wife,
Upon my love, or what can more be said,
Oftener to visit this sick virtuous maid.
 

WIFE
Be not so fierce. Your will shall be obeyed.
 

HAREBRAIN
Why then I see thou lov’st me.
Exeunt [the Harebrains]
 

PENITENT
Art of ladies!
When plots are e’en past hope and hang their head,
Set with a woman’s hand, they thrive and spread.
Exit
 

Enter Follywit with Lieutenant Mawworm, Ensign
Oboe, and the rest of his consorts
 

FOLLYWIT
Was’t not well managed, you necessary mischiefs? Did the plot want either life or art?
 

LIEUTENANT
’Twas so well, captain, I would you could make such another muss at all adventures.
 

FOLLYWIT
Dost call’t a muss? I am sure my grandsire ne’er got his money worse in his life than I got it from him. If ever he did cozen the simple, why, I was born to revenge their quarrel. If ever oppress the widow, I a fatherless child have done as much for him. And so ’tis through the world either in jest or earnest. Let the usurer look for’t, for craft recoils in the end like an overcharged musket, and maims the very hand that puts fire to’t. There needs no more but a usurer’s own blow to strike him from hence to hell— ‘twill set him forward with a vengeance. But here lay the jest, whoresons: my grandsire, thinking in his conscience that we had not robbed him enough o’ernight, must needs pity me i’th’ morning and give me the rest.
 

LIEUTENANT
Two hundred pounds in fair rose-nobles, I protest.
 

FOLLYWIT
Push! I knew he could not sleep quietly till he had paid me for robbing of him too. ’Tis his humour and the humour of most of your rich men in the course of their lives, for you know, They always feast those mouths that are least needy,
And give them more that have too much already.
And what call you that but robbing of themselves a courtlier way? O!
 

LIEUTENANT
Cuds me, how now, captain?
 

FOLLYWIT
A cold fit that comes over my memory and has a shrewd pull at my fortunes.
 

LIEUTENANT
What’s that, sir?
 

FOLLYWIT
Is it for certain, lieutenant, that my grandsire keeps an uncertain creature, a quean?
 

LIEUTENANT
Ay, that’s too true, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
SO much the more preposterous for me. I shall hop shorter by that trick. She carries away the thirds at least. ‘Twill prove entailed land, I am afraid, when all’s done, i’faith. Nay, I have known a vicious old thought-acting father,
Damned only in his dreams, thirsting for game,
When his best parts hung down their heads for shame,
For his blanched harlot dispossess his son,
And make the pox his heir— ’twas gravely done.
How hadst thou first knowledge on’t, lieutenant?
 

LIEUTENANT
Faith, from discourse, yet all the policy
That I could use, I could not get her name.
 

FOLLYWIT
Dull slave that ne’er couldst spy it.
 

LIEUTENANT
But the manner of her coming was described to me.
 

FOLLYWIT
How is the manner, prithee?
 

LIEUTENANT
Marry, sir, she comes, most commonly, coached.
 

FOLLYWIT
Most commonly coached indeed, for coaches are as common nowadays as some that ride in ‘em. She comes most commonly coached — 
 

LIEUTENANT
True, there I left, sir: guarded with some leash of pimps.
 

FOLLYWIT
Beside the coachman?
 

LIEUTENANT
Right, sir. Then alighting, she’s privately received by Master Gunwater.
 

FOLLYWIT
That’s my grandsire’s chief gentleman i’th’ chain of gold. That he should live to be a pander and yet look upon his chain and his velvet jacket!
 

LIEUTENANT
Then is your grandsire rounded i’th’ ear, the key given after the Italian fashion, backward, she closely conveyed into his closet, there remaining till either opportunity smile upon his credit, or he send down some hot caudle to take order in his performance.
 

FOLLYWIT
Peace, ’tis mine own, i’faith — I ha’t!
 

LIEUTENANT
How now, sir?
 

FOLLYWIT
Thanks, thanks to any spirit
That mingled it ‘mongst my inventions.
 

ENSIGN
Why, Master Follywit!
 

ALL
Captain!
 

FOLLYWIT
Give me scope and hear me.
I have begot that means which will both furnish me
And make that quean walk under his conceit.
 

LIEUTENANT
That were double happiness, to put thyself into money and her out of favour.
 

FOLLYWIT
And all at one dealing!
 

ENSIGN
‘Sfoot, I long to see that hand played.
 

FOLLYWIT
And thou shalt see’t quickly, i’faith. Nay, ’tis in grain, I warrant it hold colour. Lieutenant, step behind you hanging. If I mistook not at my entrance, there hangs the lower part of a gentlewoman’s gown, with a mask and a chin-clout. Bring all this way. Nay, but do’t cunningly now: ’tis a friend’s house, and I’d use it so. There’s a taste for you. [Exit Lieutenant]
 

ENSIGN
But prithee, what wilt thou do with a gentlewoman’s lower part?
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, use it.
 

ENSIGN
You’ve answered me indeed in that. I can demand no farther.
[Re-enter Lieutenant with women’s garments]
 

FOLLYWIT
Well said. Lieutenant — 
 

LIEUTENANT
What will you do now, sir?
 

FOLLYWIT
Come, come, thou shalt see a woman quickly made up here.
 

LIEUTENANT
But that’s against kind, captain, for they are always long a-making ready.
 

FOLLYWIT
And is not most they do against kind, I prithee? To lie with their horsekeeper, is not that against kind? To wear half-moons made of another’s hair, is not that against kind? To drink down a man — she that should set him up — pray, is not that monstrously against kind now? [Lieutenant holds out skirt for Follywit] Nay, over with it, lieutenant, over with it. Ever while you live, put a woman’s clothes over her head. Cupid plays best at blindman buff.
 

LIEUTENANT
[putting skirt over Follywit’s head] You shall have your will, maintenance. I love mad tricks as well as you, for your heart, sir. But what shift will you make for upper bodice, captain?
 

FOLLYWIT
[settling skirt at his waist] I see now thou’rt an ass. Why, I’m ready.
 

LIEUTENANT
Ready?
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, the doublet serves as well as the best and is most in fashion. We’re all male to th’ middle, mankind from the beaver to th’ burn. ’Tis an Amazonian time — you shall have women shortly tread their husbands. I should have a couple of locks behind. Prithee, lieutenant, find ‘em out for me and wind ‘em about my hatband. Nay, you shall see, we’ll be in fashion to a hair, and become all with probability. The most musty-visage critic shall not except against me.
 

LIEUTENANT
[arranging Follywit’s hair] Nay, I’ll give thee thy due behind thy back. Thou art as mad a piece of clay — 
 

FOLLYWIT
Clay! Dost call thy captain clay? Indeed, clay was made to stop holes, he says true. Did not I tell you rascals you should see a woman quickly made up?
 

ENSIGN
I’ll swear for’t, captain.
 

FOLLYWIT
Come, come, my mask and my chin-clout — come into th’ court.
 

LIEUTENANT
Nay, they were both i’th’ court long ago, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
Let me see, where shall I choose two or three for pimps now? But I cannot choose amiss amongst you all, that’s the best. Well, as I am a quean, you were best have a care of me and guard me sure. I give you warning beforehand, ’tis a monkey-tailed age.’ Life, you shall go nigh to have half a dozen blithe fellows surprise me cowardly, carry me away with a pair of oars, and put in at Putney!
 

LIEUTENANT
We should laugh at that, i’faith.
 

FOLLYWIT
Or shoot in upo’th’ coast of Kew!
 

LIEUTENANT
Two notable fit landing places for lechers, P and Q, Putney and Kew.
 

FOLLYWIT
Well, say you have fair warning on’t. The hair about the hat is as good as a flag upo’th’ pole at a common playhouse to waste company, and a chin-clout is of that powerful attraction, I can tell you, ‘twill draw more linen to’t.
 

LIEUTENANT
Fear not us, captain, there’s none here but can fight for a whore as well as some Inns o’ Court man.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, then, set forward, and as you scorn two-shilling brothel,
Twelve-penny panderism, and such base bribes,
Guard me from bonny scribs and bony scribes.
 

LIEUTENANT
Hang ‘em, pensions and allowances, fourpence halfpenny a meal, hang ‘em. Exeunt
 

Finit Actus Tertius
 




Act IV.
 

Enter in his chamber out of his study, Master
Penitent Brothel, a book in his hand, reading
 

PENITENT
Ha! Read that place again: ‘Adultery
Draws the divorce ‘twixt heaven and the soul.’
Accursed man that standst divorced from heaven,
Thou wretched unthrift that hast played away
Thy eternal portion at a minute’s game,
To please the flesh hast blotted out thy name.
Where were thy nobler meditations busied
That they durst trust this body with itself,
This natural drunkard that undoes us all
And makes our shame apparent in our fall?
Then let my blood pay for’t, and vex and boil;
My soul, I know, would never grieve to th’ death
The eternal spirit that feeds her with his breath.
Nay, I that knew the price of life and sin,
What crown is kept for continence, what for lust,
The end of man and glory of that end,
As endless as the giver,
To dote on weakness, slime, corruption, woman?
What is she, took asunder from her clothes?
Being ready, she consists of hundred pieces,
Much like your German clock, and near allied:
Both are so nice they cannot go for pride.
Beside a greater fault, but too well known,
They’ll strike to ten when they should stop at one.
Within these three days the next meeting’s fixed;
If I meet then, hell and my soul be mixed.
My lodging, I know constantly, she not knows.
Sin’s hate is the best gift that sin bestows.
I’ll ne’er embrace her more — never — bear witness, never.
 

Enter the Devil in [Wife’s] shape, claps him on the shoulder
 

SUCCUBUS
What? At a stand? The fitter for my company!
 

PENITENT
Celestial soldiers guard me!
 

SUCCUBUS
How now, man?
‘Las, did the quickness of my presence fright thee?
 

PENITENT
Shield me, you ministers of faith and grace!
 

SUCCUBUS
Leave, leave, are you not ashamed to use
Such words to a woman?
 

PENITENT
Thou’rt a devil.
 

SUCCUBUS
A devil?
Feel, feel, man: has a devil flesh and bone?
 

PENITENT
I do conjure thee by that dreadful power — 
 

SUCCUBUS
The man has a delight to make me tremble.
Are these the fruits of thy adventurous love?
Was I enticed for this? to be soon rejected?
Come, what has changed thee so, delight?
 

PENITENT
Away!
 

SUCCUBUS
Remember!
 

PENITENT
Leave my sight!
 

SUCCUBUS
Have I this meeting wrought with cunning
Which when I come I find thee shunning?
Rouse thy amorous thoughts and twine me,
All my interest I resign thee.
Shall we let slip this mutual hour
Comes so seldom in our power?
Where’s thy lip, thy clip, thy fadom?
Had women such loves, would’t not mad ‘em?
Art a man, or dost abuse one?
A love, and knowst not how to use one?
Come, I’ll teach thee — 
 

PENITENT
Do not follow!
 

SUCCUBUS
Once so firm and now so hollow?
When was place and season sweeter?
Thy bliss in sight and dar’st not meet her?
Where’s thy courage, youth and vigour?
Love’s best pleased when’t’s seized with rigour.
Seize me then with veins most cheerful;
Women love no flesh that’s fearful.
’Tis but a fit — come, drink’t away,
And dance and sing, and kiss and play.
[Dancing and singing] Fa le la le la fa le la le la la fa le la fa la le la le la.
 

PENITENT
Torment me not.
 

SUCCUBUS
Fa Ie la fa le la fa la la lo.
 

PENITENT
Fury!
 

SUCCUBUS
Fa le la fa le la fa la la lo.
 

PENITENT
Devil! I do conjure thee once again
By that soul-quaking thunder to depart,
And leave this chamber freed from thy damned art!
Succubus stamps and exit
It has prevailed! O my sin-shaking sinews!
What should I think? Jasper, why, Jasper!
[Enter Jasper]
 

JASPER
Sir, how now? What has disturbed you, sir?
 

PENITENT
A fit, a qualm — is Mistress Harebrain gone?
 

JASPER
Who, sir? Mistress Harebrain?
 

PENITENT
Is she gone, I say?
 

JASPER
Gone? Why, she was never here yet.
 

PENITENT
No?
 

JASPER
Why, no, sir.
 

PENITENT
Art sure on’t?
 

JASPER
Sure on’t? If I be sure I breathe and am myself.
 

PENITENT
I like it not. Where kept’st thou?
 

JASPER
I’th’ next room, sir.
 

PENITENT
Why, she struck by thee, man.
 

JASPER
You’d make one mad, sir. That a gentlewoman should steal by me and I not hear her? ‘Sfoot, one may hear the rustling of their burns almost an hour before we see ‘em.
 

PENITENT
I will be satisfied, although to hazard.
What though her husband meet me? I am honest.
When men’s intents are wicked, their guilt haunts ‘em;
But when they’re just, they’re armed, and nothing daunts ‘em.
[Exit]
 

JASPER
What strange humour call you this? He dreams of women and both his eyes broad open! Exit
 

Enter at one door Sir Bounteous Progress, at another Gunwater
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, how now, Master Gunwater? What’s the news with your haste?
 

GUNWATER
I have a thing to tell your worship — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, prithee tell me, speak, man.
 

GUNWATER
Your worship shall pardon me, I have better bringing up than so.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
How, sir?
 

GUNWATER
’Tis a thing made fit for your ear, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, O, O, cry you mercy, now I begin to taste you. Is she come?
 

GUNWATER
She’s come, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Recovered, well and sound again?
 

GUNWATER
That’s to be feared, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, sir?
 

GUNWATER
She wears a linen cloth about her jaw.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ha, ha, haw! Why, that’s the fashion, you whoreson Gunwater.
 

GUNWATER
The fashion, sir? Live I so long time to see that a fashion,
Which rather was an emblem of dispraise.
It was suspected much in Monsieur’s days.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, ay, in those days, that was a queasy time. Our age is better hardened now, and put oftener in the lire. We are tried what we are. Tut, the pox is as natural now as an ague in the springtime. We seldom take physic without it. Here, take this key. You know what duties belong to’t. Go, give order for a cullis, let there be a good fire made i’th’ matted chamber, do you hear, sir?
 

GUNWATER
I know my office, sir. Exit
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
An old man’s venery is very chargeable, my masters: there’s much cookery belongs to’t. Exit
 

Enter Gunwater [wearing his gold chain] with
Follywit in Courtesan’s disguise and masked
 

GUNWATER
Come, lady, you know where you are now?
 

FOLLYWIT
Yes, good Master Gunwater.
 

GUNWATER
This is the old closet, you know.
 

FOLLYWIT
I remember it well, sir.
 

GUNWATER
There stands a casket. I would my yearly revenue were but worth the wealth that’s locked in’t, lady, yet I have fifty pound a year, wench.
 

FOLLYWIT
Beside your apparel, sir?
 

GUNWATER
Yes, faith, have I.
 

FOLLYWIT
But then you reckon your chain, sir.
 

GUNWATER
No, by my troth do I not, neither. Faith, an you consider me rightly, sweet lady, you might admit a choice gentleman into your service.
 

FOLLYWIT
O pray, away, sir!
 

GUNWATER
Pusha! Come, come, you do but hinder your fortunes, i’faith. I have the command of all the house, I can tell you. [Groping Follywit] Nothing comes into th’ kitchen but comes through my hands.
 

FOLLYWIT
Pray do not handle me, sir.
 

GUNWATER
Faith, you’re too nice, lady, and as for my secrecy, you know I have vowed it often to you.
 

FOLLYWIT
Vowed it? No, no, you men are fickle.
 

GUNWATER
Fickle? ‘Sfoot bind me, lady — 
 

FOLLYWIT
[grasping his gold chain] Why, I bind you by virtue of this chain to meet me tomorrow at the Flowerde-luce yonder, between nine and ten.
 

GUNWATER
And if I do not, lady, let me lose it, thy love and my best fortunes!
 

FOLLYWIT
[taking chain] Why, now I’ll try you, go to.
 

GUNWATER
Farewell, sweet lady. Kisses her. Exit
 

FOLLYWIT
Welcome, sweet coxcomb! By my faith, a good induction. I perceive by his overworn phrase and his action toward the middle region still, there has been some saucy nibbling motion, and no doubt the cunning quean waited but for her prey, and I think ’tis better bestowed upon me for his soul’s health — and his body’s too. I’ll teach the slave to be so bold yet, as once to offer to vault into his master’s saddle, i’faith. Now, casket, by your leave, I have seen your outside oft, but that’s no proof. Some have fair outsides that are nothing worth. [Breaking casket open] Ha! Now by my faith, a gentlewoman of very good parts: diamond, ruby, sapphire, onyx cum prole silexque. If I do not wonder how the quean ‘scaped tempting, I’m an hermaphrodite.
Sure she could lack nothing but the devil to point to’t, and I wonder that he should be missing. Well, ’tis better as it is: this is the fruit of old grunting venery.
Grandsire, you may thank your drab for this. O fie, in your crinkling days, grandsire, keep a courtesan to hinder your grandchild. ’Tis against nature, i’faith, and
I hope you’ll be weary on’t. Now to my villains that lurk close below.
Who keeps a harlot, tell him this from me: He needs nor thief, disease, nor enemy.
Exit [with jewels]
 

Enter Sir Bounteous
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah sirrah, methink I feel myself well toasted, bumbasted, rubbed and refreshed. But i’faith,
I cannot forget to think how soon sickness has altered her to my taste. I gave her a kiss at bottom o’th’ stairs, and by th’ mass, methought her breath had much ado to be sweet, like a thing compounded methought of wine, beer and tobacco. I smelt much pudding in’t. It may be but my fancy or her physic; For this I know, her health gave such content, The fault rests in her sickness or my scent.
[Looking for Courtesan] How dost thou now, sweet girl, what, well recovered?
Sickness quite gone, ha? Speak, ha? Wench! Frank Gullman!
[Finding open casket] Why, body of me, what’s here? My casket wide open, broke open, my jewels stolen! Why,
Gunwater!
 

GUNWATER
[within] Anon, anon, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come hither, Gunwater.
 

GUNWATER
[within] That were small manners, sir, i’faith.
I’ll find a time anon. Your worship’s busy yet.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, Gunwater!
 

GUNWATER
[within] Foh, nay then, you’ll make me blush, i’faith, sir.
[Enter Gunwater]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Where’s this creature?
 

GUNWATER
What creature is’t you’d have, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The worst that ever breathes.
 

GUNWATER
That’s a wild boar, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
That’s a vild whore, sir. Where didst thou leave her, rascal?
 

GUNWATER
Who? Your recreation, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
My execration, sir.
 

GUNWATER
Where I was wont, in your worship’s closet.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A pox engross her, it appears too true.
See you this casket, sir?
 

GUNWATER
My chain, my chain, my chain, my one and only chain!
Exit
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Thou runst to much purpose now, Gunwater, yea?
Is not a quean enough to answer for
But she must join a thief to’t? A thieving quean!
Nay, I have done with her, i’faith.
’Tis a sign she’s been sick o’ late, for she’s a great deal worse than she was.
By my troth, I would have pawned my life upon’t, did she want anything?
Was she not supplied?
Nay, and liberally, for that’s an old man’s sin:
We’ll feast our lechery though we starve our kin.
Is not my name Sir Bounteous, am I not expressed there?
Ah, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, but I perceive
Though she have never so complete a friend,
A strumpet’s love will have a waft i’th’ end
And distaste the vessel. I can hardly bear this.
But say I should complain, perhaps she has pawned ‘em — 
‘Sfoot, the judges will but laugh at it, and bid her borrow more money of ‘em, make the old fellow pay for’s lechery: that’s all the ‘mends I get. I have seen the same case tried at Newbury the last ‘sizes.
Well, things must slip and sleep. I will dissemble it
Because my credit shall not lose her lustre.
But whilst I live, I’ll neither love nor trust her.
I ha’ done, I ha’ done, I ha’ done with her i’faith!
Exit
Master Penitent Brothel knocking within; enter a
Servus | Rafe]
 

RAFE
Who’s that knocks?
 

PENITENT
[within] A friend.
[Enter Penitent]
 

RAFE
What’s your will, sir?
 

PENITENT
Is Master Harebrain at home?
 

RAFE
No, newly gone from it, sir.
 

PENITENT
Where’s the gentlewoman his wife?
 

RAFE
My mistress is within, sir.
 

PENITENT
When came she in, I pray?
 

RAFE
Who, my mistress? She was not out these two days, to my knowledge.
 

PENITENT
NO? Trust me, I’d thought I’d seen her. I would request a word with her.
 

RAPE
I’ll tell her, sir. [Exit]
 

PENITENT
I thank you. — It likes me worse and worse.
 

Enter [Wife]
 

WIFE
Why, how now, sir. ’Twas desperately adventured.
I little looked for you until the morrow.
 

PENITENT
No? Why, what made you at my chamber then even now?
 

WIFE
I at your chamber?
 

PENITENT
Puh, dissemble not,
Come, come, you were there.
 

WIFE
By my life you wrong me, sir.
 

PENITENT
What?
 

WIFE
First, you’re not ignorant what watch keeps o’er me,
And for your chamber, as I live I know’t not.
 

PENITENT
[strikes himself]
Burst into sorrow then and griefs extremes
Whilst I beat on this flesh!
 

WIFE
What is’t disturbs you, sir?
 

PENITENT
Then was the devil in your likeness there.
 

WIFE
Ha?
 

PENITENT
The very devil assumed thee formally:
That face, that voice, that gesture, that attire
E’en as it sits on thee, not a pleat altered,
That beaver band, the colour of that periwig,
The farthingale above the navel, all
As if the fashion were his own invention.
 

WIFE
Mercy defend me.
 

PENITENT
To beguile me more,
The cunning succubus told me that meeting
Was wrought o’ purpose by much wit and art,
Wept to me, laid my vows before me, urged me,
Gave me the private marks of all our love,
Wooed me in wanton and effeminate rhymes,
And sung and danced about me like a fairy.
And had not worthier cogitations blest me,
Thy form and his enchantments had possessed me.
 

WIFE
What shall become of me? My own thoughts doom me.
 

PENITENT
Be honest: then the devil will ne’er assume thee.
He has no pleasure in that shape to abide
Where these two sisters reign not, lust or pride.
He as much trembles at a constant mind
As looser flesh at him. Be not dismayed:
Spring souls for joy, his policies are betrayed.
Forgive me, Mistress Harebrain, on whose soul
The guilt hangs double,
My lust and thy enticement: both I challenge
And therefore of due vengeance it appeared
To none but me to whom both sins inhered.
What knows the lecher when he clips his whore
Whether it be the devil his parts adore?
They’re both so like that, in our natural sense,
I could discern no change nor difference.
No marvel then times should so stretch and turn:
None for religion, all for pleasure burn.
Hot zeal into hot lust is now transformed,
Grace into painting, charity into clothes,
Faith into false hair, and put off as often.
There’s nothing but our virtue knows a mean.
He that kept open house now keeps a quean.
He will keep open still that he commends,
And there he keeps a table for his friends;
And she consumes more than his sire could hoard,
Being more common than his house or board.
 

Enter Harebrain [apart]
Live honest and live happy, keep thy vows:
She’s part a virgin whom but one man knows.
Embrace thy husband, and beside him none:
Having but one heart, give it but to one.
 

WIFE
[kneeling and weeping]
I vow it on my knees with tears true bred:
No man shall ever wrong my husband’s bed.
 

PENITENT
Rise, I’m thy friend forever.
[She rises]
 

HAREBRAIN
[coming to them] And I thine
Forever and ever. Let me embrace thee, sir,
Whom I will love even next unto my soul,
And that’s my wife.
Two dear rare gems this hour presents me with,
A wife that’s modest and a friend that’s right.
Idle suspect and fear, now take your flight.
 

PENITENT
A happy inward peace crown both your joys.
 

HAREBRAIN
Thanks above utterance to you.
[Enter Rafe]
Now, the news?
 

RAPE
Sir Bounteous Progress, sir,
Invites you and my mistress to a feast
On Tuesday next. His man attends without.
 

HAREBRAIN
Return both with our willingness and thanks.
[Exit Rafe]
I will entreat you, sir, to be my guest.
 

PENITENT
Who, I, sir?
 

HAREBRAIN
Faith, you shall.
 

PENITENT
Well, I’ll break strife.
 

HAREBRAIN
A friend’s so rare, I’ll sooner part from life. [Exeunt]
Enter Follywit, the Courtesan striving from him
 

FOLLYWIT
What, so coy, so strict? Come, come.
 

COURTESAN
Pray change your opinion, sir, I am not for that use.
 

FOLLYWIT
Will you but hear me?
 

COURTESAN
I shall hear that I would not. Exit
 

FOLLYWIT
‘Sfoot, this is strange. I’ve seldom seen a wench stand upon stricter points.’ Life, she will not endure to be courted. Does she e’er think to prosper? I’ll ne’er believe that tree can bring forth fruit that never bears a blossom. Courtship’s a blossom and often brings forth fruit in forty weeks. ‘Twere a mad part in me now to turn over. If ever there were any hope on’t, ’tis at this instant. Shall I be madder now than ever I have been?
I’m in the way, i’faith.
Man’s never at high height of madness full
Until he love and prove a woman’s gull.
I do protest in earnest, I ne’er knew
At which end to begin to affect a woman
Till this bewitching minute. I ne’er saw
Face worth my object till mine eye met hers.
I should laugh an I were caught, i’faith.
I’ll see her again, that’s certain, whate’er comes on’t.
 

Enter the Mother
By your favour, lady.
 

MOTHER
You’re welcome, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
Know you the young gentlewoman that went in lately?
 

MOTHER
I have best cause to know her. I’m her mother, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
O, in good time. I like the gentlewoman well, a pretty, contrived beauty.
 

MOTHER
Ay, nature has done her part, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
But she has one uncomely quality.
 

MOTHER
What’s that, sir?
 

FOLLYWIT
‘Sfoot, she’s afraid of a man.
 

MOTHER
Alas, impute that to her bashful spirit. She’s fearful of her honour.
 

FOLLYWIT
Of her honour? ‘Slid, I’m sure I cannot get her maidenhead with breathing upon her, nor can she lose her honour in her tongue.
 

MOTHER
True, and I have often told her so, but what would you have of a foolish virgin, sir, a wilful virgin? I tell you, sir, I need not have been in that solitary estate that I am, had she had grace and boldness to have put herself forward. Always timorsome, always backward, ah, that same peevish honour of hers has undone her and me both, good gentleman. The suitors, the jewels, the jointures that has been offered her — we had been made women forever! But what was her fashion? She could not endure the sight of a man, forsooth, but run and hole herself presently, so choice of her honour. I am persuaded, whene’er she has husband,
Their faiths and their affections? With you none,
Or at most few, whose tongues and minds are one.
Repent you now of your opinion past.
Men love as purely as you can be chaste.
To her yourself, sir: the way’s broke before you,
You have the easier passage.
 

FOLLYWIT
Fear not, come,
Erect thy happy graces in thy look.
I am no curious wooer, but in faith
I love thee honourably.
 

COURTESAN
How mean you that, sir?
 

FOLLYWIT
‘Sfoot, as one loves a woman for a wife.
 

MOTHER
Has the gentleman answered you, trow?
 

FOLLYWIT
I do confess it truly to you both,
My estate is yet but sickly, but I’ve a grandsire
Will make me lord of thousands at his death.
 

MOTHER
I know your grandsire well. [Aside] She knows him better.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why then, you know no fiction. My state then
Will be a long day’s journey ‘bove the waste, wench.
 

MOTHER
Nay, daughter, he says true.
 

FOLLYWIT
And thou shalt often measure it in thy coach,
And with the wheels’ track make a girdle for’t.
 

MOTHER
Ah, ‘twill be a merry journey.
 

FOLLYWIT
What, is’t a match? If’t be, clap hands and lips.
[He kisses Courtesan]
 

MOTHER
’Tis done, there’s witness on’t.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why then, mother, I salute you.
[He kisses Mother]
 

MOTHER
Thanks, sweet son.
[Taking Follywit aside] Son Follywit, come hither. If I might counsel thee, we’ll e’en take her while the good mood’s upon her. Send for a priest, and clap’t up within this hour.
 

FOLLYWIT
By my troth, agreed, mother.
 

MOTHER
Nor does her wealth consist all in her flesh,
Though beauty be enough wealth for a woman.
She brings a dowry of three hundred pound with her.
 

FOLLYWIT
‘Sfoot, that will serve till my grandsire dies.
I warrant you, he’ll drop away at fall o’th’ leaf. If ever he reach to All Hollantide, I’ll be hanged.
 

MOTHER
O yes, son, he’s a lusty old gentleman.
 

FOLLYWIT
Ah pox, he’s given to women; he keeps a quean at this present.
 

MOTHER
Fie!
 

FOLLYWIT
DO not tell my wife on’t.
 

MOTHER
That were needless, i’faith.
 

FOLLYWIT
He makes a great feast upon the ‘leventh of this month, Tuesday next, and you shall see players there. — 
[Aside] I have one trick more to put upon him. — My wife and yourself shall go thither before as my guests and prove his entertainment. I’ll meet you there at night.
The jest will be here: that feast which he makes will, unknown to him, serve fitly for our wedding dinner. We shall be royally furnished, and geld some charges by’t.
 

MOTHER
An excellent course, i’faith, and a thrifty. Why, son, methinks you begin to thrive before you’re married.
 

FOLLYWIT
[to Courtesan]
We shall thrive one day, wench, and clip enough:
Between our hopes there’s but a grandsire’s puff.
Exit
 

MOTHER
So, girl, here was a bird well caught.
 

COURTESAN
If ever, here.
But what for’s grandsire. ‘Twill scarce please him well.
 

MOTHER
Who covets fruit ne’er cares from whence it fell.
Thou’st wedded youth and strength, and wealth will fall.
Last, thou’rt made honest.
 

COURTESAN
And that’s worth ‘em all.
Exeunt
Emit Actus Ouartus
 




Act V.
 

Enter busily Sir Bounteous Progress
[with Gunwater, Servants] for the feast
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Have a care, bluecoats. Bestir yourself,
Master Gunwater, cast an eye into th’ kitchen, o’erlook the knaves a little. [Exit Gunwater]
Every Jack has his friend today — this cousin and that cousin puts in for a dish of meat — a man knows not till he make a feast how many varlets he feeds.
Acquaintances swarm in every comer, like flies at
Bartholomewtide that come up with drovers.’Sfoot, I think they smell my kitchen seven mile about.
[Enter Master Shortrod Harebrain, Wife, and
Master Penitent Brothel]
Master Shortrod and his sweet bedfellow, you’re very copiously welcome.
 

HAREBRAIN
[presenting Penitent] Sir, here’s an especial dear friend of ours. We were bold to make his way to your table.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Thanks for that boldness ever, good Master
Shortrod. Is this your friend, sir?
 

HAREBRAIN
Both my wife’s friend and mine, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why then compendiously, sir, you’re welcome.
 

PENITENT
In octavo I thank you, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Excellently retorted, i’faith, he’s welcome for’s wit. I have my sorts of salutes and know how to place ‘em courtly. Walk in, sweet gentlemen, walk in. There’s a good fire i’th’ hall. You shall have my sweet company instantly.
 

HAREBRAIN
Ay, good Sir Bounteous.
[Exeunt the Harebrains and Penitent]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
You shall indeed, gentlemen.
 

Enter Servus
[clumsily]
How now, what news brings thee in stumbling now?
 

SERVUS
There are certain players come to town, sir, and desire to interlude before your worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Players? By the mass, they are welcome, they’ll grace my entertainment well. But for ‘certain’ players, there thou best, boy. They were never more uncertain in their lives, now up and now down. They know not when to play, where to play, nor what to play: not when to play for fearful fools, where to play for Puritan fools, nor what to play for critical fools. Go call ‘em in. [Exit Servant]
How fitly the whoresons come upo’th’ feast. Troth, I was e’en wishing for ‘em.
[Re-enter Servant with Follywit, Lieutenant, and their comrades disguised as players]
O welcome, welcome, my friends.
 

FOLLYWIT
The month of May delights not in her flowers
More than we joy in that sweet sight of yours.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Well acted, o’ my credit. I perceive he’s your best actor.
 

LIEUTENANT
He has greatest share, sir, and may live of himself, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[to Follywit, who is removing his hat] What, what? Put on your hat, sir, pray put on. Go to, wealth must be respected; let those that have least feathers stand bare. And whose men are you, I pray? Nay, keep on your hat still.
 

FOLLYWIT
We serve my Lord Owemuch, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
My Lord Owemuch, by my troth, the welcomest men alive! Give me all your hands at once. That honourable gentleman? He lay at my house in a robbery once and took all quietly, went away cheerfully. I made a very good feast for him. I never saw a man of honour bear things bravelier away. Serve my Lord Owemuch? Welcome, i’faith. [To servant] Some bastard for my lord’s players! [Exit Servant] Where be your boys?
 

FOLLYWIT
They come along with the wagon, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Good, good. And which is your politician amongst you? Now, i’faith, he that works out restraints, makes best legs at court, and has a suit made of purpose for the company’s business, which is he? Come, be not afraid of him.
 

FOLLYWIT
I am he, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Art thou he? Give me thy hand. Hark in thine ear, thou rollest too fast to gather so much moss as thy fellow there — champ upon that, ah! And what play shall we have, my masters?
 

FOLLYWIT
A pleasant witty comedy, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, ay, ay, a comedy in any case, that I and my guests may laugh a little. What’s the name on’t?
 

FOLLYWIT
’Tis called The Slip.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The Slip? By my troth, a pretty name and a glib one. Go all and slip into’t, as fast as you can. [To Servant] Cover a table for the players. [Exit Servant]
First take heed of a lurcher: he cuts deep, he will eat up all from you. [Calling off] Some sherry for my lord’s players there! Sirrah, why this will be a true feast, a right Mitre supper, a play and all.
[Exeunt Follywit and his comrades]
More lights!
 

Enter Mother and Courtesan
I called for light — here come in two are light enough for a whole house, i’faith. Dare the thief look me i’th’ face? O impudent times! Go to, dissemble it.
 

MOTHER
Bless you, Sir Bounteous.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O welcome, welcome, thief, quean, and bawd, welcome all three.
 

MOTHER
Nay, here’s but two on’s, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[indicating Courtesan] O’ my troth, I took her for a couple. I’d have sworn there had been two faces there.
 

MOTHER
Not all under one hood, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Yes, faith, would I, to see mine eyes bear double.
 

MOTHER
I’ll make it hold, sir, my daughter is a couple.
She was married yesterday.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Buz.
 

MOTHER
Nay, to no buzzard neither; a right hawk
Whene’er you know him.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Away, he cannot be but a rascal.
Walk in, walk in, bold guests that come unsent for.
[Exit Mother]
a brooch and giving it] Here, here, here, make this jewel serve for once.
 

FOLLYWIT
O, this will serve, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
What, have you all now?
 

FOLLYWIT
All now, sir — only Time is brought i’th’ middle of the play, and I would desire your worship’s watch for Time.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
My watch? With all my heart, only give
Time a charge that he be not fiddling with it.
[Giving watch]
 

FOLLYWIT
You shall ne’er see that, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Well, now you are furnished, sir, make haste away. [Exit]
 

FOLLYWIT
E’en as fast as I can, sir. — I’ll set my fellows going first. They must have time and leisure or they’re dull else. I’ll stay and speak a prologue, yet o’ertake them. I cannot have conscience, i’faith, to go away and speak ne’er a word to ‘em. My grandsire has given me three shares here. Sure I’ll do somewhat for ‘em. Exit
 

Enter Sir Bounteous and all the guests
[Harebrain,
Wife, Penitent, Courtesan, Mother, and Servants]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
More lights, more stools, sit, sit, the play begins.
[Servants provide candles and stools. The guests sit]
 

HAREBRAIN
Have you players here, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
We have ‘em for you, sir, fine nimble comedians, proper actors most of them.
 

PENITENT
Whose men, I pray you, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, there’s their credit, sir. They serve an honourable popular gentleman, yclept my Lord Owemuch.
 

HAREBRAIN
My Lord Owemuch? He was in Ireland lately.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, you ne’er knew any of the name but were great travellers.
 

HAREBRAIN
How is the comedy called, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Marry, sir, The Slip.
 

HAREBRAIN
The Slip?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, and here the Prologue begins to slip in upon’s.
 

HAREBRAIN
’Tis so, indeed, Sir Bounteous.
 

Enter for a Prologue, Follywit
Prologue
 

FOLLYWIT
We sing of wandering knights, what them betide
Who nor in one place nor one shape abide.
They’re here now, and anon no scouts can reach ‘em,
Being every man well horsed like a bold Beacham.
The play which we present no fault shall meet
But one: you’ll say ’tis short, we’ll say ’tis sweet.
’Tis given much to dumbshows, which some praise,
And like the Term delights much in delays.
So to conclude and give the name her due,
The play being called The Slip, I vanish too. Exit
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Excellently well acted and a nimble conceit.
 

HAREBRAIN
The Prologue’s pretty, i’faith.
 

PENITENT
And went off well.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, that’s the grace of all, when they go away well, ah.
 

COURTESAN
[aside] O’ my troth, an I were not married, I could find in my heart to fall in love with that player now, and send for him to a supper. I know some i’th’ town that have done as much, and there took such a good conceit of their parts into th’ twopenny room, that the actors have been found i’th’ morning in a less compass than their stage, though ‘twere ne’er so full of gentlemen.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
But, passion of me, where be these knaves?
Will they not come away? Methinks they stay very long.
 

PENITENT
O, you must bear a little, sir, they have many shifts to run into.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
‘Shifts’ call you ‘em? They’re horrible long things.
Follywit returns in a fury
[with the chain]
 

FOLLYWIT
[aside] A pox of such fortune, the plot’s betrayed!
All will come out. Yonder they come taken upon suspicion and brought back by a constable. I was accurst to hold society with such coxcombs. What’s to be done? f shall be shamed forever, my wife here and all. Ah, pox — by light, happily thought upon, the chain! Invention, stick to me this once, and fail me ever hereafter. So, so — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
‘Life, I say, where be these players? O, are you come? Troth, it’s time, I was e’en sending for you.
 

HAREBRAIN
How moodily he walks. What plays he, trow?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A Justice, upon my credit. I know by the chain there.
 

FOLLYWIT
[improvising as a Justice]
Unfortunate Justice!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, ah, ah — 
 

FOLLYWIT
In thy kin unfortunate.
Here comes thy nephew now upon suspicion,
Brought by a constable before thee, his vile associates with him,
But so disguised none knows him but myself.
Twice have I set him free from officers’ fangs,
And for his sake his fellows. Let him look to’t.
My conscience will permit but one wink more.
[He sits]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Yea, shall we take justice winking?
 

FOLLYWIT
For this time,
I have bethought a means to work thy freedom,
Though hazarding myself. Should the law seize him,
Being kin to me, ’twould blemish much my name.
No, I’d rather lean to danger than to shame.
 

Enter Constable with [neighbours, bringing in
Lieutenant, Ensign and others of Follywit’s comrades]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A very explete Justice.
 

CONSTABLE
[to neighbours] Thank you good neighbours, let me alone with ‘em now. [Exeunt neighbours]
 

LIEUTENANT
[noticing Follywit]’Sfoot, who’s yonder?
 

ENSIGN
Dare he sit there?
 

THIRD COMRADE Follywit!
 

FOURTH COMRADE Captain! Puh!
 

FOLLYWIT
[as Justice] How now, Constable, what news with thee?
 

CONSTABLE
[to Sir Bounteous] May it please your worship, sir, here are a company of auspicious fellows.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
To me? Puh — turn to the Justice, you whoreson hobby-horse. [To guests] This is some new player now. They put all their fools to the constable’s part still.
 

FOLLYWIT
What’s the matter, Constable, what’s the matter?
 

CONSTABLE
[to Follywit] I have nothing to say to your worship. [To Sir Bounteous] They were all riding a horseback, an’t please your worship.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Yet again? A pox of all asses still, they could not ride afoot unless ‘twere in a bawdy-house.
 

CONSTABLE
The ostler told me they were all unstable fellows, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, sure, the fellow’s drunk.
 

LIEUTENANT
[as the Justice’s Nephew] We spied that weakness in him long ago, sir. Your worship must bear with him, the man’s much o’erseen. Only in respect of his office we obeyed him, both to appear conformable to law and clear of all offence, for I protest, sir, he found us but a-horseback.
 

FOLLYWIT
What, he did?
 

LIEUTENANT
As I have a soul, that’s all, and all he can lay to us.
 

CONSTABLE
I’faith, you were not all riding away then?
 

LIEUTENANT
‘Sfoot, being a-horseback, sir, that must needs follow.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, true, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Well said, Justice. [To guests] He helps his kinsman well.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, sirrah, do you use to bring gentlemen before us for riding away? What, will you have ‘em stand still when they’re up, like Smug upo’th’ white horse yonder? Are your wits steeped? I’ll make you an example for all dizzy constables, how they abuse justice.
[Rising]
Here, bind him to this chair.
 

CONSTABLE
Ha, bind him? Ho!
 

FOLLYWIT
If you want cords, use garters.
 

CONSTABLE
Help, help, gentlemen!
 

LIEUTENANT
[binding Constable to chair] As fast as we can, sir.
 

CONSTABLE
Thieves, thieves!
 

FOLLYWIT
A gag will help all this. Keep less noise, you knave.
 

CONSTABLE
O help, rescue the Constable! O, O!
[They gag him]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
HO, ho, ho ho!
 

FOLLYWIT
Why la, you, who lets you now?
You may ride quietly. I’ll see you to
Take horse myself. I have nothing else to do.
Exit [with Lieutenant, Ensign, and comrades]
 

CONSTABLE
[tries to talk through gag] O, O, O!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ha, ha, ha! By my troth, the maddest piece of justice that ever was committed.
 

HAREBRAIN
I’ll be sworn for the madness on’t, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I am deceived if this prove not a merry comedy and a witty.
 

PENITENT
Alas, poor Constable, his mouth’s open and ne’er a wise word.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Faith, he speaks now e’en as many as he has done: he seems wisest when he gapes and says nothing. Ha, ha, he turns and tells his tale to me like an ass. What have I to do with their riding away? They may ride for me, thou whoreson coxcomb, thou. Nay, thou art well enough served, i’faith.
 

PENITENT
But what follows all this while, sir? Methinks some should pass by before this time and pity the Constable.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
By th’ mass, and you say true, sir. [To Servant] Go, sirrah, step in. I think they have forgot themselves. Call the knaves away. They’re in a wood, I believe. [Exit Servant]
 

CONSTABLE
Ay, ay, ay.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Hark, the Constable says, ‘Ay, they’re in a wood’, — ha, ha!
 

HAREBRAIN
He thinks long of the time, Sir Bounteous.
[Enter Servant]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
HOW now? When come they?
 

SERVANT
Alas, an’t please your worship, there’s not one of them to be found, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
HOW?
 

HAREBRAIN
What says the fellow?
 

SERVANT
Neither horse nor man, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Body of me, thou liest.
 

SERVANT
Not a hair of either, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
How now, Sir Bounteous?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Cheated and defeated! Ungag that rascal!
I’ll hang him for’s fellows. I’ll make him bring ‘em out.
[Servant ungags Constable]
 

CONSTABLE
Did not I tell your worship this before, brought ‘em before you for suspected persons, stayed ‘em at town’s end upon warning given, made signs that my very jawbone aches? Your worship would not hear me, called me ass (saving your worship’s presence), laughed at me.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ha?
 

HAREBRAIN
I begin to taste it.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Give me leave, give me leave. Why, art not thou the Constable i’th’ comedy?
 

CONSTABLE
I’th’ comedy? Why, I am the Constable i’th’ commonwealth, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I am gulled, i’faith, I am gulled. When wast thou chose?
 

CONSTABLE
On Thursday last, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A pox go with’t, there’t goes.
 

PENITENT
I seldom heard jest match it.
 

HAREBRAIN
Nor I, i’faith.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Gentlemen, shall I entreat a courtesy?
 

HAREBRAIN
What is’t, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Do not laugh at me seven year hence.
 

PENITENT
We should betray and laugh at our own folly then, for of my troth none here but was deceived in’t.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Faith, that’s some comfort yet. Ha, ha, it was featly carried! Troth, I commend their wits! Before our faces, make us asses while we sit still and only laugh at ourselves.
 

PENITENT
Faith, they were some counterfeit rogues, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why, they confess so much themselves. They said they’d play The Slip. They should be men of their words. I hope the Justice will have more conscience, i’faith, than to carry away a chain of a hundred mark of that fashion.
 

HAREBRAIN
What, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ay, by my troth, sir, besides a jewel, and a jewel’s fellow, a good fair watch that hung about my neck, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
‘Sfoot, what did you mean, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Methinks my Lord Owemuch’s players should not scorn me so, i’faith. They will come and bring all again, I know. Push! They will, i’faith, but a jest, certainly.
 

Enter Follywit in his own shape, and all the rest
[Lieutenant, Ensign, and comrades]
 

FOLLYWIT
[kneels] Pray, grandsire, give me your blessing.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Who? Son Follywit?
 

FOLLYWIT
[aside] This shows like kneeling after the play, I praying for my Lord Owemuch and his good countess, our honourable lady and mistress.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Rise richer by a blessing — thou art welcome.
 

FOLLYWIT
Thanks, good grandsire.
[He rises and presents comrades]
I was bold to bring those gentlemen, my friends.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
They’re all welcome. Salute you that side, and I’ll welcome this side.
[He greets Follywit’s comrades while Follywit greets Sir Bounteous’s guests]
Sir, to begin with you. [Greeting Lieutenant]
 

HAREBRAIN
Master Follywit. [Greeting him]
 

FOLLYWIT
I am glad ’tis our fortune so happily to meet, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Nay, then, you know me not, sir.
[Greeting Ensign]
 

FOLLYWIT
Sweet Mistress Harebrain. [Greeting her]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
You cannot be too bold, sir.
[Greeting another comrade]
 

FOLLYWIT
[aside to Courtesan] Our marriage known?
 

COURTESAN
[aside to him] Not a word yet.
 

FOLLYWIT
[aside to her] The better.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Faith, son, would you had come sooner with these gentlemen.
 

FOLLYWIT
Why, grandsire?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
We had a play here.
 

FOLLYWIT
A play, sir? No.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Yes, faith. A pox o’th’ author!
 

FOLLYWIT
Bless us all! Why, were they such vile ones, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I am sure, villainous ones, sir.
 

FOLLYWIT
Some raw simple fools.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Nay, by th’ mass, these were enough for thievish knaves.
 

FOLLYWIT
What, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Which way came you, gentlemen? You could not choose but meet ‘em.
 

FOLLYWIT
We met a company with hampers after ‘em.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
O, those were they, those were they! A pox hamper ‘em!
 

FOLLYWIT
Bless us all again!
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
They have hampered me finely, sirrah.
 

FOLLYWIT HOW, sir?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
HOW, sir? I lent the rascals properties to furnish out their play, a chain, a jewel, and a watch, and they watched out their time and rid quite away with them.
 

FOLLYWIT
Are they such creatures?
[The watch rings in Follywit’s pocket]
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Hark, hark, gentlemen, by this light, the watch rings alarum in his pocket! There’s my watch come again, or the very cousin-german to’t.
[He confronts Follywit and the comrades]
Whose is’t, whose is’t? By th’ mass, ’tis he. Hast thou one, son? Prithee bestow it upon thy grandsire.
[Searching Follywit] I now look for mine again, i’faith.
Nay, come with a good will or not at all! I’ll give thee a better thing. [Groping in his pocket] A piece, a piece, gentlemen!
 

HAREBRAIN
Great or small?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
[Pulling out the stolen articles] At once I have drawn chain, jewel, watch, and all!
 

PENITENT
By my faith, you have a fortunate hand, sir.
 

HAREBRAIN
Nay, all to come at once.
 

LIEUTENANT
A vengeance of this foolery!
 

FOLLYWIT
Have I ‘scaped the Constable to be brought in by the watch?
 

COURTESAN
O destiny! Have I married a thief, mother?
 

MOTHER
Comfort thyself. Thou art beforehand with him, daughter.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Why son, why gentlemen, how long have you been my Lord Owemuch his servants, i’faith?
 

FOLLYWIT
Faith, grandsire, shall I be true to you?
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
I think ’tis time. Thou’st been a thief already.
 

FOLLYWIT
I, knowing the day of your feast and the natural inclination you have to pleasure and pastime, presumed upon your patience for a jest, as well to prolong your days as — 
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Whoop, why then, you took my chain along with you to prolong my days, did you?
 

FOLLYWIT
Not so neither, sir, and that you may be seriously assured of my hereafter stableness of life, I have took another course.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
What?
 

FOLLYWIT
Took a wife.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
A wife? ‘Sfoot, what is she for a fool would marry thee, a madman? When was the wedding kept in Bedlam?
 

FOLLYWIT
She’s both a gentlewoman and a virgin.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Stop there, stop there! Would I might see her!
 

FOLLYWIT
[indicating Courtesan] You have your wish. She’s here.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Ah, ha, ha, ha! This makes amends for all.
 

FOLLYWIT
How now?
 

LIEUTENANT
Captain, do you hear? Is she your wife in earnest?
 

FOLLYWIT
How then?
 

LIEUTENANT
Nothing but pity you, sir.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS Speak, son, is’t true?
Can you gull us and let a quean gull you?
 

FOLLYWIT
Ha!
 

COURTESAN
What I have been is past. Be that forgiven,
And have a soul true both to thee and heaven.
 

FOLLYWIT
Is’t come about? Tricks are repaid, I see.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
The best is, sirrah, you pledge none but me.
And since I drink the top, take her and hark,
I spice the bottom with a thousand mark.
 

FOLLYWIT
By my troth, she is as good a cup of nectar as any bachelor needs to sip at.
Tut, give me gold, it makes amends for vice.
Maids without coin are caudles without spice.
 

SIR BOUNTEOUS
Come, gentlemen, to th’ feast, let not time waste.
We have pleased our ear, now let us please our taste.
Who lives by cunning, mark it, his fate’s cast:
When he has gulled all, then is himself the last.
Exeunt
 

Finis
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Scene I.
 

A house in Yorkshire
 

Enter Oliver and Ralph, two serving-men.
 

OLIVER
Sirrah Ralph, my young mistress is in such a pitiful, passionate humour for the long absence of her love.
 

RALPH
Why, can you blame her? Why, apples hanging longer on the tree then when they are ripe [make] so many fallings. Viz, mad wenches, because they are not gathered in time, are fain to drop of themselves, and then ’tis common, you know, for every man to take ‘em up.
 

OLIVER
Mass, thou sayest true, ’tis common indeed. But, sirrah, is neither our young master returned, nor our fellow Sam come from London?
 

RALPH
Neither of either, as the puritan bawd says. [Noise within] ‘Slid, I hear Sam; Sam’s come, [here’s] tarry. Come, i’faith, now my nose itches for news.
 

OLIVER
And so does mine elbow.
 

SAM
[Calls within] Where are you there?
 

[Enter Sam and a Boy.]
 

Boy, look you walk my horse with discretion; I have rid him simply. I warrant his skin sticks to his back with very heat; if ‘a should catch cold and get the cough of the lungs, I were well served, were I not?
 

[Exit Boy.]
 

What, Ralph and Oliver!
 

AMBO
Honest fellow Sam, welcome, i’faith! What tricks hast thou brought from London?
 

[Sam is] furnished with things from London [which he now presents].
 

SAM
You see I am hang’d after the truest fashion: three hats, and two glasses bobbling upon ‘em, two rebato wires upon my breast, a cap-case by my side, a brush at my back, an almanac in my pocket, and three ballads in my codpiece. Nay, I am the true picture of a common serving-man.
 

OLIVER
I’ll swear thou art. Thou mayest set up when thou wilt. There’s many a one begins with less, I can tell thee, that proves a rich man ere he dies. But what’s the news from London, Sam?
 

RALPH
Ay, that’s well fed. What’s the news from London, sirrah? My young mistress keeps such a puling for her love.
 

SAM
Why? The more fool she, ay, the more ninnyhammer she.
 

OLIVER
Why, Sam, why?
 

SAM
Why, he’s married to another long ago.
 

AMBO
I’faith, ye jest.
 

SAM
Why, did you not know that till now? Why, he’s married, beats his wife, and has two or three children by her: for you must note that any woman bears the more when she is beaten.
 

RALPH
Ay, that’s true, for she bears the blows.
 

OLIVER
Sirrah Sam, I would not for two years’ wages my young mistress knew so much. She’d run upon the left hand of her wit, and ne’er be her own woman again.
 

SAM
And I think she was blest in her cradle, that he never came in her bed. Why, he has consumed all, pawned his lands, and made his university brother stand in wax for him. There’s a fine phrase for a scrivener. Puh, he owes more than his skin’s worth.
 

OLIVER
Is’t possible?
 

SAM
Nay, I’ll tell you moreover he calls his wife whore as familiarly as one would call [Moll and Doll], and his children bastards as naturally as can be. But what have we here? [Pulls out two poking-sticks] I thought ’twas somewhat pulled down my breeches: I quite forget my two poting-sticks. These came from London; now anything is good here that came from London.
 

OLIVER
Ay, farfetched, you know.
 

SAM
But speak in your conscience, i’faith: have not we as good poting-sticks i’ th’ country as need to be put i’ th’ fire? The mind of a thing is all, the mind of a thing is all. And as thou saidst e’en now, farfetched is the best thing for ladies.
 

OLIVER
Ay, and for waiting gentlewomen, too.
 

SAM
But Ralph, what, is our beer [sour] this thunder?
 

OLIVER
No, no, it holds countenance yet.
 

SAM
Why then, follow me. I’ll teach you the finest humour to be drunk it; I learn’d it at London last week.
 

AMBO
Ay, faith, let’s hear it, let’s hear it.
 

SAM
The bravest humour, ’twould do a man good to be drunk in’t. They call it knighting in London, when they drink upon their knees.
 

AMBO
Faith, that’s excellent!
 

[SAM]
Come, follow me. I’ll give you all the degrees on’t in order.
 

Exeunt.
 




Scene II.
 

Outside the Husband’s house, near Yorkshire
 

Enter Wife.
 

WIFE
What will become of us? All will away.
My husband never ceases in expense,
Both to consume his credit and his house.
And ’tis set down by Heaven’s just decree,
That riot’s child must needs be beggary.
Are these the virtues that his youth did promise:
Dice, and voluptuous meetings, midnight revels,
Taking his bed with surfeits, ill-beseeming
The ancient honour of his house and name?
And this not all: but that which kills me most,
When he recounts his losses and false fortunes,
The weakness of his state so much dejected,
Not as a man repentant, but half mad.
His fortunes cannot answer his expense.
He sits and sullenly locks up his arms,
Forgetting Heaven looks downward, which makes him
Appear so dreadful, that he frights my heart;
Walks heavily, as if his soul were on earth,
Not penitent for those his sins are past,
But vex’d his money cannot make them last:
A fearful melancholy, ungodly sorrow.
Oh, yonder he comes; now in despite of ills,
I’ll speak to him, and I will hear him speak,
And do my best to drive it from his heart.
 

Enter Husband.
 

HUSBAND
Pox o’ th’ last throw, it made
Five hundred angels vanish from my sight!
I’m damn’d, I’m damn’d: the angels have forsook me!
Nay, ’tis certainly true, for he that has no coin
Is damn’d in this world: he’s gone, he’s gone.
 

WIFE
Dear husband.
 

HUSBAND
Oh, most punishment of all, I have a wife!
 

WIFE
I do entreat you as you love your soul,
Tell me the cause of this your discontent.
 

HUSBAND
A vengeance strip thee naked, thou art cause,
Effect, quality, property, thou, thou, thou!
 

Exit Husband.
 

WIFE
Bad turn’d to worse? Both beggary of the soul,
As of the body; and so much unlike
Himself at first, as if some vexed spirit
Had got his form upon him.
 

Enter Husband.
 

[Aside] He comes again.
He says I am the cause: I never yet
Spoke less than words of duty and of love.
 

HUSBAND
[Aside] If marriage be honourable, then cuckolds are honourable, for they cannot be made without marriage. Fool! What meant I to marry to get beggars? Now must my eldest son be a knave or nothing. He cannot live [upon the soil], for he will have no land to maintain him: that mortgage sits like a snaffle upon mine inheritance, and makes me chew upon iron. My second son must be a promoter, and my third a thief, or an underputter, a slave pander. Oh beggary, beggary, to what base uses does thou put a man!
I think the devil scorns to be a bawd:
He bears himself more proudly, has more care on’s credit.
Base, slavish, abject, filthy poverty!
 

WIFE
Good sir, by all our vows I do beseech you,
Show me the true cause of your discontent.
 

HUSBAND
Money, money, money, and thou must supply me!
 

WIFE
Alas, I am the [least] cause of your discontent;
Yet what is mine, either in rings or jewels,
Use to your own desire. But I beseech you,
As y’are a gentleman by many bloods,
Though I myself be out of your respect,
Think on the state of these three lovely boys
You have been father to.
 

HUSBAND
Puh! Bastards, bastards,
Bastards, begot in tricks, begot in tricks!
 

WIFE
Heaven knows how those words wrong me! But I may
Endure these griefs among a thousand more.
Oh, call to mind your lands already [mortgaged],
Yourself wound into debts, your hopeful brother
At the university in bonds for you,
Like to be [seiz’d] upon. And — 
 

HUSBAND
Ha’ done, thou harlot,
Whom though for fashion sake I married,
I never could abide? Thinkst thou thy words
Shall kill my pleasures? Fall off to thy friends,
Thou and thy bastards beg: I will not bate
A whit in humour. — Midnight, still I love you
And revel in your company. Curb’d in,
Shall it be said in all societies
That I broke custom, that I flagg’d in money?
No, those thy jewels I will play as freely
As when my state was fullest.
 

WIFE
Be it so.
 

HUSBAND
Nay, I protest, and take that for an earnest!
 

Spurns her.
 

I will forever hold thee in contempt,
And never touch the sheets that cover thee;
But be divorc’d in bed till thou consent
Thy dowry shall be sold to give new life
Unto those pleasures which I most affect.
 

WIFE
Sir, do but turn a gentle eye on me,
And what the law shall give me leave to do
You shall command.
 

HUSBAND
Look it be done.
 

Holding his hands in his pockets.
 

Shall I want dust and like a slave
Wear nothing in my pockets but my hands
To fill them up with nails?
Oh, much against my blood! Let it be done;
I was never made to be a looker on.
A bawd to dice? I’ll shake the drabs myself
And make ‘em yield. I say, look it be done!
 

WIFE
I take my leave; it shall.
 

HUSBAND
Speedily, speedily!
 

Exit Wife.
 

I hate the very hour I chose a wife, a trouble, trouble, three children like three evils hang upon me! Fie, fie, fie, strumpet and bastards, strumpet and bastards!
 

Enter three Gentlemen hearing him.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Still do those loathsome thoughts jar on your tongue,
Yourself to stain the honour of your wife,
Nobly descended. Those whom men call mad
Endanger others, but he’s more than mad
That wounds himself, whose own words do proclaim
Scandals unjust, to foil his better name:
It is not fit. I pray, forsake it.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Good sir, let modesty reprove you.
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
Let honest kindness sway so much with you.
 

HUSBAND
God-den, I thank you, sir. How do you? Adieu. I’m glad to see you. Farewell.
 

Exit Gentlemen.
 

Instructions! Admonitions!
 

Enter Servant.
 

How now, sirrah, what would you?
 

SERVANT
Only to certify to you, sir, that my mistress was met by the way, by these who were sent for her to London by her honourable uncle, your worship’s late guardian.
 

HUSBAND
So, sir, then she is gone and so may you be.
But let her look that the thing be done she wots of,
Or Hell will stand more pleasant than her house at home.
 

[Exit Servant.] Enter a [Fourth] Gentleman.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Well or ill met, I care not.
 

HUSBAND
No, nor I.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
I am come with confidence to chide you.
 

HUSBAND
Who, me? Chide me? Do’t finely, then: let it not move me, for if thou chid’st me, angry I shall strike.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Strike thine own [follies], for it is they
Deserve to be well beaten. We are now in private;
There’s none but thou and I. Thou’rt fond and peevish,
An unclean rioter, thy lands and credit
Lie now both sick of a consumption.
I am sorry for thee: that man spends with shame
That with his riches does consume his name,
And such art thou.
 

HUSBAND
Peace!
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
No, thou shalt hear me further.
Thy father’s and forefathers’ worthy honours,
Which were our [country’s] monuments, our grace,
Follies in thee begin now to deface.
The springtime of thy youth did fairly promise
Such a most fruitful summer to thy friends,
It scarce can enter into men’s beliefs
Such dearth should hang on thee. We that see it
Are sorry to believe it. In thy change
This voice into all places will be hurl’d:
Thou and the devil [have] deceived the world.
 

HUSBAND
I’ll not endure thee!
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
But of all the worst:
Thy virtuous wife, right honourably allied,
Thou hast proclaimed a strumpet.
 

HUSBAND
Nay, then, I know thee:
Thou art her champion, thou, her private friend,
The party you wot on.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Oh, ignoble thought!
I am past my patient blood. Shall I stand idle
And see my reputation touch’d to death?
 

HUSBAND
‘T’as gall’d you this, has it?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
No, monster, I will prove
My thoughts did only tend to virtuous love.
 

[HUSBAND]
Love of her virtues? There it goes!
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Base spirit,
To lay thy hate upon the fruitful honour
Of thine own bed!
 

They [draw their swords and] fight, and the Husband’s hurt.
 

HUSBAND
Oh!
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Woult thou yield it yet?
 

HUSBAND
Sir, sir, I have not done with you.
 

GENTLEMAN
I hope, nor ne’er shall do.
 

Fight again.
 

HUSBAND
Have you got tricks?
Are you in cunning with me?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
No, plain and right.
He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight.
 

Husband [is wounded and] falls down.
 

HUSBAND
Hard fortune, am I leveled with the ground?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Now, sir, you lie at mercy.
 

HUSBAND
Ay, you slave!
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Alas, that hate should bring us to our grave!
You see my sword’s not thirsty for your life.
I am sorrier for your wound than yourself.
Y’are of a virtuous house: show virtuous deeds;
’Tis not your honour, ’tis your folly bleeds.
Much good has been expected in your life:
Cancel not all men’s hopes. You have a wife
Kind and obedient: heap not wrongful shame
On her, your posterity. Let only sin be sore,
And by this fall, rise never to fall more.
And so I leave you.
 

Exit Gentleman.
 

HUSBAND
Has the dog left me then
After his tooth hath left me? Oh, my heart
Would fain leap after him; revenge, I say!
I’m mad to be reveng’d! My strumpet wife,
It is thy quarrel that rips thus my flesh,
And makes my breast spit blood! But thou shalt bleed.
Vanquish’d? Got down? Unable e’en to speak?
Surely ’tis want of money makes men weak.
Ay, ’twas that o’erthrew me; I’d ne’er been down else.
 

Exit.
 




Scene III.
 

The Husband’s house, a room above
 

Enter Wife in a riding suit with a serving-man.
 

SERVANT
Faith, mistress, if it might not be presumption
In me to tell you so, for his excuse,
You had small reason, knowing his abuse.
 

WIFE
I grant I had, but alas,
Why should our faults at home be spread abroad?
’Tis grief enough within doors. At first sight
Mine uncle could run o’er his prodigal life
As perfectly as if his serious eye
Had numbered all his follies,
Knew of his mortgag’d lands, his friends in bonds,
Himself withered with debts; and in that minute
Had I added his usage and unkindness,
’Twould have confounded every thought of good:
Where now, fathering his riots [on] his youth,
Which time and tame experience will shake off,
Guessing his kindness to me — as I smoothed him
With all the skill I had, though his deserts
Are in form uglier than an unshap’d bear — 
He’s ready to prefer him to some office
And place at court, a good and sure relief
To all his stooping fortunes; ‘twill be a means, I hope,
To make new league between us, and redeem
His virtues with his lands.
 

SERVANT
I should think so, mistress. If he should not now be kind to you and love you, and cherish you up, I should think the devil himself kept open house in him.
 

WIFE
I doubt not but he will now. Prithee, leave me; I think I hear him coming.
 

SERVANT
I am gone.
 

Exit.
 

WIFE
By this good means I shall preserve my lands,
And free my husband out of usurers’ hands:
Now there is no need of sale. My uncle’s kind;
I hope, if aught, this will content his mind.
Here comes my husband.
 

Enter Husband.
 

HUSBAND
Now, are you come? Where’s the money, let’s see the money. Is the rubbish sold, those wiseacres, your lands? Why, when! The money, where is’t? Pour’t down, down with it, down with it! I say, pour’t o’ th’ ground; let’s see’t, let’s see’t!
 

WIFE
Good sir, keep but in patience, and I hope
My words shall like you well. I bring you better
Comfort than the sale of my dowry.
 

HUSBAND
Hah? What’s that?
 

WIFE
Pray, do not fright me, sir, but vouchsafe me hearing. My uncle, glad of your kindness to me and mild usage — 
For so I made it to him — has in pity
Of your declining fortunes, provided
A place for you at court of worth and credit,
Which so much overjoyed me.
 

HUSBAND
Out on thee, filth!
Over and overjoyed, when I’m in torments?
 

Spurns her.
 

Thou politic whore, subtler than nine devils, was this thy journey to [nuncle], to set down the history of me, of my state and fortunes? Shall I that dedicated myself to pleasure be now confin’d in service to crouch and stand like an old man i’ th’ hams, my hat off, I that never could abide to uncover my head i’ th’ church, base slut?
This fruit bears thy complaints!
 

WIFE
Oh, Heaven knows
That my complaints were praises, and best words
Of you, and your estate: only my friends
Knew of your mortgag’d lands, and were possess’d
Of every accident before I came.
If thou suspect it but a plot in me
To keep my dowry, or for mine own good
Or my poor children’s — though it suits a mother
To show a natural care in their reliefs,
Yet I’ll forget myself to calm your blood — 
Consume it, as your pleasure counsels you;
And all I wish, e’en clemency affords,
Give me but comely looks and modest words.
 

HUSBAND
Money, whore, money, or I’ll — 
 

[The Husband draws his dagger.] Enter a servant very hastily. [The Husband speaks] to his man.
 

What the devil? How now? Thy hasty news?
 

Servant in a fear.
 

SERVANT
May it please you, sir.
 

HUSBAND
What? May I not look upon my dagger? Speak, villain, or I will execute the point on thee: quick, short!
 

SERVANT
Why, sir, a gentleman from the university stays below to speak with you.
 

HUSBAND
From the university? So, university:
That long word runs through me.
 

Exeunt [Husband and Servant]. Wife alone.
 

WIFE
Was ever wife so wretchedly beset?
Had not this news stepp’d in between, the point
Had offered violence to my breast.
That which some women call great misery
Would show but little here, would scarce be seen
Amongst my miseries. I may compare
For wretched fortunes with all wives that are;
Nothing will please him, until all be nothing.
He calls it slavery to be prefer’d;
A place of credit, a base servitude.
What shall become of me, and my poor children,
Two here, and one at nurse, my pretty beggars?
I see how ruin with a palsy hand
Begins to shake the ancient [feet] to dust;
The heavy weight of sorrow draws my lids
Over my dankish eyes, I can scarce see.
Thus grief will last; it wakes and sleeps with me.
 




Scene IV.
 

The Husband’s house
 

Enter the Husband with the Master of the College.
 

HUSBAND
Pray you draw near, sir, y’are exceeding welcome.
 

MASTER
That’s my doubt, I fear; I come not to be welcome.
 

HUSBAND
Yes, howsoever.
 

MASTER
’Tis not my fashion, sir, to dwell in long circumstance, but to be plain and effectual, therefore to the purpose. The cause of my setting forth was piteous and lamentable. That hopeful young gentleman, your brother, whose virtues we all love dearly through your default and unnatural negligence, lies in bond executed for your debt, a prisoner, all his studies amazed, his hope strook dead, and the pride of his youth muffled in these dark clouds of oppression.
 

HUSBAND
Hum, um, um.
 

MASTER
Oh, you have killed the towardest hope of all our university! Wherefore without repentance and amends, expect [ponderous] and sudden judgments to fall grievously upon you. Your brother, a man who profited in his divine employments, might have made ten thousand souls fit for Heaven, now by your careless courses cast in prison which you must answer for; and assure your spirit it will come home at length.
 

HUSBAND
Oh, God, oh.
 

MASTER
Wifmen think ill of you, others speak ill of you, no man loves you; nay, even those whom honesty condemns, condemn you. And take this from the virtuous affection I bear your brother, never look for prosperous hour, good thought, quiet sleeps, contented walks, nor anything that makes man perfect till you redeem him. What is your answer? How will you bestow him? Upon desperate misery, or better hopes? I suffer till I hear your answer.
 

HUSBAND
Sir, you have much wrought with me. I feel you in my soul; you are your arts’ master. I never had sense till now; your syllables have cleft me. Both for your words and pains I thank you: I cannot but acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my brother, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs. Within there?
 

Enter a serving-man.
 

[SERVANT]
Sir.
 

HUSBAND
Fill me a bowl of wine.
 

Exit Servant for wine.
 

Alas, poor brother,
Bruis’d with an execution for my sake!
 

MASTER
A bruise indeed makes many a mortal
Sore till the grave cure ‘em.
 

Enter [Servant] with wine.
 

HUSBAND
Sir, I begin to you; y’have chid your welcome.
 

MASTER
I could have wish’d it better for your sake.
I pledge you, sir, to the kind man in prison.
 

HUSBAND
Let it be so.
 

Drink both.
 

Now, sir, if you please to spend but a few minutes in a walk about my grounds below, my man shall attend you. I doubt not but by that time to be furnish’d of a sufficient answer, and therein my brother fully satisfied.
 

MASTER
Good sir, in that the angels would be pleas’d, and the world’s murmurs calm’d, and I should say I set forth then upon a lucky day.
 

Exit Master [with Servant].
 

HUSBAND
Oh thou confused man, thy pleasant sins have undone thee, thy damnation has beggar’d thee! That Heaven should say we must not sin, and yet made women, gives our senses way to find pleasure, which being found, confounds us. Why should we know those things so much misuse us? Oh, would virtue had been forbidden, we should then have proved all virtuous, for ’tis our blood to love what we are forbidden! Had not drunkenness been forbidden, what man would have been fool to a beast, and zany to a swine to show tricks in the mire? What is there in three dice to make a man draw thrice three thousand acres into the compass of a round little table, and with the gentleman’s palsy in the hand, shake out his posterity? Thieves or beggars; ’tis done, I ha’ done’t, i’faith! Terrible, horrible misery! How well was I left, very well, very well! My lands showed like a full moon about me, but now the moon’s i’ th’ last quarter, waning, waning. And I am mad to think that moon was mine: mine and my father’s, and my forefathers’, generations, generations. Down goes the house of us, down, down, it sinks. Now is the name a beggar, begs in me that name which hundreds of years has made this shire famous: in me, and my posterity runs out. In my seed five are made miserable besides myself. My riot is now my brother’s jailer, my wife’s sighing, my three boys’ penury, and mine own confusion.
 

Tears his hair.
 

Why sit my hairs upon my cursed head?
Will not this poison scatter them? Oh, my brother’s
In execution among devils
That stretch him and make him give. And I in want,
Not able for to live, nor to redeem him.
Divines and dying men may talk of Hell,
But in my heart her several torments dwell.
Slavery and misery! Who in this case
Would not take up money upon his soul,
Pawn his salvation, live at interest?
I that did ever in abundance dwell,
For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell!
 

Enters his little Son with a top and a scourge.
 

SON
What ails you, father? Are you not well? I cannot scourge my top as long as you stand so: you take up all the room with your wide legs. Puh, you cannot make me afear’d with this; I fear no vizards, nor bugbears.
 

Husband takes up the child by the skirts of his long coat in one hand and draws his dagger with th’ other.
 

HUSBAND
Up, sir, for here thou hast no inheritance left!
 

SON
Oh, what will you do, father? I am your white boy.
 

HUSBAND
Thou shalt be my red boy; take that!
 

Strikes him.
 

SON
Oh, you hurt me, father!
 

HUSBAND
My eldest beggar, thou shalt not live to ask an usurer bread, to cry at a great man’s gate, or follow “Good your honour!” by a coach; no, nor your brother. ’Tis charity to brain you.
 

SON
How shall I learn now my head’s broke?
 

[The Husband] stabs him.
 

HUSBAND
Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg;
Be not thy name’s disgrace.
Spurn thou thy fortunes first if they be base.
Come view thy second brother. Fates,
My children’s blood shall spin into your faces!
You shall see
How confidently we scorn beggary!
 

Exit with his Son.
 




Scene V.
 

The Husband’s house, the room above
 

Enter a Maid with a child in her arms, the mother [Wife] by her asleep.
 

MAID
Sleep, sweet babe: sorrow makes thy mother sleep.
It bodes small good when [Heaven] falls so deep.
Hush, pretty boy, thy hopes might have been better;
’Tis lost at dice what ancient honours won,
Hard when the father plays away the son;
Nothing but misery serves in this house.
Ruin and desolation, oh!
 

Enter Husband with the boy bleeding.
 

HUSBAND
Whore, give me that boy!
 

Strives with her for the child.
 

MAID
Oh, help, help! Out, alas! Murder, murder!
 

HUSBAND
Are you gossiping, prating, sturdy quean?
I’ll break your clamour with your neck downstairs:
Tumble, tumble, headlong!
 

Throws her down.
 

So, the surest way to charm a woman’s tongue
Is break her neck: a politician did it.
 

SON
Mother, mother, I am kill’d, mother!
 

[The Wife] wakes.
 

WIFE
Ha, who’s that cried? Oh me, my children!
Both, both, both bloody, bloody!
 

Catches up the youngest.
 

HUSBAND
Strumpet, let go the boy, let go the beggar!
 

WIFE
Oh, my sweet husband!
 

HUSBAND
Filth, harlot!
 

WIFE
Oh, what will you do, dear husband?
 

HUSBAND
Give me the bastard!
 

WIFE
Your own sweet boy!
 

HUSBAND
There are too many beggars!
 

WIFE
Good my husband — 
 

HUSBAND
Dost thou prevent me still?
 

Stabs at the child in her arms.
 

WIFE
Oh God!
 

HUSBAND
Have at his heart!
 

WIFE
Oh, my dear boy!
 

[The Husband] gets it from her.
 

HUSBAND
Brat, thou shalt not live to shame thy house!
 

WIFE
Oh Heaven!
 

She’s hurt and sinks down.
 

HUSBAND
And perish now, be gone!
There’s whores enow, and want would make thee one!
 

Enter a Lusty Servant.
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Oh, sir, what deeds are these?
 

HUSBAND
Base slave, my vassal,
Comest thou between my fury to question me?
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Were you the devil, I would hold you, sir.
 

HUSBAND
Hold me? Presumption, I’ll undo thee for’t!
 

LUSTY SERVANT
‘Sblood, you have undone us all, sir.
 

HUSBAND
Tug at thy master?
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Tug at a monster!
 

HUSBAND
Have I no power? Shall my slave fetter me?
 

[The Husband wrestles with the Servant.]
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Nay then, the devil wrastles! I am thrown!
 

HUSBAND
Oh, villain, now I’ll tug thee, now I’ll tear thee!
 

Overcomes him [and kicks him with his spurs].
 

Set quick spurs to my vassal, bruise him, trample him!
So, I think thou wilt not follow me in haste.
My horse stands ready saddled; away, away!
Now to my brat at nurse, my sucking beggar:
Fates, I’ll not leave you one to trample on!
 




Scene VI.
 

The Husband’s house, the room below
 

[The Husband enters and] the Master meets him.
 

MASTER
How is’t with you, sir?
Methinks you look of a distracted colour.
 

HUSBAND
Who, I, sir? ’Tis but your fancy.
Please you walk in, sir, and I’ll soon resolve you.
I want one small part to make up the sum,
And then my brother shall rest satisfied.
 

MASTER
I shall be glad to see it, sir. I’ll attend you.
 

Exeunt.
 




Scene VII.
 

The Husband’s house, the room above
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Oh, I am scarce able to heave up myself:
H’as so bruis’d me with his devilish weight,
And torn my flesh with his blood-hasty spur.
A man before of easy constitution
Till now, Hell’s power supplied to his soul’s wrong.
Oh, how damnation can make weak men strong!
 

Enter Master and two Servants.
 

Oh, the most piteous deed, sir, since you came!
 

MASTER
A deadly greeting! Has he summ’d up this
To satisfy his brother? Here’s another:
And by the bleeding infants, the dead mother!
 

WIFE
Oh, oh!
 

MASTER
Surgeons, surgeons! She recovers life!
One of his men all faint and bloodied!
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Follow; our murderous master has took horse
To kill his child at nurse! Oh, follow quickly!
 

MASTER
I am the readiest; it shall be my charge
To raise the town upon him!
 

LUSTY SERVANT
Good sir, do follow him.
 

Exeunt Master and Servants.
 

WIFE
Oh, my children!
 

LUSTY SERVANT
How is it with my most afflicted mistress?
 

WIFE
Why do I now recover? Why half live?
To see my children bleed before mine eyes,
A sight able to kill a mother’s breast
Without an executioner! What, art thou mangled, too?
 

LUSTY SERVANT
I, thinking to prevent what his quick mischiefs had so soon acted, came and rush’d upon him.
We struggled, but a fouler strength than his
O’erthrew me with his arms; then did he bruise me
And rent my flesh, and robb’d me of my hair
Like a man mad in execution,
Made me unfit to rise and follow him.
 

WIFE
What is it has beguil’d him of all grace
And stole away humanity from his breast,
To slay his children, purpos’d to kill his wife,
And spoil his servants?
 

Enter two Servants.
 

AMBO
Please you, leave this most accursed place;
A surgeon waits within.
 

WIFE
Willing to leave it.
’Tis guilty of sweet blood, innocent blood.
Murder has took this chamber with full hands,
And will ne’er out as long as the house stands.
 

Exeunt.
 




Scene VIII.
 

A road just outside Yorkshire
 

Enter Husband as being thrown off his horse, and falls.
 

HUSBAND
Oh, stumbling jade, the spavin overtake thee, the fifty diseases stop thee!
Oh, I am sorely bruis’d! Plague founder thee!
Thou runn’st at ease and pleasure, heart, of chance
To throw me now with a flight o’ th’ town,
In such plain even ground! ‘Sfoot, a man may dice upon’t, and throw away the meadows, filthy beast!
 

CRY WITHIN
Follow, follow, follow!
 

HUSBAND
Ha? I hear sounds of men, like hew and cry.
Up, up, and struggle to thy horse! Make on!
Dispatch that little beggar and all’s done!
 

[CRY WITHIN]
Here, this way, this way!
 

HUSBAND
At my back? Oh,
What fate have I! My limbs deny me go.
My will is bated; beggary claims a part.
Oh, could I here reach to the infant’s heart!
 

Enter Master of the College, three Gentlemen, and others with halberds. [They] find him.
 

ALL
Here, here, yonder, yonder!
 

MASTER
Unnatural, flinty, more than barbarous:
The Scythians in their marble-hearted fates
Could not have acted more remorseless deeds
In their relentless natures than these of thine!
Was this the answer I long waited on,
The satisfaction of thy prisoned brother?
 

HUSBAND
Why, he can have no more on’s than our skins,
And some of ‘em want but fleaing.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Great sins have made him impudent.
 

MASTER
H’as shed so much blood that he cannot blush.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Away with him; bear him along to the justice!
A gentleman of worship dwells at hand;
There shall his deeds be blaz’d.
 

HUSBAND
Why, all the better.
My glory ’tis to have my action known.
I grieve for nothing, but I miss’d of one.
 

MASTER
There’s little of a father in that grief.
Bear him away.
 

Exeunt.
 




Scene IX.
 

The Knight’s house
 

Enters a Knight with two or three Gentlemen.
 

KNIGHT
Endangered so his wife? Murdered his children?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
So the cry comes.
 

KNIGHT
I am sorry I e’er knew him,
That ever he took life and natural being
From such an honoured stock and fair descent
Till this black minute without stain or blemish.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Here come the men.
 

Enter the Master of the College and the rest, with the [Husband] prisoner.
 

KNIGHT
The serpent of his house?
I’m sorry for this time that I am in place of justice.
 

MASTER
Please you, sir.
 

KNIGHT
Do not repeat it twice: I know too much.
Would it had ne’er been thought on.
Sir, I bleed for you.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Your father’s sorrows are alive in men:
What made you show such monstrous cruelty?
 

HUSBAND
In a word, sir,
I have consum’d all, play’d away Longacre,
And I thought it the charitablest deed I could do
To cozen beggary, and knock my house o’ th’ head.
 

KNIGHT
Oh, in a cooler blood you will repent it!
 

HUSBAND
I repent now, that one’s left unkill’d,
My brat at nurse. Oh, I would full fain have wean’d him!
 

KNIGHT
Well, I do not think but in tomorrow’s judgment
The terror will sit closer to your soul
When the dread thought of death remembers you;
To further which, take this sad voice from me:
Never was act play’d more unnaturally.
 

HUSBAND
I thank you, sir.
 

KNIGHT
Go, lead him to the jail,
Where justice claims all; there must pity fail.
 

HUSBAND
Come, come, away with me.
 

Exit [the Husband as] prisoner.
 

MASTER
Sir, you deserve the worship of your place;
Would all did so: in you the law is grace.
 

KNIGHT
It is my wish it should be so. Ruinous man,
The desolation of his house, the blot
Upon his predecessors’ honour’d name:
That man is nearest shame that is past shame.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Scene X.
 

Outside the Husband’s house
 

Enter Husband with the officers, the Master and Gentlemen as going by his house.
 

HUSBAND
I am right against my house, seat of my ancestors.
I hear my wife’s alive, but much endangered:
Let me entreat to speak with her before
The prison gripe me.
 

Enter his Wife brought in a chair.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
See, here she comes of herself.
 

WIFE
Oh, my sweet husband, my dear distressed husband,
Now in the hands of unrelenting laws,
My greatest sorrow, my extremest bleeding,
Now my soul bleeds!
 

HUSBAND
How now? Kind to me? Did I not wound thee, left thee for dead?
 

WIFE
Tut, far greater wounds did my breast feel:
Unkindness strikes a deeper wound than steel.
You have been still unkind to me.
 

HUSBAND
Faith, and so I think I have.
I did my murthers roughly out of hand,
Desperate and sudden, but thou hast devis’d
A fine way now to kill me; thou hast given mine eyes
Seven wounds a piece. Now glides the devil from
Me, departs at every joint, heaves up my nails!
Oh, catch him! New torments that were [ne’er] invented!
Bind him one thousand more, you blessed angels,
In that pit bottomless! Let him not rise
To make men act unnatural tragedies,
To spread into a father, and in fury,
Make him his children’s executioners,
Murder his wife, his servants, and who not!
For that man’s dark where Heaven is quite forgot.
 

WIFE
Oh, my repentant husband!
 

HUSBAND
My dear soul, whom I too much have wrong’d,
For death I die, and for this have I long’d.
 

WIFE
Thou shouldst not — be assured — for these faults die,
If the law could forgive as soon as I.
 

Children laid out.
 

HUSBAND
What sight is yonder?
 

WIFE
Oh, our two bleeding boys laid forth upon the threshold!
 

HUSBAND
Here’s weight enough to make a heartstring crack!
Oh, were it lawful that your pretty souls
Might look from Heaven into your father’s eyes,
Then should you see the penitent glasses melt,
And both your murthers shoot upon my cheeks!
But you are playing in the angels’ laps,
And will not look on me,
Who, void of grace, kill’d you in beggary.
Oh, that I might my wishes now attain,
I should then wish you living were again,
Though I did beg with you, which thing I fear’d!
Oh, ’twas the enemy my eyes so blear’d!
Oh, would you could pray Heaven me to forgive
That will unto my end repentant live!
 

WIFE
It makes me e’en forget all other sorrows
And leaven part with this. Come, will you go?
 

HUSBAND
I’ll kiss the blood I spilt and then I go:
My soul is bloodied, well may my lips be so.
 

[He kisses the children.]
 

Farewell, dear wife, now thou and I must part;
I of thy wrongs repent me with my heart.
 

WIFE
Oh, stay, thou shalt not go!
 

HUSBAND
That’s but in vain; you must see it so.
Farewell, ye bloody ashes of my boys;
My punishments are their eternal joys.
Let every father look into my deeds,
And then their heirs may prosper while mine bleeds.
 

WIFE
More wretched am I now in this distress
Than former sorrows made me.
 

Exeunt Husband [and Officers guarding him] with halberds.
 

MASTER
Oh kind wife, be comforted!
One joy is yet unmurdered:
You have a boy at nurse: your joy’s in him.
 

WIFE
Dearer than all is my poor husband’s life.
Heaven give my body strength, which yet is faint
With much expense of blood, and I will kneel,
Sue for his life, number up all my friends
To plead for pardon my dear husband’s life.
 

MASTER
Was it in man to wound so kind a creature?
I’ll ever praise a woman for thy sake.
I must return with grief, my answer’s set.
I shall bring news weighs heavier than the debt:
Two brothers, one in bond lies overthrown,
This on a deadlier execution.
 

Finis.
 




TIMON OF ATHENS
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In collaboration with William Shakespeare
 

This lesser known Shakespeare play concerns the fortunes of an Athenian misanthropist, based on a satire by the Greek Lucian.  The unusual nature of the play has caused some critics to label it a tragedy and others a problem play. In the story, Timon is initially a wealthy and generous Athenian gentleman. However, later on he finds himself betrayed by his friends when he runs into financial difficulties.  Eventually, he abandons city life and vows to live apart from his corrupt fellow men.

The play has caused considerable debate among scholars, due to its odd construction, with several missing parts in the text adding to the confusion. No precise date of composition can be given and critics vary from claiming Timon of Athens to be one of Shakespeare’s first works to one of his last. Since the nineteenth century, suggestions have been made that it is the work of two writers and it has been argued that the play’s unusual features are the result of the play’s being co-authored by playwrights with very different mentalities, with the most popular candidate, Thomas Middleton, being first suggested in 1920. 

Timon of Athens contains several narrative inconsistencies uncharacteristic of Shakespeare, an unusually unsatisfying dénouement, drastically different styles in different places and an unusually large number of long lines which do not scan. One theory is that the play as it appears in the First Folio is unfinished. E. K. Chambers believes Shakespeare began the play, but abandoned it due to a mental breakdown, never returning to complete it.  F. W. Brownlow believes the play to have been Shakespeare’s last work and remained uncompleted at his death.  The now-predominant theory of collaborative authorship was proposed by Charles Knight in 1838. Today, many scholars believe the other dramatist was Thomas Middleton, though the exact nature of the collaboration is disputed. 
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The beginning of the play in the Second Folio, 1632
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Dramatis Personæ
 

TIMON, a noble Athenian.
LUCIUS, LUCULLUS, & SEMPRONIUS: flattering Lords.
VENTIDIUS, one of Timon’s false Friends.
APEMANTUS, a churlish Philosopher.
ALCIBIADES, an Athenian Captain.
FLAVIUS, Steward to Timon.
FLAMINIUS, LUCILIUS, & SERVILIUS: Servants to Timon.
CAPHIS, PHILOTUS, TITUS, LUCIUS, & HORTENSIUS: Servants to Timon’s Creditors.
Servants of Ventidius, and of Varro and Isidore (two of Timon’s Creditors).
Three Strangers.
An Old Athenian.
A Page.
A Fool.
Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant.
PHRYNIA & TIMANDRA, Mistresses to Alcibiades.
Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and Attendants.
 

CUPID and Amazons in the Masque.
 

SCENE. — Athens, and the neighbouring Woods.
 




Act I. Scene I.
 

Athens.  A Hall in TIMON’S House.
 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Others, at several doors.
 

Poet.  Good day, sir.
 

Pain.        I am glad you’re well.
 

Poet.  I have not seen you long. How goes the world?   5
 

Pain.  It wears, sir, as it grows.
 

Poet.        Ay, that’s well known;
But what particular rarity? what strange,
Which manifold record not matches? See,
Magic of bounty! all these spirits thy power   10
Hath conjur’d to attend. I know the merchant.
 

Pain.  I know them both; th’ other’s a jeweller.
 

Mer.  O! ’tis a worthy lord.
 

Jew.        Nay, that’s most fix’d.
 

Mer.  A most incomparable man, breath’d, as it were,   15
To an untirable and continuate goodness:
He passes.
 

Jew.        I have a jewel here — 
 

Mer.  O! pray, let’s see ‘t: for the Lord Timon, sir?
 

Jew.  If he will touch the estimate: but, for that — 20
 

Poet.  When we for recompense have prais’d the vile.
It stains the glory in that happy verse
Which aptly sings the good.
 

Mer.  [Looking at the jewel.]  ’Tis a good form.
 

Jew.  And rich: here is a water, look ye.   25
 

Pain.  You are rapt, sir, in some work, some dedication
To the great lord.
 

Poet.        A thing slipp’d idly from me.
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes
From whence ’tis nourish’d: the fire i’ the flint   30
Shows not till it be struck; our gentle flame
Provokes itself, and, like the current flies
Each bound it chafes. What have you there?
 

Pain.  A picture, sir. When comes your book forth?
 

Poet.  Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.   35
Let’s see your piece.
 

Pain.  ’Tis a good piece.
 

Poet.  So ’tis: this comes off well and excellent.
 

Pain.  Indifferent.
 

Poet.        Admirable! How this grace   40
Speaks his own standing! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth! how big imagination
Moves in this lip! to the dumbness of the gesture
One might interpret.
 

Pain.  It is a pretty mocking of the life.   45
Here is a touch; is ‘t good?
 

Poet.        I’ll say of it,
It tutors nature: artificial strife
Lives in these touches, livelier than life.
 

Enter certain Senators, who pass over the stage.   50
 

Pain.  How this lord is follow’d!
 

Poet.  The senators of Athens: happy man!
 

Pain.  Look, more!
 

Poet.  You see this confluence, this great flood of visitors.
I have, in this rough work, shap’d out a man,   55
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With amplest entertainment: my free drift
Halts not particularly, but moves itself
In a wide sea of wax: no levell’d malice
Infects one comma in the course I hold;   60
But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on,
Leaving no tract behind.
 

Pain.  How shall I understand you?
 

Poet.        I will unbolt to you.
You see how all conditions, how all minds — 65
As well of glib and slippery creatures as
Of grave and austere quality — tender down
Their services to Lord Timon: his large fortune,
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance   70
All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-fac’d flatterer
To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down
The knee before him and returns in peace
Most rich in Timon’s nod.   75
 

Pain.        I saw them speak together.
 

Poet.  Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d: the base o’ the mount
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures,
That labour on the bosom of this sphere   80
To propagate their states: amongst them all,
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d,
One do I personate of Lord Timon’s frame,
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her;
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants   85
Translates his rivals.
 

Pain.        ’Tis conceiv’d to scope.
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks,
With one man beckon’d from the rest below,
Bowing his head against the steepy mount   90
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d
In our condition.
 

Poet.        Nay, sir, but hear me on.
All those which were his fellows but of late,
Some better than his value, on the moment   95
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear,
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.
 

Pain.        Ay, marry, what of these?   100
 

Poet.  When Fortune in her shift and change of mood
Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.   105
 

Pain.  ’Tis common:
A thousand moral paintings I can show
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of Fortune’s
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well
To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen   110
The foot above the head.
 

Trumpets sound.  Enter LORD TIMON, addressing himself courteously to every suitor; a Messenger from VENTIDIUS talking with him; LUCILIUS and other servants following.
 

Tim.        Imprison’d is he, say you?
 

Mess.  Ay, my good lord: five talents is his debt,
His means most short, his creditors most strait:   115
Your honourable letter he desires
To those have shut him up; which, failing,
Periods his comfort.
 

Tim.        Noble Ventidius! Well;
I am not of that feather to shake off   120
My friend when he must need me. I do know him
A gentleman that well deserves a help,
Which he shall have: I’ll pay the debt and free him.
 

Mess.  Your lordship ever binds him.
 

Tim.  Commend me to him. I will send his ransom;   125
And being enfranchis’d, bid him come to me.
’Tis not enough to help the feeble up,
But to support him after. Fare you well.
 

Mess.  All happiness to your honour.  [Exit.
 

Enter an Old Athenian.   130
 

Old Ath.  Lord Timon, hear me speak.
 

Tim.        Freely, good father.
 

Old Ath.  Thou hast a servant nam’d Lucilius.
 

Tim.  I have so: what of him?
 

Old Ath.  Most noble Timon, call the man before thee.   135
 

Tim.  Attends he here or no? Lucilius!
 

Luc.  Here, at your lordship’s service.
 

Old Ath.  This fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy creature,
By night frequents my house. I am a man
That from my first have been inclin’d to thrift,   140
And my estate deserves an heir more rais’d
Than one which holds a trencher.
 

Tim.        Well; what further?
 

Old Ath.  One only daughter have I, no kin else,
On whom I may confer what I have got:   145
The maid is fair, o’ the youngest for a bride,
And I have bred her at my dearest cost
In qualities of the best. This man of thine
Attempts her love: I prithee, noble lord,
Join with me to forbid him her resort;   150
Myself have spoke in vain.
 

Tim.        The man is honest.
 

Old Ath.  Therefore he will be, Timon:
His honesty rewards him in itself;
It must not bear my daughter.   155
 

Tim.        Does she love him?
 

Old Ath.  She is young and apt:
Our own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity’s in youth.
 

Tim.  [To LUCILIUS.]  Love you the maid?   160
 

Luc.  Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it.
 

Old Ath.  If in her marriage my consent be missing,
I call the gods to witness, I will choose
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,
And dispossess her all.   165
 

Tim.        How shall she be endow’d,
If she be mated with an equal husband?
 

Old Ath.  Three talents on the present; in future, all.
 

Tim.  This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me long:
To build his fortune I will strain a little,   170
For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter;
What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise,
And make him weigh with her.
 

Old Ath.        Most noble lord,
Pawn me to this your honour, she is his.   175
 

Tim.  My hand to thee; mine honour on my promise.
 

Luc.  Humbly I thank your lordship: never may
That state or fortune fall into my keeping
Which is not ow’d to you!  [Exeunt LUCILIUS and Old Athenian.
 

Poet.  Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your lordship!   180
 

Tim.  I thank you; you shall hear from me anon:
Go not away. What have you there, my friend?
 

Pain.  A piece of painting, which I do beseech
Your lordship to accept.
 

Tim.        Painting is welcome.   185
The painting is almost the natural man;
For since dishonour traffics with man’s nature,
He is but outside: these pencil’d figures are
Even such as they give out. I like your work;
And you shall find I like it: wait attendance   190
Till you hear further from me.
 

Pain.        The gods preserve you!
 

Tim.  Well fare you, gentleman: give me your hand;
We must needs dine together. Sir, your jewel
Hath suffer’d under praise.   195
 

Jew.        What, my lord! dispraise?
 

Tim.  A mere satiety of commendations.
If I should pay you for ‘t as ’tis extoll’d,
It would unclew me quite.
 

Jew.        My lord, ’tis rated   200
As those which sell would give: but you well know,
Things of like value, differing in the owners,
Are prized by their masters. Believe ‘t, dear lord,
You mend the jewel by the wearing it.
 

Tim.  Well mock’d.   205
 

Mer.  No, my good lord; he speaks the common tongue,
Which all men speak with him.
 

Tim.  Look, who comes here. Will you be chid?
 

Enter APEMANTUS.
 

Jew.  We’ll bear, with your lordship.   210
 

Mer.        He’ll spare none.
 

Tim.  Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus!
 

Apem.  Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy good morrow;
When thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves honest.
 

Tim.  Why dost thou call them knaves? thou know’st them not.   215
 

Apem.  Are they not Athenians?
 

Tim.  Yes.
 

Apem.  Then I repent not.
 

Jew.  You know me, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Thou know’st I do; I call’d thee by thy name.   220
 

Tim.  Thou art proud, Apemantus.
 

Apem.  Of nothing so much as that I am not like Timon.
 

Tim.  Whither art going?
 

Apem.  To knock out an honest Athenian’s brains.
 

Tim.  That’s a deed thou’lt die for.   225
 

Apem.  Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.
 

Tim.  How likest thou this picture, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  The best, for the innocence.
 

Tim.  Wrought he not well that painted it?
 

Apem.  He wrought better that made the painter; and yet he’s but a filthy piece of work.   230
 

Pain.  You’re a dog.
 

Apem.  Thy mother’s of my generation: what’s she, if I be a dog?
 

Tim.  Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  No; I eat not lords.
 

Tim.  An thou shouldst, thou’dst anger ladies.   235
 

Apem.  O! they eat lords; so they come by great bellies.
 

Tim.  That’s a lascivious apprehension.
 

Apem.  So thou apprehendest it, take it for thy labour.
 

Tim.  How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not cost a man a doit.   240
 

Tim.  What dost thou think ’tis worth?
 

Apem.  Not worth my thinking. How now, poet!
 

Poet.  How now, philosopher!
 

Apem.  Thou liest.
 

Poet.  Art not one?   245
 

Apem.  Yes.
 

Poet.  Then I lie not.
 

Apem.  Art not a poet?
 

Poet.  Yes.
 

Apem.  Then thou liest: look in thy last work, where thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow.   250
 

Poet.  That’s not feigned; he is so.
 

Apem.  Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy labour: he that loves to be flattered is worthy o’ the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord!
 

Tim.  What wouldst do then, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Even as Apemantus does now; hate a lord with my heart.
 

Tim.  What, thyself?   255
 

Apem.  Ay.
 

Tim.  Wherefore?
 

Apem.  That I had no angry wit to be a lord. Art not thou a merchant?
 

Mer.  Ay, Apemantus.
 

Apem.  Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not!   260
 

Mer.  If traffic do it, the gods do it.
 

Apem.  Traffic’s thy god, and thy god confound thee!
 

Trumpet sounds.  Enter a Servant.
 

Tim.  What trumpet’s that?
 

Serv.  ’Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse,   265
All of companionship.
 

Tim.  Pray, entertain them; give them guide to us.  [Exeunt some Attendants.
You must needs dine with me. Go not you hence
Till I have thanked you; when dinner’s done,
Show me this piece. I am joyful of your sights.   270
 

Enter ALCIBIADES, with his Company.
Most welcome, sir!
 

Apem.        So, so, there!
Aches contract and starve your supple joints!
That there should be small love ‘mongst these sweet knaves,   275
And all this courtesy! The strain of man’s bred out
Into baboon and monkey.
 

Alcib.  Sir, you have sav’d my longing, and I feed
Most hungerly on your sight.
 

Tim.        Right welcome, sir!   280
Ere we depart, we’ll share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.  [Exeunt all except APEMANTUS.
 

Enter two Lords.
 

First Lord.  What time o’ day is ‘t, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Time to be honest.   285
 

First Lord.  That time serves still.
 

Apem.  The more accursed thou, that still omitt’st it.
 

Sec. Lord.  Thou art going to Lord Timon’s feast?
 

Apem.  Ay; to see meat fill knaves and wine heat fools.
 

Sec. Lord.  Fare thee well, fare thee well.   290
 

Apem.  Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice.
 

Sec. Lord.  Why, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I mean to give thee none.
 

First Lord.  Hang thyself!
 

Apem.  No, I will do nothing at thy bidding: make thy requests to thy friend.   295
 

Sec. Lord.  Away, unpeaceable dog! or I’ll spurn thee hence.
 

Apem.  I will fly, like a dog, the heels of an ass.  [Exit.
 

First Lord.  He’s opposite to humanity. Come, shall we in,
And taste Lord Timon’s bounty? he outgoes
The very heart of kindness.   300
 

Sec. Lord.  He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold,
Is but his steward: no meed but he repays
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All use of quittance.   305
 

First Lord.        The noblest mind he carries
That ever govern’d man.
 

Sec. Lord.  Long may he live in fortunes!
Shall we in?
 

First Lord.  I’ll keep you company.  [Exeunt.   310
 




Act I. Scene II.
 

The Same.  A Room of State in TIMON’S House.
 

Hautboys playing loud music.  A great banquet served in; FLAVIUS and Others attending: then enter LORD TIMON, ALCIBIADES, Lords, and Senators, VENTIDIUS and Attendants.  Then comes, dropping after all, APEMANTUS discontentedly, like himself.
 

Ven.  Most honour’d Timon,
It hath pleas’d the gods to remember my father’s age,
And call him to long peace.   5
He is gone happy, and has left me rich:
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I do return those talents,
Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help
I deriv’d liberty.   10
 

Tim.        O! by no means,
Honest Ventidius; you mistake my love;
I gave it freely ever; and there’s none
Can truly say he gives, if he receives:
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare   15
To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair.
 

Ven.  A noble spirit.  [They all stand ceremoniously looking on TIMON.
 

Tim.  Nay, my lords, ceremony was but devis’d at first
To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,
Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis shown;   20
But where there is true friendship, there needs none.
Pray, sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes
Than my fortunes to me.  [They sit.
 

First Lord.  My lord, we always have confess’d it.
 

Apem.  Ho, ho! confess’d it; hang’d it, have you not?   25
 

Tim.  O! Apemantus, you are welcome.
 

Apem.        No,
You shall not make me welcome:
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.
 

Tim.  Fie! thou’rt a churl; ye’ve got a humour there   30
Does not become a man; ’tis much to blame.
They say, my lords, Ira furor brevis est;
But yond man is ever angry.
Go, let him have a table by himself,
For he does neither affect company,   35
Nor is he fit for it, indeed.
 

Apem.  Let me stay at thine apperil, Timon: I come to observe; I give thee warning on ‘t.
 

Tim.  I take no heed of thee; thou’rt an Athenian, therefore, welcome. I myself would have no power; prithee, let my meat make thee silent.
 

Apem.  I scorn thy meat; ’twould choke me, for I should
Ne’er flatter thee. O you gods! what a number   40
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not.
It grieves me to see so many dip their meat
In one man’s blood; and all the madness is,
He cheers them up too.
I wonder men dare trust themselves with men:   45
Methinks they should invite them without knives;
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives.
There’s much example for ‘t; the fellow that
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges
The breath of him in a divided draught,   50
Is the readiest man to kill him: ‘t has been prov’d.
If I were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals;
Lest they should spy my wind-pipe’s dangerous notes:
Great men should drink with harness on their throats.
 

Tim.  My lord, in heart; and let the health go round.   55
 

Sec. Lord.  Let it flow this way, my good lord.
 

Apem.  Flow this way! A brave fellow! he keeps his tides well. Those healths will make thee and thy state look ill, Timon.
Here’s that which is too weak to be a sinner,
Honest water, which ne’er left man i’ the mire:
This and my food are equals, there’s no odds:   60
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods.
Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;
I pray for no man but myself:
Grant I may never prove so fond,
To trust man on his oath or bond;
Or a harlot for her weeping;
Or a dog that seems a-sleeping;
Or a keeper with my freedom;
Or my friends, if I should need ‘em.
Amen. So fall to ‘t:
Rich men sin, and I eat root.
[Eats and drinks.
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus!
 

Tim.  Captain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the field now.
 

Alcib.  My heart is ever at your service, my lord.
 

Tim.  You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies than a dinner of friends.   65
 

Alcib.  So they were bleeding-new, my lord, there’s no meat like ‘em: I could wish my best friend at such a feast.
 

Apem.  ‘Would all those flatterers were thine enemies then, that then thou mightst kill ‘em and bid me to ‘em.
 

First Lord.  Might we but have that happiness, my lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby we might express some part of our zeals, we should think ourselves for ever perfect.
 

Tim.  O! no doubt, my good friends, but the gods themselves have provided that I shall have much help from you: how had you been my friends else? why have you that charitable title from thousands, did not you chiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you to myself than you can with modesty speak in your own behalf; and thus far I confirm you. O you gods! think I, what need we have any friends, if we should ne’er have need of ‘em? they were the most needless creatures living should we ne’er have use for ‘em, and would most resemble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wished myself poorer that I might come nearer to you. We are born to do benefits; and what better or properer can we call our own than the riches of our friends? O! what a precious comfort ’tis, to have so many, like brothers, commanding one another’s fortunes. O joy! e’en made away ere it can be born. Mine eyes cannot hold out water, methinks: to forget their faults, I drink to you.
 

Apem.  Thou weepest to make them drink, Timon.   70
 

Sec. Lord.  Joy had the like conception in our eyes,
And, at that instant, like a babe, sprung up.
 

Apem.  Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a bastard.
 

Third Lord.  I promise you, my lord, you mov’d me much.
 

Apem.  Much!  [Tucket sounded.   75
 

Tim.  What means that trump?
 

Enter a Servant.
        How now!
 

Serv.  Please you, my lord, there are certain ladies most desirous of admittance.
 

Tim.  Ladies? What are their wills?   80
 

Serv.  There comes with them a forerunner, my lord, which bears that office, to signify their pleasures.
 

Tim.  I pray, let them be admitted.
 

Enter CUPID.
 

Cup.  Hail to thee, worthy Timon; and to all
That of his bounties taste! The five best senses   85
Acknowledge thee their patron; and come freely
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom. Th’ ear,
Taste, touch, smell, pleas’d from thy table rise;
They only now come but to feast thine eyes.
 

Tim.  They are welcome all; let ‘em have kind admittance:   90
Music, make their welcome!  [Exit CUPID.
 

First Lord.  You see, my lord, how ample you’re belov’d.
 

Music.  Re-enter CUPID, with a masque of Ladies as Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing and playing.
 

Apem.  Hoy-day! what a sweep of vanity comes this way:
They dance! they are mad women.   95
Like madness is the glory of this life,
As this pomp shows to a little oil and root.
We make ourselves fools to disport ourselves;
And spend our flatteries to drink those men
Upon whose age we void it up again,   100
With poisonous spite and envy.
Who lives that’s not depraved or depraves?
Who dies that bears not one spurn to their graves
Of their friend’s gift?
I should fear those that dance before me now   105
Would one day stamp upon me: it has been done;
Men shut their doors against a setting sun.
 

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring of TIMON; and to show their loves each singles out an Amazon, and all dance, men with women, a lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and cease.
 

Tim.  You have done our pleasures much grace, fair ladies,
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment,   110
Which was not half so beautiful and kind;
You have added worth unto ‘t and lustre,
And entertain’d me with mine own device;
I am to thank you for ‘t.
 

First Lady.  My lord, you take us even at the best.   115
 

Apem.  Faith, for the worst is filthy; and would not hold taking, I doubt me.
 

Tim.  Ladies, there is an idle banquet
Attends you: please you to dispose yourselves.
 

All Lad.  Most thankfully, my lord.  [Exeunt CUPID and Ladies.
 

Tim.  Flavius!   120
 

Flav.  My lord!
 

Tim.        The little casket bring me hither.
 

Flav.  Yes, my lord.  [Aside.]  More jewels yet!
There is no crossing him in ‘s humour;
Else I should tell him well, i’ faith, I should,   125
When all’s spent, he’d be cross’d then, an he could.
’Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind,
That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind.  [Exit.
 

First Lord.  Where be our men?
 

Serv.  Here, my lord, in readiness.   130
 

Sec. Lord.  Our horses!
 

Re-enter FLAVIUS with the Casket.
 

Tim.  O, my friends! I have one word to say to you;
Look you, my good lord,
I must entreat you, honour me so much   135
As to advance this jewel; accept it and wear it,
Kind my lord.
 

First Lord.  I am so far already in your gifts — 
 

All.  So are we all.
 

Enter a Servant.   140
 

Serv.  My lord, there are certain nobles of the senate
Newly alighted, and come to visit you.
 

Tim.  They are fairly welcome.
 

Flav.        I beseech your honour,
Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near.   145
 

Tim.  Near! why then another time I’ll hear thee.
I prithee, let’s be provided to show them entertainment.
 

Flav.  [Aside.]  I scarce know how.
 

Enter another Servant.
 

Sec. Serv.  May it please your honour, Lord Lucius,   150
Out of his free love, hath presented to you
Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver.
 

Tim.  I shall accept them fairly; let the presents
Be worthily entertain’d.
 

Enter a third Servant.   155
        How now! what news?
 

Third Serv.  Please you, my lord, that honourable gentleman, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow to hunt with him, and has sent your honour two brace of greyhounds.
 

Tim.  I’ll hunt with him; and let them be receiv’d,
Not without fair reward.
 

Flav.        [Aside.]  What will this come to?   160
He commands us to provide, and give great gifts,
And all out of an empty coffer:
Nor will he know his purse, or yield me this,
To show him what a beggar his heart is,
Being of no power to make his wishes good,   165
His promises fly so beyond his state
That what he speaks is all in debt; he owes
For every word: he is so kind that he now
Pays interest for ‘t; his land’s put to their books.
Well, would I were gently put out of office   170
Before I were forc’d out!
Happier he that has no friend to feed
Than such as do e’en enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for my lord.  [Exit.
 

Tim.        You do yourselves   175
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits:
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.
 

Sec. Lord.  With more than common thanks I will receive it.
 

Third Lord.  O! he’s the very soul of bounty.
 

Tim.  And now I remember, my lord, you gave   180
Good words the other day of a bay courser
I rode on: it is yours, because you lik’d it.
 

Third Lord.  O! I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in that.
 

Tim.  You may take my word, my lord; I know no man
Can justly praise but what he does affect:   185
I weigh my friend’s affection with mine own;
I’ll tell you true. I’ll call to you.
 

All Lords.        O! none so welcome.
 

Tim.  I take all and your several visitations
So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give;   190
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends,
And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades,
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich;
It comes in charity to thee; for all thy living
Is ‘mongst the dead, and all the lands thou hast   195
Lie in a pitch’d field.
 

Alcib.        Ay, defil’d land, my lord.
 

First Lord.  We are so virtuously bound, — 
 

Tim.        And so
Am I to you.   200
 

Sec. Lord.  So infinitely endear’d, — 
 

Tim.  All to you. Lights, more lights!
 

First Lord.        The best of happiness,
Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, Lord Timon!
 

Tim.  Ready for his friends.  [Exeunt ALCIBIADES, Lords, &c.   205
 

Apem.        What a coil’s here!
Serving of becks and jutting out of bums!
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums
That are given for ‘em. Friendship’s full of dregs:
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs.   210
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on curtsies.
 

Tim.  Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen,
I would be good to thee.
 

Apem.  No, I’ll nothing; for if I should be bribed too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou wouldst sin the faster. Thou givest so long, Timon, I fear me thou wilt give away thyself in paper shortly: what need these feasts, pomps, and vain-glories?
 

Tim.  Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, I am sworn not to give regard to you.   215
Farewell; and come with better music.  [Exit.
 

Apem.  So:
Thou wilt not hear me now; thou shalt not then;
I’ll lock thy heaven from thee.
O! that men’s ears should be   220
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery.  [Exit.
 




Act II. Scene I.
 

Athens.  A Room in a Senator’s House.
 

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand.
 

Sen.  And late, five thousand: to Varro and to Isidore
He owes nine thousand; besides my former sum,
Which makes it five-and-twenty. Still in motion   5
Of raging waste! It cannot hold; it will not.
If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold;
If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon,   10
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight,
And able horses. No porter at his gate,
But rather one that smiles and still invites
All that pass by. It cannot hold; no reason
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho!   15
Caphis, I say!
 

Enter CAPHIS.
 

Caph.        Here, sir; what is your pleasure?
 

Sen.  Get on your cloak, and haste you to Lord Timon;
Importune him for my moneys; be not ceas’d   20
With slight denial, nor then silenc’d when — 
‘Commend me to your master’ — and the cap
Plays in the right hand, thus; — but tell him,
My uses cry to me; I must serve my turn
Out of mine own; his days and times are past,   25
And my reliances on his fracted dates
Have smit my credit: I love and honour him,
But must not break my back to heal his finger;
Immediate are my needs, and my relief
Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me in words,   30
But find supply immediate. Get you gone:
Put on a most importunate aspect,
A visage of demand; for, I do fear,
When every feather sticks in his own wing,
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull,   35
Which flashes now a phœnix. Get you gone.
 

Caph.  I go, sir.
 

Sen.  ‘I go, sir!’ Take the bonds along with you,
And have the dates in compt.
 

Caph.        I will, sir.   40
 

Sen.                Go.  [Exeunt.
 




Act II. Scene II.
 

The Same.  A Hall in TIMON’S House.
 

Enter FLAVIUS, with many bills in his hand.
 

Flav.  No care, no stop! so senseless of expense,
That he will neither know how to maintain it,
Nor cease his flow of riot: takes no account   5
How things go from him, nor resumes no care
Of what is to continue: never mind
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind.
What shall be done? He will not hear, till feel:
I must be round with him, now he comes from hunting.   10
Fie, fie, fie, fie!
 

Enter CAPHIS, and the Servants of ISIDORE and VARRO.
 

Caph.        Good even, Varro. What!
You come for money?
 

Var. Serv.        Is ‘t not your business too?   15
 

Caph.  It is: and yours too, Isidore?
 

Isid. Serv.        It is so.
 

Caph.  Would we were all discharg’d!
 

Var. Serv.        I fear it.
 

Caph.  Here comes the lord!   20
 

Enter TIMON, ALCIBIADES, and Lords, &c.
 

Tim.  So soon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again,
My Alcibiades. With me? what is your will?
 

Caph.  My lord, here is a note of certain dues.
 

Tim.  Dues! Whence are you?   25
 

Caph.        Of Athens here, my lord.
 

Tim.  Go to my steward.
 

Caph.  Please it your lordship, he hath put me off
To the succession of new days this month:
My master is awak’d by great occasion   30
To call upon his own; and humbly prays you
That with your other noble parts you’ll suit
In giving him his right.
 

Tim.        Mine honest friend,
I prithee, but repair to me next morning.   35
 

Caph.  Nay, good my lord, — 
 

Tim.        Contain thyself, good friend.
 

Var. Serv.  One Varro’s servant, my good lord, — 
 

Isid. Serv.        From Isidore;
He humbly prays your speedy payment.   40
 

Caph.  If you did know, my lord, my master’s wants, — 
 

Var. Serv.  ’Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six weeks
And past.
 

Isid. Serv.  Your steward puts me off, my lord;
And I am sent expressly to your lordship.   45
 

Tim.  Give me breath.
I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on;
I’ll wait upon you instantly.  [Exeunt ALCIBIADES and Lords.
[To FLAVIUS.]  Come hither: pray you,
How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d   50
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds,
And the detention of long-since-due debts,
Against my honour?
 

Flav.        Please you, gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this business:   55
Your importunacy cease till after dinner,
That I may make his lordship understand
Wherefore you are not paid.
 

Tim.        Do so, my friends.
See them well entertained.  [Exit.   60
 

Flav.        Pray, draw near.  [Exit.
 

Enter APEMANTUS and Fool.
 

Caph.  Stay, stay; here comes the fool with Apemantus: let’s ha’ some sport with ‘em.
 

Var. Serv.  Hang him, he’ll abuse us.
 

Isid. Serv.  A plague upon him, dog!   65
 

Var. Serv.  How dost, fool?
 

Apem.  Dost dialogue with thy shadow?
 

Var. Serv.  I speak not to thee.
 

Apem.  No; ’tis to thyself.  [To the Fool.]  Come away.
 

Isid. Serv.  [To VAR. Serv.]  There’s the fool hangs on your back already.   70
 

Apem.  No, thou stand’st single; thou’rt not on him yet.
 

Caph.  Where’s the fool now?
 

Apem.  He last asked the question. Poor rogues, and usurers’ men! bawds between gold and want!
 

All Serv.  What are we, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Asses.   75
 

All Serv.  Why?
 

Apem.  That you ask me what you are, and do not know yourselves. Speak to ‘em, fool.
 

Fool.  How do you, gentlemen?
 

All Serv.  Gramercies, good fool. How does your mistress?
 

Fool.  She’s e’en setting on water to scald such chickens as you are. Would we could see you at Corinth!   80
 

Apem.  Good! gramercy.
 

Enter Page.
 

Fool.  Look you, here comes my mistress’ page.
 

Page.  [To the Fool.]  Why, how now, captain! what do you in this wise company? How dost thou, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might answer thee profitably.   85
 

Page  Prithee, Apemantus, read me the superscription of these letters: I know not which is which.
 

Apem.  Canst not read?
 

Page.  No.
 

Apem.  There will little learning die then that day thou art hanged. This is to Lord Timon; this to Alcibiades. Go; thou wast born a bastard, and thou’lt die a bawd.
 

Page.  Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou shalt famish a dog’s death. Answer not; I am gone.  [Exit Page.   90
 

Apem.  E’en so thou outrunn’st grace. — Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timon’s.
 

Fool.  Will you leave me there?
 

Apem.  If Timon stay at home. You three serve three usurers?
 

All Serv.  Ay; would they served us!
 

Apem.  So would I, as good a trick as ever hangman served thief.   95
 

Fool.  Are you three usurers’ men?
 

All Serv.  Ay, fool.
 

Fool.  I think no usurer but has a fool to his servant: my mistress is one, and I am her fool. When men come to borrow of your masters, they approach sadly, and go away merry; but they enter my mistress’ house merrily, and go away sadly: the reason of this?
 

Var. Serv.  I could render one.
 

Apem.  Do it, then, that we may account thee a whoremaster and a knave; which, notwithstanding, thou shalt be no less esteemed.   100
 

Var. Serv.  What is a whoremaster, fool?
 

Fool.  A fool in good clothes, and something like thee. ’Tis a spirit: sometime ‘t appears like a lord; sometime like a lawyer; sometime like a philosopher, with two stones more than ‘s artificial one. He is very often like a knight; and generally in all shapes that man goes up and down in from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit walks in.
 

Var. Serv.  Thou art not altogether a fool.
 

Fool.  Nor thou altogether a wise man: as much foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest.
 

Apem.  That answer might have become Apemantus.   105
 

All Serv.  Aside, aside; here comes Lord Timon.
 

Re-enter TIMON and FLAVIUS.
 

Apem.  Come with me, fool, come.
 

Fool.  I do not always follow lover, elder brother and woman; sometimes the philosopher.  [Exeunt APEMANTUS and Fool.
 

Flav.  Pray you, walk near: I’ll speak with you anon.  [Exeunt Servants.   110
 

Tim.  You make me marvel: wherefore, ere this time,
Had you not fully laid my state before me,
That I might so have rated my expense
As I had leave of means?
 

Flav.        You would not hear me,   115
At many leisures I propos’d.
 

Tim.        Go to:
Perchance some single vantages you took,
When my indisposition put you back;
And that unaptness made your minister,   120
Thus to excuse yourself.
 

Flav.        O my good lord!
At many times I brought in my accounts,
Laid them before you; you would throw them off,
And say you found them in mine honesty.   125
When for some trifling present you have bid me
Return so much, I have shook my head, and wept;
Yea, ‘gainst the authority of manners, pray’d you
To hold your hand more close: I did endure
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have   130
Prompted you in the ebb of your estate
And your great flow of debts. My loved lord,
Though you hear now, too late, yet now’s a time,
The greatest of your having lacks a half
To pay your present debts.   135
 

Tim.        Let all my land be sold.
 

Flav.  ’Tis all engag’d, some forfeited and gone;
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth
Of present dues; the future comes apace:
What shall defend the interim? and at length   140
How goes our reckoning?
 

Tim.  To Lacedæmon did my land extend.
 

Flav.  O my good lord! the world is but a word;
Were it all yours to give it in a breath,
How quickly were it gone!   145
 

Tim.        You tell me true.
 

Flav.  If you suspect my husbandry or falsehood,
Call me before the exactest auditors,
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me,
When all our offices have been oppress’d   150
With riotous feeders, when our vaults have wept
With drunken spilth of wine, when every room
Hath blaz’d with lights and bray’d with minstrelsy,
I have retir’d me to a wasteful cock,
And set mine eyes at flow.   155
 

Tim.        Prithee, no more.
 

Flav.  Heavens! have I said, the bounty of this lord!
How many prodigal bits have slaves and peasants
This night englutted! Who is not Timon’s?
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is Lord Timon’s?   160
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon!
Ah! when the means are gone that buy this praise,
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made:
Feast-won, fast-lost; one cloud of winter showers,
These flies are couch’d.   165
 

Tim.        Come, sermon me no further;
No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart;
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.
Why dost thou weep? Canst thou the conscience lack,
To think I shall lack friends? Secure thy heart;   170
If I would broach the vessels of my love,
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing,
Men and men’s fortunes could I frankly use
As I can bid thee speak.
 

Flav.        Assurance bless your thoughts!   175
 

Tim.  And, in some sort, these wants of mine are crown’d,
That I account them blessings; for by these
Shall I try friends. You shall perceive how you
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends.
Within there! Flaminius! Servilius!   180
 

Enter FLAMINIUS, SERVILIUS, and other Servants.
 

Serv.  My lord! my lord!
 

Tim.  I will dispatch you severally: you, to Lord Lucius; to Lord Lucullus you: I hunted with his honour to-day; you, to Sempronius. Commend me to their loves; and I am proud, say, that my occasions have found time to use them toward a supply of money: let the request be fifty talents.
 

Flam.  As you have said, my lord.
 

Flav.  [Aside.]  Lord Lucius, and Lucullus? hum!   185
 

Tim.  [To another Servant.]  Go you, sir, to the senators, — 
Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have
Deserv’d this hearing, — bid ‘em send o’ the instant
A thousand talents to me.
 

Flav.        I have been bold, — 190
For that I knew it the most general way, — 
To them to use your signet and your name;
But they do shake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return.
 

Tim.        Is ‘t true? can’t be?   195
 

Flav.  They answer, in a joint and corporate voice,
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot
Do what they would; are sorry; you are honourable;
But yet they could have wish’d; they know not;
Something hath been amiss; a noble nature   200
May catch a wrench; would all were well; ’tis pity;
And so, intending other serious matters,
After distasteful looks and these hard fractions,
With certain half-caps and cold-moving nods
They froze me into silence.   205
 

Tim.        You gods, reward them!
Prithee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary;
Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it seldom flows;
’Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind;   210
And nature, as it grows again toward earth,
Is fashion’d for the journey, dull and heavy.
[To a Servant.]  Go to Ventidius. — [To FLAVIUS.]  Prithee, be not sad,
Thou art true and honest; ingenuously I speak,
No blame belongs to thee. — [To Servant.]  Ventidius lately   215
Buried his father; by whose death he’s stepp’d
Into a great estate; when he was poor,
Imprison’d and in scarcity of friends,
I clear’d him with five talents; greet him from me;
Bid him suppose some good necessity   220
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember’d
With those five talents.  [Exit Servant.]  [To FLAVIUS.]  That had, give ‘t these fellows
To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or think
That Timon’s fortunes ‘mong his friends can sink.
 

Flav.  I would I could not think it: that thought is bounty’s foe;   225
Being free itself, it thinks all others so.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene I.
 

Athens.  A Room in LUCULLUS’ House.
 

FLAMINIUS waiting. Enter a Servant to him.
 

Serv.  I have told my lord of you; he is coming down to you.
 

Flam.  I thank you, sir.
 

Enter LUCULLUS.   5
 

Serv.  Here’s my lord.
 

Lucul.  [Aside.]  One of Lord Timon’s men! a gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a silver bason and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honest Flaminius, you are very respectively welcome, sir. Fill me some wine.  [Exit Servant.]  And how does that honourable, complete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and master?
 

Flam.  His health is well, sir.
 

Lucul.  I am right glad that his health is well, sir. And what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty Flaminius?
 

Flam.  Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; which, in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your honour to supply; who, having great and instant occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting your present assistance therein.   10
 

Lucul.  La, la, la, la! ‘nothing doubting,’ says he? Alas! good lord; a noble gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep so good a house. Many a time and often I ha’ dined with him, and told him on ‘t; and come again to supper to him, of purpose to have him spend less; and yet he would embrace no counsel, take no warning by my coming. Every man has his fault, and honesty is his; I ha’ told him on ‘t, but I could ne’er get him from it.
 

Re-enter Servant with wine.
 

Serv.  Please your lordship, here is the wine.
 

Lucul.  Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise. Here’s to thee.
 

Flam.  Your lordship speaks your pleasure.   15
 

Lucul.  I have observed thee always for a towardly prompt spirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows what belongs to reason; and canst use the time well, if the time use thee well: good parts in thee.  [To the Servant.] — Get you gone, sirrah. — [Exit Servant.]  Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord’s a bountiful gentleman; but thou art wise, and thou knowest well enough, although thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend money, especially upon bare friendship, without security. Here’s three solidares for thee: good boy, wink at me, and say thou sawest me not. Fare thee well.
 

Flam.  Is ‘t possible the world should so much differ,
And we alive that liv’d? Fly, damned baseness,
To him that worships thee.  [Throwing the money away.
 

Lucul.  Ha! now I see thou art a fool, and fit for thy master.  [Exit.   20
 

Flam.  May these add to the number that may scald thee!
Let molten coin be thy damnation,
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself!
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart
It turns in less than two nights? O you gods!   25
I feel my master’s passion. This slave unto his honour
Has my lord’s meat in him:
Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment
When he is turn’d to poison?
O! may diseases only work upon ‘t,   30
And, when he’s sick to death, let not that part of nature
Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour.  [Exit.
 




Act III. Scene II.
 

The Same.  A Public Place.
 

Enter LUCIUS, with three Strangers.
 

Luc.  Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very good friend, and an honourable gentleman.
 

First Stran.  We know him for no less, though we are but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, and which I hear from common rumours: now Lord Timon’s happy hours are done and past, and his estate shrinks from him.
 

Luc.  Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for money.   5
 

Sec. Stran.  But believe you this, my lord, that, not long ago, one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow so many talents, nay, urged extremely for ‘t, and showed what necessity belonged to ‘t, and yet was denied.
 

Luc.  How!
 

Sec. Stran.  I tell you, denied, my lord.
 

Luc.  What a strange case was that! now, before the gods, I am ashamed on ‘t. Denied that honourable man! there was very little honour showed in ‘t. For my own part, I must needs confess, I have received some small kindnesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he mistook him, and sent to me, I should ne’er have denied his occasion so many talents.
 

Enter SERVILIUS.   10
 

Servil.  See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord; I have sweat to see his honour.  [To LUCIUS.]  My honoured lord!
 

Luc.  Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee well: commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my very exquisite friend.
 

Servil.  May it please your honour, my lord hath sent — 
 

Luc.  Ha! what has he sent? I am so much endeared to that lord; he’s ever sending: how shall I thank him, thinkest thou? And what has he sent now?
 

Servil.  He has only sent his present occasion now, my lord; requesting your lordship to supply his instant use with so many talents.   15
 

Luc.  I know his lordship is but merry with me;
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.
 

Servil.  But in the mean time he wants less, my lord.
If his occasion were not virtuous,
I should not urge it half so faithfully.   20
 

Luc.  Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?
 

Servil.  Upon my soul, ’tis true, sir.
 

Luc.  What a wicked beast was I to disfurnish myself against such a good time, when I might ha’ shown myself honourable! how unluckily it happened, that I should purchase the day before for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour! Servilius, now, before the gods, I am not able to do; the more beast, I say; I was sending to use Lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can witness; but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done it now. Commend me bountifully to his good lordship; and I hope his honour will conceive the fairest of me, because I have no power to be kind: and tell him this from me, I count it one of my greatest afflictions say, that I cannot pleasure such an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend me so far as to use mine own words to him?
 

Servil.  Yes, sir, I shall.
 

Luc.  I’ll look you out a good turn, Servilius.  [Exit SERVILIUS.   25
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed;
And he that’s once denied will hardly speed.  [Exit.
 

First Stran.  Do you observe this, Hostilius?
 

Sec. Stran.        Ay, too well.
 

First Stran.  Why this is the world’s soul; and just of the same piece   30
Is every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call him
His friend that dips in the same dish? for, in
My knowing, Timon has been this lord’s father,
And kept his credit with his purse,
Supported his estate; nay, Timon’s money   35
Has paid his men their wages: he ne’er drinks
But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip;
And yet, O! see the monstrousness of man,
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape,
He does deny him, in respect of his,   40
What charitable men afford to beggars.
 

Third Stran.  Religion groans at it.
 

First Stran.        For mine own part,
I never tasted Timon in my life,
Nor came any of his bounties over me,   45
To mark me for his friend; yet, I protest,
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue,
And honourable carriage,
Had his necessity made use of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation,   50
And the best half should have return’d to him,
So much I love his heart. But, I perceive,
Men must learn now with pity to dispense;
For policy sits above conscience.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene III.
 

The Same.  A Room in SEMPRONIUS’S House.
 

Enter SEMPRONIUS and a Servant of TIMON’S.
 

Sem.  Must he needs trouble me in ‘t. Hum! ‘bove all others?
He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucullus;
And now Ventidius is wealthy too,   5
Whom he redeem’d from prison: all these
Owe their estates unto him.
 

Serv.        My lord,
They have all been touch’d and found base metal, for
They have all denied him.   10
 

Sem.        How! have they denied him?
Have Ventidius and Lucullus denied him?
And does he send to me? Three? hum!
It shows but little love or judgment in him:
Must I be his last refuge? His friends, like physicians,   15
Thrice give him over; must I take the cure upon me?
He has much disgrac’d me in ‘t; I’m angry at him,
That might have known my place. I see no sense for ‘t,
But his occasions might have woo’d me first;
For, in my conscience, I was the first man   20
That e’er received gift from him:
And does he think so backwardly of me now,
That I’ll requite it last? No:
So it may prove an argument of laughter
To the rest, and I ‘mongst lords be thought a fool.   25
I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum,
He had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake;
I’d such a courage to do him good. But now return,
And with their faint reply this answer join;
Who bates mine honour shall not know my coin.  [Exit.   30
 

Serv.  Excellent! Your lordship’s a goodly villain. The devil knew not what he did when he made man politic; he crossed himself by ‘t: and I cannot think but in the end the villanies of man will set him clear. How fairly this lord strives to appear foul! takes virtuous copies to be wicked, like those that under hot ardent zeal would set whole realms on fire:
Of such a nature is his politic love.
This was my lord’s best hope; now all are fled
Save only the gods. Now his friends are dead,
Doors, that were ne’er acquainted with their wards   35
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d
Now to guard sure their master:
And this is all a liberal course allows;
Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his house.  [Exit.
 




Act III. Scene IV.
 

The Same.  A Hall in TIMON’S House.
 

Enter two Servants of VARRO, and the Servant of LUCIUS, meeting TITUS, HORTENSIUS, and other Servants to TIMON’S Creditors, waiting his coming out.
 

First Var. Serv.  Well met; good morrow, Titus and Hortensius.
 

Tit.  The like to you, kind Varro.
 

Hor.        Lucius!   5
What! do we meet together!
 

Luc. Ser.        Ay, and I think
One business does command us all; for mine
Is money.
 

Tit.  So is theirs and ours.   10
 

Enter PHILOTUS.
 

Luc. Serv.        And Sir Philotus too!
 

Phi.  Good day at once.
 

Luc. Serv.        Welcome, good brother.
What do you think the hour?   15
 

Phi.        Labouring for nine.
 

Luc. Serv.  So much?
 

Phi.        Is not my lord seen yet?
 

Luc. Serv.                Not yet.
 

Phi.  I wonder on ‘t; he was wont to shine at seven.   20
 

Luc. Serv.  Ay, but the days are waxed shorter with him:
You must consider that a prodigal course
Is like the sun’s; but not, like his, recoverable.
I fear,
’Tis deepest winter in Lord Timon’s purse;   25
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet
Find little.
 

Phi.        I am of your fear for that.
 

Tit.  I’ll show you how to observe a strange event.
Your lord sends now for money.   30
 

Hor.        Most true, he does.
 

Tit.  And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift,
For which I wait for money.
 

Hor.  It is against my heart.
 

Luc. Serv.        Mark, how strange it shows,   35
Timon in this should pay more than he owes:
And e’en as if your lord should wear rich jewels,
And send for money for ‘em.
 

Hor.  I’m weary of this charge, the gods can witness:
I know my lord hath spent of Timon’s wealth,   40
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth.
 

First Var. Serv.  Yes, mine’s three thousand crowns; what’s yours?
 

Luc. Serv.  Five thousand mine.
 

First Var. Serv.  ’Tis much deep: and it should seem by the sum,
Your master’s confidence was above mine;   45
Else, surely, his had equall’d.
 

Enter FLAMINIUS.
 

Tit.  One of Lord Timon’s men.
 

Luc. Serv.  Flaminius! Sir, a word. Pray, is my lord ready to come forth?
 

Flam.  No, indeed, he is not.   50
 

Tit.  We attend his lordship; pray, signify so much.
 

Flam.  I need not tell him that; he knows you are too diligent.  [Exit FLAMINIUS.
 

Enter FLAVIUS in a cloak, muffled.
 

Luc. Serv.  Ha! is not that his steward muffled so?
He goes away in a cloud: call him, call him.   55
 

Tit.  Do you hear, sir?
 

Sec. Var. Serv.  By your leave, sir.
 

Flav.  What do you ask of me, my friend?
 

Tit.  We wait for certain money here, sir.
 

Flav.        Ay,   60
If money were as certain as your waiting,
‘Twere sure enough.
Why then preferr’d you not your sums and bills,
When you false masters eat of my lord’s meat?
Then they could smile and fawn upon his debts,   65
And take down the interest into their gluttonous maws.
You do yourselves but wrong to stir me up;
Let me pass quietly:
Believe ‘t, my lord and I have made an end;
I have no more to reckon, he to spend.   70
 

Luc. Serv.  Ay, but this answer will not serve.
 

Flav.  If ‘twill not serve, ’tis not so base as you;
For you serve knaves.  [Exit.
 

First Var. Serv.  How! what does his cashiered worship mutter?
 

Sec. Var. Serv.  No matter what; he’s poor, and that’s revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he that has no house to put his head in? such may rail against great buildings.   75
 

Enter SERVILIUS.
 

Tit.  O! here’s Servilius; now we shall know some answer.
 

Servil.  If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to repair some other hour, I should derive much from ‘t; for, take ‘t of my soul, my lord leans wondrously to discontent. His comfortable temper has forsook him; he’s much out of health, and keeps his chamber.
 

Luc. Serv.  Many do keep their chambers are not sick:
And, if it be so far beyond his health,   80
Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts,
And make a clear way to the gods.
 

Servil.        Good gods!
 

Tit.  We cannot take this for answer, sir.
 

Flam.  [Within.]  Servilius, help! my lord! my lord!   85
 

Enter TIMON, in a rage; FLAMINIUS following.
 

Tim.  What! are my doors oppos’d against my passage?
Have I been ever free, and must my house
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol?
The place which I have feasted, does it now,   90
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart?
 

Luc. Serv.  Put in now, Titus.
 

Tit.  My lord, here is my bill.
 

Luc. Serv.  Here’s mine.
 

Hor.  And mine, my lord.   95
 

Both Var. Serv.  And ours, my lord.
 

Phi.  All our bills.
 

Tim.  Knock me down with ‘em: cleave me to the girdle.
 

Luc. Serv.  Alas! my lord, — 
 

Tim.  Cut my heart in sums.   100
 

Tit.  Mine, fifty talents.
 

Tim.  Tell out my blood.
 

Luc. Serv.  Five thousand crowns, my lord.
 

Tim.  Five thousand drops pays that. What yours? and yours?
 

First Var. Serv.  My lord, — 105
 

Sec. Var. Serv.  My lord, — 
 

Tim.  Tear me, take me; and the gods fall upon you!  [Exit.
 

Hor.  Faith, I perceive our masters may throw their caps at their money: these debts may well be called desperate ones, for a madman owes ‘em.  [Exeunt.
 

Re-enter TIMON and FLAVIUS.
 

Tim.  They have e’en put my breath from me, the slaves:   110
Creditors? devils!
 

Flav.  My dear lord, — 
 

Tim.  What if it should be so?
 

Flav.  My lord, — 
 

Tim.  I’ll have it so. My steward!   115
 

Flav.  Here, my lord.
 

Tim.  So fitly! Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all:
I’ll once more feast the rascals.
 

Flav.        O my lord!   120
You only speak from your distracted soul;
There is not so much left to furnish out
A moderate table.
 

Tim.        Be ‘t not in thy care: go.
I charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide   125
Of knaves once more; my cook and I’ll provide.  [Exeunt
 




Act III. Scene V.
 

The Same.  The Senate House.
 

The Senate sitting.
 

First Sen.  My lord, you have my voice to it; the fault’s
Bloody; ’tis necessary he should die;
Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy.   5
 

Sec. Sen.  Most true; the law shall bruise him.
 

Enter ALCIBIADES, attended.
 

Alcib.  Honour, health, and compassion to the senate!
 

First Sen.  Now, captain.
 

Alcib.  I am a humble suitor to your virtues;   10
For pity is the virtue of the law,
And none but tyrants use it cruelly.
It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,
Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past depth   15
To those that without heed do plunge into ‘t.
He is a man, setting his fate aside,
Of comely virtues;
Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice, — 
An honour in him which buys out his fault, — 20
But, with a noble fury and fair spirit,
Seeing his reputation touch’d to death,
He did oppose his foe;
And with such sober and unnoted passion
He did behave his anger, ere ’twas spent,   25
As if he had but prov’d an argument.
 

First Sen.  You undergo too strict a paradox,
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair:
Your words have took such pains as if they labour’d
To bring manslaughter into form, and set quarrelling   30
Upon the head of valour; which indeed
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world
When sects and factions were newly born.
He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer
The worst that man can breathe, and make his wrongs   35
His outsides, to wear them like his raiment, carelessly,
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,
To bring it into danger.
If wrongs be evils and enforce us kill,
What folly ’tis to hazard life for ill!   40
 

Alcib.  My lord, — 
 

First Sen.  You cannot make gross sins look clear;
To revenge is no valour, but to bear.
 

Alcib.  My lords, then, under favour, pardon me,
If I speak like a captain.   45
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle,
And not endure all threats? sleep upon ‘t,
And let the foes quietly cut their throats
Without repugnancy? If there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we   50
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant
That stay at home, if bearing carry it,
And the ass more captain than the lion, the felon
Loaden with irons wiser than the judge,
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords!   55
As you are great, be pitifully good:
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood?
To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust;
But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis most just.
To be in anger is impiety;   60
But who is man that is not angry?
Weigh but the crime with this.
 

Sec. Sen.  You breathe in vain.
 

Alcib.        In vain! his service done
At Lacedæmon and Byzantium   65
Were a sufficient briber for his life.
 

First Sen.  What’s that?
 

Alcib.  I say, my lords, he has done fair service,
And slain in fight many of your enemies.
How full of valour did he bear himself   70
In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds!
 

Sec. Sen.  He has made too much plenty with ‘em;
He’s a sworn rioter; he has a sin that often
Drowns him and takes his valour prisoner;
If there were no foes, that were enough   75
To overcome him; in that beastly fury
He has been known to commit outrages
And cherish factions; ’tis inferr’d to us,
His days are foul and his drink dangerous.
 

First Sen.  He dies.   80
 

Alcib.  Hard fate! he might have died in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him, — 
Though his right arm might purchase his own time,
And be in debt to none, — yet, more to move you,
Take my deserts to his, and join ‘em both;   85
And, for I know your reverend ages love
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all
My honour to you, upon his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life,
Why, let the war receive ‘t in valiant gore;   90
For law is strict, and war is nothing more.
 

First Sen.  We are for law; he dies: urge it no more,
On height of our displeasure. Friend, or brother,
He forfeits his own blood that spills another.
 

Alcib.  Must it be so? it must not be. My lords,   95
I do beseech you, know me.
 

Sec. Sen.  How!
 

Alcib.  Call me to your remembrances.
 

Third Sen.        What!
 

Alcib.  I cannot think but your age has forgot me;   100
It could not else be I should prove so base,
To sue, and be denied such common grace.
My wounds ache at you.
 

First Sen.        Do you dare our anger?
’Tis in few words, but spacious in effect;   105
We banish thee for ever.
 

Alcib.        Banish me!
Banish your dotage; banish usury,
That makes the senate ugly.
 

First Sen.  If, after two days’ shine, Athens contain thee,   110
Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to swell our spirit,
He shall be executed presently.  [Exeunt Senators.
 

Alcib.  Now the gods keep you old enough; that you may live
Only in bone, that none may look on you!
I am worse than mad: I have kept back their foes,   115
While they have told their money and let out
Their coin upon large interest; I myself
Rich only in large hurts: all those for this?
Is this the balsam that the usuring senate
Pours into captains’ wounds? Banishment!   120
It comes not ill; I hate not to be banish’d;
It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury,
That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.
’Tis honour with most lands to be at odds;   125
Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods.  [Exit.
 




Act III. Scene VI.
 

The Same.  A Room of State in TIMON’S House.
 

Music.  Tables set out: Servants attending.  Enter divers Lords, Senators, and Others, at several doors.
 

First Lord.  The good time of day to you, sir.
 

Sec. Lord.  I also wish it you. I think this honourable lord did but try us this other day.
 

First Lord.  Upon that were my thoughts tiring when we encountered: I hope it is not so low with him as he made it seem in the trial of his several friends.   5
 

Sec. Lord.  It should not be, by the persuasion of his new feasting.
 

First Lord.  I should think so: he hath sent me an earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did urge me to put off; but he hath conjured me beyond them, and I must needs appear.
 

Sec. Lord.  In like manner was I in debt to my importunate business, but he would not hear my excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, that my provision was out.
 

First Lord.  I am sick of that grief too, as I understand how all things go.
 

Sec. Lord.  Every man here’s so. What would he have borrowed you?   10
 

First Lord.  A thousand pieces.
 

Sec. Lord.  A thousand pieces!
 

First Lord.  What of you?
 

Third Lord  He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes.
 

Enter TIMON and Attendants.   15
 

Tim.  With all my heart, gentlemen both; and how fare you?
 

First Lord.  Ever at the best, hearing well of your lordship.
 

Sec. Lord.  The swallow follows not summer more willing than we your lordship.
 

Tim.  [Aside.]  Nor more willingly leaves winter; such summer-birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not recompense this long stay: feast your ears with the music awhile, if they will fare so harshly o’ the trumpet’s sound; we shall to ‘t presently.
 

First Lord.  I hope it remains not unkindly with your lordship that I returned you an empty messenger.   20
 

Tim.  O! sir, let it not trouble you.
 

Sec. Lord.  My noble lord, — 
 

Tim.  Ah! my good friend, what cheer?
 

Sec. Lord.  My most honourable lord, I am e’en sick of shame, that when your lordship this other day sent to me I was so unfortunate a beggar.
 

Tim.  Think not on ‘t, sir.   25
 

Sec. Lord.  If you had sent but two hours before, — 
 

Tim.  Let it not cumber your better remembrance.  [The banquet brought in.]  Come, bring in all together.
 

Sec. Lord.  All covered dishes!
 

First Lord.  Royal cheer, I warrant you.
 

Third Lord.  Doubt not that, if money and the season can yield it.   30
 

First Lord.  How do you? What’s the news?
 

Third Lord.  Alcibiades is banished: hear you of it?
 

First Lord & Sec. Lord.  Alcibiades banished!
 

Third Lord.  ’Tis so, be sure of it.
 

First Lord.  How? how?   35
 

Sec. Lord.  I pray you, upon what?
 

Tim.  My worthy friends, will you draw near?
 

Third Lord.  I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a noble feast toward.
 

Sec. Lord.  This is the old man still.
 

Third Lord.  Will ‘t hold? will ‘t hold?   40
 

Sec. Lord.  It does; but time will — and so — 
 

Third Lord.  I do conceive.
 

Tim.  Each man to his stool, with that spur as he would to the lip of his mistress; your diet shall be in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first place: sit, sit. The gods require our thanks. — 
  You great benefactors sprinkle our society with thankfulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves praised: but reserve still to give, lest your deities be despised. Lend to each man enough, that one need not lend to another; for, were your godheads to borrow of men, men would forsake the gods. Make the meat be beloved more than the man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty be without a score of villains: if there sit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them be as they are. The rest of your fees, O gods! the senators of Athens, together with the common lag of people, what is amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for destruction. For these my present friends, as they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them, and to nothing are they welcome.
Uncover, dogs, and lap.  [The dishes uncovered are full of warm water.   45
 

Some speak.  What does his lordship mean?
 

Some other.  I know not.
 

Tim.  May you a better feast never behold,
You knot of mouth-friends! smoke and lukewarm water
Is your perfection. This is Timon’s last;   50
Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries,
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces  [Throwing the water in their faces.
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long,
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites,
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,   55
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies,
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks!
Of man and beast the infinite malady
Crust you quite o’er! What! dost thou go?
Soft! take thy physic first, — thou too, — and thou; — 60
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.  [Throws the dishes at them.
What! all in motion? Henceforth be no feast,
Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest.
Burn, house! sink, Athens! henceforth hated be
Of Timon man and all humanity!  [Exit.   65
 

Re-enter the Lords, Senators, &c.
 

First Lord.  How now, my lords!
 

Sec. Lord.  Know you the quality of Lord Timon’s fury?
 

Third Lord.  Push! did you see my cap?
 

Fourth Lord.  I have lost my gown.   70
 

First Lord.  He’s but a mad lord, and nought but humour sways him. He gave me a jewel th’ other day, and now he has beat it out of my hat: did you see my jewel?
 

Third Lord.  Did you see my cap?
 

Sec. Lord.  Here ’tis.
 

Fourth Lord.  Here lies my gown.
 

First Lord.  Let’s make no stay.   75
 

Sec. Lord.  Lord Timon’s mad.
 

Third Lord.        I feel ‘t upon my bones.
 

Fourth Lord.  One day he gives us diamonds, next day stones.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene I.
 

Without the Walls of Athens
 

Enter TIMON.
 

Tim.  Let me look back upon thee. O thou wall,
That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth.
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent!   5
Obedience fail in children! slaves and fools,
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench,
And minister in their steads! To general filths
Convert, o’ the instant, green virginity!
Do ‘t in your parents’ eyes! Bankrupts, hold fast;   10
Rather than render back, out with your knives,
And cut your trusters’ throats! Bound servants, steal! — 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, — 
And pill by law. Maid, to thy master’s bed;
Thy mistress is o’ the brothel! Son of sixteen,   15
Pluck the lin’d crutch from thy old limping sire,
With it beat out his brains! Piety, and fear,
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth,
Domestic awe, night-rest and neighbourhood,
Instruction, manners, mysteries and trades,   20
Degrees, observances, customs and laws,
Decline to your confounding contraries,
And let confusion live! Plagues incident to men,
Your potent and infectious fevers heap
On Athens, ripe for stroke! Thou cold sciatica,   25
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt
As lamely as their manners! Lust and liberty
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,
That ‘gainst the stream of virtue they may strive,
And drown themselves in riot! Itches, blains,   30
Sow all the Athenian bosoms, and their crop
Be general leprosy! Breath infect breath,
That their society, as their friendship, may
Be merely poison! Nothing I’ll bear from thee
But nakedness, thou detestable town!   35
Take thou that too, with multiplying bans!
Timon will to the woods; where he shall find
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind.
The gods confound — hear me, you good gods all — 
The Athenians both within and out that wall!   40
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow
To the whole race of mankind, high and low!
Amen.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene II.
 

Athens.  A Room in TIMON’S House.
 

Enter FLAVIUS, with two or three Servants.
 

First Serv.  Hear you, Master steward! where’s our master?
Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining?
 

Flav.  Alack! my fellows, what should I say to you?   5
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods,
I am as poor as you.
 

First Serv.        Such a house broke!
So noble a master fall’n! All gone! and not
One friend to take his fortune by the arm,   10
And go along with him!
 

Sec. Serv.        As we do turn our backs
From our companion thrown into his grave,
So his familiars to his buried fortunes
Slink all away, leave their false vows with him,   15
Like empty purses pick’d; and his poor self,
A dedicated beggar to the air,
With his disease of all-shunn’d poverty,
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows.
 

Enter other Servants.   20
 

Flav.  All broken implements of a ruin’d house.
 

Third Serv.  Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s livery,
That see I by our faces; we are fellows still,
Serving alike in sorrow. Leak’d is our bark,
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck,   25
Hearing the surges threat: we must all part
Into this sea of air.
 

Flav.        Good fellows all,
The latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst you.
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake   30
Let’s yet be fellows; let’s shake our heads, and say,
As ‘twere a knell unto our master’s fortunes,
‘We have seen better days.’ Let each take some;  [Giving them money.
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more:
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.  [They embrace, and part several ways.   35
O! the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us.
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt,
Since riches point to misery and contempt?
Who would be so mock’d with glory? or so live,
But in a dream of friendship?   40
To have his pomp and all what state compounds
But only painted, like his varnish’d friends?
Poor honest lord! brought low by his own heart,
Undone by goodness. Strange, unusual blood,
When man’s worst sin is he does too much good!   45
Who then dares to be half so kind agen?
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men.
My dearest lord, bless’d, to be most accurs’d,
Rich, only to be wretched, thy great fortunes
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas! kind lord,   50
He’s flung in rage from this ingrateful seat
Of monstrous friends;
Nor has he with him to supply his life,
Or that which can command it.
I’ll follow and inquire him out:   55
I’ll ever serve his mind with my best will;
Whilst I have gold I’ll be his steward still.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene III.
 

Woods and Cave near the Sea-shore.
 

Enter TIMON from the Cave.
 

Tim.  O blessed breeding sun! draw from the earth
Rotten humidity; below thy sister’s orb
Infect the air! Twinn’d brothers of one womb,   5
Whose procreation, residence and birth,
Scarce is dividant, touch them with several fortunes;
The greater scorns the lesser: not nature,
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune,
But by contempt of nature.   10
Raise me this beggar, and deny ‘t that lord;
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary,
The beggar native honour.
It is the pasture lards the rother’s sides,
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares,   15
In purity of manhood stand upright,
And say, ‘This man’s a flatterer?’ if one be,
So are they all; for every grize of fortune
Is smooth’d by that below: the learned pate
Ducks to the golden fool: all is oblique;   20
There’s nothing level in our cursed natures
But direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr’d
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men!
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains:
Destruction fang mankind! Earth, yield me roots!  [Digging.   25
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate
With thy most operant poison! What is here?
Gold! yellow, glittering, precious gold! No, gods,
I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens!
Thus much of this will make black white, foul fair,   30
Wrong right, base noble, old young, coward valiant.
Ha! you gods, why this? What this, you gods? Why, this
Will lug your priests and servants from your sides,
Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their head:
This yellow slave   35
Will knit and breath religions; bless the accurs’d;
Make the hoar leprosy ador’d; place thieves,
And give them title, knee, and approbation,
With senators on the bench; this is it
That makes the wappen’d widow wed again;   40
She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices
To the April day again. Come, damned earth,
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt’st odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee   45
Do thy right nature. — [March afar off.]  Ha! a drum? thou’rt quick,
But yet I’ll bury thee: thou’lt go, strong thief,
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand:
Nay, stay thou out for earnest.  [Keeping some gold.
 

Enter ALCIBIADES, with drum and fife, in warlike manner; PHRYNIA and TIMANDRA.   50
 

Alcib.  What art thou there? speak.
 

Tim.  A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart,
For showing me again the eyes of man!
 

Alcib.  What is thy name? Is man so hateful to thee,
That art thyself a man?   55
 

Tim.  I am Misanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog,
That I might love thee something.
 

Alcib.        I know thee well,
But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and strange.   60
 

Tim.  I know thee too; and more than that I know thee
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum;
With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, gules;
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel;
Then what should war be? This fell whore of thine   65
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword
For all her cherubin look.
 

Phry.        Thy lips rot off!
 

Tim.  I will not kiss thee; then the rot returns
To thine own lips again.   70
 

Alcib.  How came the noble Timon to this change?
 

Tim.  As the moon does, by wanting light to give:
But then renew I could not like the moon;
There were no suns to borrow of.
 

Alcib.  Noble Timon, what friendship may I do thee?   75
 

Tim.  None, but to maintain my opinion.
 

Alcib.  What is it, Timon?
 

Tim.  Promise me friendship, but perform none: if thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for thou art a man! if thou dost perform, confound thee, for thou art a man!
 

Alcib.  I have heard in some sort of thy miseries.
 

Tim.  Thou saw’st them, when I had prosperity.   80
 

Alcib.  I see them now; then was a blessed time.
 

Tim.  As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.
 

Timan.  Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world
Voic’d so regardfully?
 

Tim.        Art thou Timandra?   85
 

Timan.                Yes.
 

Tim.  Be a whore still; they love thee not that use thee;
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust.
Make use of thy salt hours; season the slaves
For tubs and baths; bring down rose-cheeked youth   90
To the tub-fast and the diet.
 

Timan.        Hang thee, monster!
 

Alcib.  Pardon him, sweet Timandra, for his wits
Are drown’d and lost in his calamities.
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,   95
The want whereof doth daily make revolt
In my penurious band: I have heard and griev’d
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth,
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states,
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 100
 

Tim.  I prithee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone.
 

Alcib.  I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon.
 

Tim.  How dost thou pity him whom thou dost trouble?
I had rather be alone.
 

Alcib.        Why, fare thee well:   105
Here is some gold for thee.
 

Tim.        Keep it, I cannot eat it.
 

Alcib.  When I have laid proud Athens on a heap, — 
 

Tim.  Warr’st thou ‘gainst Athens?
 

Alcib.  Ay, Timon, and have cause.   110
 

Tim.  The gods confound them all in thy conquest; and
Thee after, when thou hast conquer’d!
 

Alcib.        Why me, Timon?
 

Tim.  That, by killing of villains, thou wast born to conquer
My country.   115
Put up thy gold: go on, — here’s gold, — go on;
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove
Will o’er some high-vic’d city hang his poison
In the sick air: let not thy sword skip one.
Pity not honour’d age for his white beard;   120
He is a usurer. Strike me the counterfeit matron;
It is her habit only that is honest,
Herself’s a bawd. Let not the virgin’s cheek
Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those milkpaps,
That through the window-bars bore at men’s eyes,   125
Are not within the leaf of pity writ,
But set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe,
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy;
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat shall cut,   130
And mince it sans remorse. Swear against objects;
Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes,
Whose proof nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding,
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers:   135
Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent,
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone.
 

Alcib.  Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the gold thou giv’st me,
Not all thy counsel.
 

Tim.  Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven’s curse upon thee!   140
 

Phr. & Timan.  Give us some gold, good Timon: hast thou more?
 

Tim.  Enough to make a whore forswear her trade,
And to make whores a bawd. Hold up, you sluts,
Your aprons mountant: you are not oathable,
Although, I know, you’ll swear, terribly swear   145
Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues
The immortal gods that hear you, spare your oaths,
I’ll trust to your conditions: be whores still;
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you,
Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up;   150
Let your close fire predominate his smoke,
And be no turncoats: yet may your pains, six months,
Be quite contrary: and thatch your poor thin roofs
With burdens of the dead; some that were hang’d,
No matter; wear them, betray with them: whore still;   155
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face:
A pox of wrinkles!
 

Phr. & Timan.  Well, more gold. What then?
Believe ‘t, that we’ll do anything for gold.
 

Tim.  Consumptions sow   160
In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shins,
And mar men’s spurring. Crack the lawyer’s voice,
That he may never more false title plead,
Nor sound his quillets shrilly: hoar the flamen,
That scolds against the quality of flesh,   165
And not believes himself: down with the nose,
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away
Of him that, his particular to foresee,
Smells from the general weal: make curl’d-pate ruffians bald,
And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war   170
Derive some pain from you: plague all,
That your activity may defeat and quell
The source of all erection. There’s more gold;
Do you damn others, and let this damn you,
And ditches grave you all!   175
 

Phr. & Timan.  More counsel with more money, bounteous Timon.
 

Tim.  More whore, more mischief first; I have given you earnest.
 

Alcib.  Strike up the drum towards Athens! Farewell, Timon:
If I thrive well, I’ll visit thee again.
 

Tim.  If I hope well, I’ll never see thee more.   180
 

Alcib.  I never did thee harm.
 

Tim.  Yes, thou spok’st well of me.
 

Alcib.        Call’st thou that harm?
 

Tim.  Men daily find it. Get thee away, and take
Thy beagles with thee.   185
 

Alcib.        We but offend him. Strike!  [Drum beats.  Exeunt ALCIBIADES, PHRYNIA, and TIMANDRA.
 

Tim.  That nature, being sick of man’s unkindness,
Should yet be hungry! Common mother, thou,  [Digging.
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast,
Teems, and feeds all; whose self-same mettle,   190
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d,
Engenders the black toad and adder blue,
The gilded newt and eyeless venom’d worm,
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine;   195
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate,
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root!
Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb,
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man!
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears;   200
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face
Hath to the marbled mansion all above
Never presented! O! a root; dear thanks:
Dry up thy marrows, vines and plough-torn leas;
Where of in grateful man, with liquorish draughts   205
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind,
That from it all consideration slips!
 

 
 

Enter APEMANTUS.
More man! Plague! plague!
 

Apem.  I was directed hither: men report   210
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them.
 

Tim.  ’Tis, then, because thou dost not keep a dog
Whom I would imitate: consumption catch thee!
 

Apem.  This is in thee a nature but infected;
A poor unmanly melancholy sprung   215
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this place?
This slave-like habit? and these looks of care?
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft,
Hug their diseas’d perfumes, and have forgot
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods   220
By putting on the cunning of a carper.
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive
By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee,
And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe,
Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious strain,   225
And call it excellent. Thou wast told thus;
Thou gav’st thine ears, like tapsters that bid welcome,
To knaves and all approachers: ’tis most just
That thou turn rascal; hadst thou wealth again,
Rascals should have ‘t. Do not assume my likeness.   230
 

Tim.  Were I like thee I’d throw away myself.
 

Apem.  Thou hast cast away thyself, being like thyself;
A madman so long, now a fool. What! think’st
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain,
Will put thy shirt on warm? will these moss’d trees,   235
That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels
And skip when thou point’st out? will the cold brook,
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste
To cure the o’er-night’s surfeit? Call the creatures
Whose naked natures live in all the spite   240
Of wreakful heaven, whose bare unhoused trunks
To the conflicting elements expos’d,
Answer mere nature; bid them flatter thee;
O! thou shalt find — 
 

Tim.        A fool of thee. Depart.   245
 

Apem.  I love thee better now than e’er I did.
 

Tim.  I hate thee worse.
 

Apem.        Why?
 

Tim.                Thou flatter’st misery.
 

Apem.  I flatter not, but say thou art a caitiff.   250
 

Tim.  Why dost thou seek me out?
 

Apem.        To vex thee.
 

Tim.  Always a villain’s office, or a fool’s.
Dost please thyself in ‘t?
 

Apem.        Ay.   255
 

Tim.                What! a knave too?
 

Apem.  If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on
To castigate thy pride, ‘twere well; but thou
Dost it enforcedly; thou’dst courtier be again
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery   260
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown’d before;
The one is filling still, never complete;
The other, at high wish: best state, contentless,
Hath a distracted and most wretched being,
Worse than the worst, content.   265
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable.
 

Tim.  Not by his breath that is more miserable.
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm
With favour never clasp’d, but bred a dog.
Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, proceeded   270
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords
To such as may the passive drudges of it
Freely command, thou wouldst have plung’d thyself
In general riot; melted down thy youth
In different beds of lust; and never learn’d   275
The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d
The sugar’d game before thee. But myself,
Who had the world as my confectionary,
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employment,   280
That numberless upon me stuck as leaves
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush
Fell from their boughs and left me open, bare
For every storm that blows; I, to bear this,
That never knew but better, is some burden:   285
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time
Hath made thee hard in ‘t. Why shouldst thou hate men?
They never flatter’d thee: what hast thou given?
If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag,
Must be thy subject, who in spite put stuff   290
To some she beggar and compounded thee
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone!
If thou hadst not been born the worst of men,
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.
 

Apem.        Art thou proud yet?   295
 

Tim.  Ay, that I am not thee.
 

Apem.        I, that I was
No prodigal.
 

Tim.        I, that I am one now:
Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee,   300
I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.
That the whole life of Athens were in this!
Thus would I eat it.  [Eating a root.
 

Apem.        Here; I will mend thy feast.
 

Tim.  First mend my company, take away thyself.   305
 

Apem.  So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of thine.
 

Tim.  ’Tis not well mended so, it is but botch’d;
If not, I would it were.
 

Apem.  What wouldst thou have to Athens?
 

Tim.  Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt,   310
Tell them there I have gold; look, so I have.
 

Apem.  Here is no use for gold.
 

Tim.        The best and truest;
For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm.
 

Apem.  Where liest o’ nights, Timon?   315
 

Tim.        Under that’s above me.
Where feed’st thou o’ days, Apemantus?
 

Apem.  Where my stomach finds meat; or, rather, where I eat it.
 

Tim.  Would poison were obedient and knew my mind!
 

Apem.  Where wouldst thou send it?   320
 

Tim.  To sauce thy dishes.
 

Apem.  The middle of humanity thou never knewest, but the extremity of both ends. When thou wast in thy gilt and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too much curiosity; in thy rags thou knowest none, but art despised for the contrary. There’s a medlar for thee; eat it.
 

Tim.  On what I hate I feed not.
 

Apem.  Dost hate a medlar?
 

Tim.  Ay, though it look like thee.   325
 

Apem.  An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou shouldst have loved thyself better now. What man didst thou ever know unthrift that was beloved after his means?
 

Tim.  Who, without those means thou talkest of, didst thou ever know beloved?
 

Apem.  Myself.
 

Tim.  I understand thee; thou hadst some means to keep a dog.
 

Apem.  What things in the world canst thou nearest compare to thy flatterers?   330
 

Tim.  Women nearest; but men, men are the things themselves. What wouldst thou do with the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power?
 

Apem.  Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men.
 

Tim.  Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the confusion of men, and remain a beast with the beasts?
 

Apem.  Ay, Timon.
 

Tim.  A beastly ambition, which the gods grant thee to attain to. If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile thee; if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee; if thou wert the fox, the lion would suspect thee, when peradventure thou wert accused by the ass; if thou wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee, and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the wolf; if thou wert the wolf, thy greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner; wert thou the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee and make thine own self the conquest of thy fury; wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the horse; wert thou a horse, thou wouldst be seized by the leopard; wert thou a leopard, thou wert german to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life; all thy safety were remotion, and thy defence absence. What beast couldst thou be, that were not subject to a beast? and what a beast art thou already, that seest not thy loss in transformation!   335
 

Apem.  If thou couldst please me with speaking to me, thou mightst have hit upon it here; the commonwealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts.
 

Tim.  How has the ass broke the wall, that thou art out of the city?
 

Apem.  Yonder comes a poet and a painter: the plague of company light upon thee! I will fear to catch it, and give way. When I know not what else to do, I’ll see thee again.
 

Tim.  When there is nothing living but thee, thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar’s dog than Apemantus.
 

Apem.  Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.   340
 

Tim.  Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon!
 

Apem.  A plague on thee! thou art too bad to curse!
 

Tim.  All villains that do stand by thee are pure.
 

Apem.  There is no leprosy but what thou speak’st.
 

Tim.  If I name thee.   345
I’ll beat thee, but I should infect my hands.
 

Apem.  I would my tongue could rot them off!
 

Tim.  Away, thou issue of a mangy dog!
Choler does kill me that thou art alive;
I swound to see thee.   350
 

Apem.        Would thou wouldst burst!
 

Tim.                Away,
Thou tedious rogue! I am sorry I shall lose
A stone by thee.  [Throws a stone at him.
 

Apem.        Beast!   355
 

Tim.                Slave!
 

Apem.                        Toad!
 

Tim.                        Rogue, rogue, rogue!
I am sick of this false world, and will love nought
But even the mere necessities upon ‘t.   360
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave;
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat
Thy grave-stone daily: make thine epitaph,
That death in me at others’ lives may laugh.  [Looking on the gold.
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce   365
‘Twixt natural son and sire! thou bright defiler
Of Hymen’s purest bed! thou valiant Mars!
Thou ever young, fresh, lov’d, and delicate wooer,
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
That lies on Dian’s lap! thou visible god,   370
That solder’st close impossibilities,
And mak’st them kiss! that speak st with every tongue,
To every purpose! O thou touch of hearts!
Think, thy slave man rebels, and by thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts   375
May have the world in empire.
 

Apem.        Would ‘twere so:
But not till I am dead; I’ll say thou’st gold:
Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly.
 

Tim.        Throng’d to?   380
 

Apem.                Ay.
 

Tim.  Thy back, I prithee.
 

Apem.        Live, and love thy misery!
 

Tim.  Long live so, and so die!  [Exit APEMANTUS.
        I am quit.   385
More things like men! Eat, Timon, and abhor them.
 

Enter Thieves.
 

First Thief.  Where should he have this gold? It is some poor fragment, some slender ort of his remainder. The mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, drove him into this melancholy.
 

Sec. Thief.  It is noised he hath a mass of treasure.
 

Third Thief.  Let us make the assay upon him: if he care not for ‘t, he will supply us easily; if he covetously reserve it, how shall’s get it?   390
 

Sec. Thief.  True; for he bears it not about him, ’tis hid.
 

First Thief.  Is not this he?
 

Thieves.  Where?
 

Sec. Thief.  ’Tis his description.
 

Third Thief.  He; I know him.   395
 

All.  Save thee, Timon.
 

Tim.  Now, thieves?
 

All.  Soldiers, not thieves.
 

Tim.  Both too; and women’s sons.
 

Thieves.  We are not thieves, but men that much do want.   400
 

Tim.  Your greatest want is, you want much of meat.
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath roots;
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs;
The oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips;
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush   405
Lays her full mess before you. Want! why want?
 

First Thief.  We cannot live on grass, on berries, water,
As beasts, and birds, and fishes.
 

Tim.  Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and fishes;
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con   410
That you are thieves profess’d, that you work not
In holier shapes; for there is boundless theft
In limited professions. Rascal thieves,
Here’s gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o’ the grape,
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth,   415
And so ‘scape hanging: trust not the physician;
His antidotes are poison, and he slays
More than you rob: take wealth and lives together;
Do villany, do, since you protest to do ‘t,
Like workmen. I’ll example you with thievery:   420
The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction
Robs the vast sea; the moon’s an arrant thief,
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun;
The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves
The moon into salt tears; the earth’s a thief,   425
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen
From general excrement, each thing’s a thief;
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck’d theft. Love not yourselves; away!
Rob one another. There’s more gold: cut throats;   430
All that you meet are thieves. To Athens go,
Break open shops; nothing can you steal
But thieves do lose it: steal no less for this
I give you; and gold confound you howsoe’er!
Amen.   435
 

Third Thief.  He has almost charmed me from my profession, by persuading me to it.
 

First Thief.  ’Tis in the malice of mankind that he thus advises us; not to have us thrive in our mystery.
 

Sec. Thief.  I’ll believe him as an enemy, and give over my trade.
 

First Thief.  Let us first see peace in Athens; there is no time so miserable but a man may be true.  [Exeunt Thieves.
 

Enter FLAVIUS.   440
 

Flav.  O you gods!
Is yond despised and ruinous man my lord?
Full of decay and failing? O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow’d!
What an alteration of honour   445
Has desperate want made!
What viler thing upon the earth than friends
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends!
How rarely does it meet with this time’s guise,
When man was wish’d to love his enemies!   450
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me than those that do!
He hath caught me in his eye: I will present
My honest grief unto him; and, as my lord,
Still serve him with my life. My dearest master!   455
 

TIMON comes forward.
 

Tim.  Away! what art thou?
 

Flav.        Have you forgot me, sir?
 

Tim.  Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men;
Then, if thou grant’st thou’rt a man, I have forgot thee.   460
 

Flav.  An honest poor servant of yours.
 

Tim.        Then I know thee not:
I never had an honest man about me; ay all
I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains.
 

Flav.  The gods are witness,   465
Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief
For his undone lord than mine eyes for you.
 

Tim.  What! dost thou weep? Come nearer. Then I love thee,
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim’st
Flinty mankind; whose eyes do never give,   470
But thorough lust and laughter. Pity’s sleeping:
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping!
 

Flav.  I beg of you to know me, good my lord,
To accept my grief and whilst this poor wealth lasts
To entertain me as your steward still.   475
 

Tim.  Had I a steward
So true, so just, and now so comfortable?
It almost turns my dangerous nature mild.
Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man
Was born of woman.   480
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,
You perpetual-sober gods! I do proclaim
One honest man, mistake me not, but one;
No more, I pray, and he’s a steward.
How fain would I have hated all mankind!   485
And thou redeem’st thyself: but all, save thee,
I fell with curses.
Methinks thou art more honest now than wise;
For, by oppressing and betraying me,
Thou mightst have sooner got another service:   490
For many so arrive at second masters
Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true, — 
For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure, — 
Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous,
If not a usuring kindness and as rich men deal gifts,   495
Expecting in return twenty for one?
 

Flav.  No, my most worthy master; in whose breast
Doubt and suspect, alas! are plac’d too late.
You should have fear’d false times when you did feast;
Suspect still comes when an estate is least.   500
That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love,
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind,
Care of your food and living; and, believe it,
My most honour’d lord,
For any benefit that points to me,   505
Either in hope, or present, I’d exchange
For this one wish, that you had power and wealth
To requite me by making rich yourself.
 

Tim.  Look thee, ’tis so. Thou singly honest man,
Here, take: the gods out of my misery,   510
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and happy;
But thus condition’d: thou shalt build from men;
Hate all, curse all, show charity to none,
But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone,
Ere thou relieve the beggar; give to dogs   515
What thou deny’st to men; let prisons swallow ‘em,
Debts wither ‘em to nothing; be men like blasted woods,
And may diseases lick up their false bloods!
And so, farewell and thrive.
 

Flav.        O! let me stay   520
And comfort you, my master.
 

Tim.        If thou hatest
Curses, stay not; fly, whilst thou’rt bless’d and free:
Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee.  [Exeunt, severally.
 




Act V. Scene I.
 

The Woods.  Before TIMON’S Cave.
 

Enter Poet and Painter.
 

Pain.  As I took note of the place, it cannot be far where he abides.
 

Poet.  What’s to be thought of him? Does the rumour hold for true that he is so full of gold?
 

Pain.  Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia and Timandra had gold of him: he likewise enriched poor straggling soldiers with great quantity. ’Tis said he gave unto his steward a mighty sum.   5
 

Poet.  Then this breaking of his has been but a try for his friends.
 

Pain.  Nothing else; you shall see him a palm in Athens again, and flourish with the highest. Therefore ’tis not amiss we tender our loves to him, in this supposed distress of his: it will show honestly in us, and is very likely to load our purposes with what they travel for, if it be a just and true report that goes of his having.
 

Poet.  What have you now to present unto him?
 

Pain.  Nothing at this time but my visitation; only, I will promise him an excellent piece.
 

Poet.  I must serve him so too; tell him of an intent that’s coming towards him.   10
 

Pain.  Good as the best. Promising is the very air o’ the time; it opens the eyes of expectation; performance is ever the duller for his act; and, but in the plainer and simpler kind of people, the deed of saying is quite out of use. To promise is most courtly and fashionable; performance is a kind of will or testament which argues a great sickness in his judgment that makes it.
 

Enter TIMON from his cave.
 

Tim.  [Aside.]  Excellent workman! Thou canst not paint a man so bad as is thyself.
 

Poet.  I am thinking what I shall say I have provided for him: it must be a personating of himself; a satire against the softness of prosperity, with a discovery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency.
 

Tim.  [Aside.]  Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine own work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? Do so, I have gold for thee.   15
 

Poet.  Nay, let’s seek him:
Then do we sin against our own estate,
When we may profit meet, and come too late.
 

Pain.  True;
When the day serves, before black-corner’d night,   20
Find what thou want’st by free and offer’d light.
Come.
 

Tim.  [Aside.]  I’ll meet you at the turn. What a god’s gold,
That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple
Than where swine feed!   25
’Tis thou that rigg’st the bark and plough’st the foam,
Settlest admired reverence in a slave:
To thee be worship; and thy saints for aye
Be crown’d with plagues that thee alone obey.
Fit I meet them.  [Advancing.   30
 

Poet.  Hail, worthy Timon!
 

Pain.        Our late noble master!
 

Tim.  Have I once liv’d to see two honest men?
 

Poet.  Sir,
Having often of your open bounty tasted,   35
Hearing you were retir’d, your friends fall’n off,
Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits!
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What! to you,
Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence   40
To their whole being! I am rapt, and cannot cover
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude
With any size of words.
 

Tim.  Let it go naked, men may see ‘t the better:
You, that are honest, by being what you are,   45
Make them best seen and known.
 

Pain.        He and myself
Have travell’d in the great shower of your gifts,
And sweetly felt it.
 

Tim.        Ay, you are honest men.   50
 

Pain.  We are hither come to offer you our service.
 

Tim.  Most honest men! Why, how shall I requite you?
Can you eat roots and drink cold water? no.
 

Both.  What we can do, we’ll do, to do you service.
 

Tim.  Ye’re honest men. Ye’ve heard that I have gold;   55
I am sure you have: speak truth; ye’re honest men.
 

Pain.  So it is said, my noble lord; but therefore
Came not my friend nor I.
 

Tim.  Good honest men! Thou draw’st a counterfeit
Best in all Athens: thou’rt, indeed, the best;   60
Thou counterfeit’st most lively.
 

Pain.        So, so, my lord.
 

Tim.  E’en so, sir, as I say. And, for thy fiction,
Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth
That thou art even natural in thine art.   65
But for all this, my honest natur’d friends,
I must needs say you have a little fault:
Marry, ’tis not monstrous in you, neither wish I
You take much pains to mend.
 

Both.        Beseech your honour   70
To make it known to us.
 

Tim.        You’ll take it ill.
 

Both.  Most thankfully, my lord.
 

Tim.        Will you indeed?
 

Both.  Doubt it not, worthy lord.   75
 

Tim.  There’s never a one of you but trusts a knave,
That mightily deceives you.
 

Both.        Do we, my lord?
 

Tim.  Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dissemble,
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him,   80
Keep in your bosom; yet remain assur’d
That he’s a made-up villain.
 

Pain.  I know none such, my lord.
 

Poet.        Nor I.
 

Tim.  Look you, I love you well; I’ll give you gold,   85
Rid me these villains from your companies:
Hang them or stab them, drown them in a draught,
Confound them by some course, and come to me,
I’ll give you gold enough.
 

Both.  Name them, my lord; let’s know them.   90
 

Tim.  You that way and you this, but two in company;
Each man apart, all single and alone,
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.
If, where thou art two villains shall not be,
Come not near him.  [To the Poet.]  If thou would not reside   95
But where one villain is, then him abandon.
Hence! pack! there’s gold; ye came for gold, ye slaves:
You have done work for me, there’s payment: hence!
You are an alchemist, make gold of that.
Out, rascal dogs!  [Beats them out and then returns to his cave.   100
 

Enter FLAVIUS and two Senators.
 

Flav.  It is in vain that you would speak with Timon;
For he is set so only to himself
That nothing but himself, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.   105
 

First Sen.        Bring us to his cave:
It is our part and promise to the Athenians
To speak with Timon.
 

Sec. Sen.        At all times alike
Men are not still the same: ’twas time and griefs   110
That fram’d him thus: time, with his fairer hand,
Offering the fortunes of his former days,
The former man may make him. Bring us to him,
And chance it as it may.
 

Flav.        Here is his cave.   115
Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! Timon!
Look out, and speak to friends. The Athenians,
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee:
Speak to them, noble Timon.
 

Enter TIMON, from his cave.   120
 

Tim.  Thou sun, that comfort’st, burn! Speak, and be hang’d:
For each true word, a blister! and each false
Be as a cauterizing to the root o’ the tongue,
Consuming it with speaking!
 

First Sen.        Worthy Timon, — 125
 

Tim.  Of none but such as you, and you of Timon.
 

Sec. Sen.  The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon.
 

Tim.  I thank them; and would send them back the plague,
Could I but catch it for them.
 

First Sen.        O! forget   130
What we are sorry for ourselves in thee.
The senators with one consent of love
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought
On special dignities, which vacant lie
For thy best use and wearing.   135
 

Sec. Sen.        They confess
Toward thee forgetfulness too general, gross;
Which now the public body, which doth seldom
Play the recanter, feeling in itself
A lack of Timon’s aid, hath sense withal   140
Of its own fail, restraining aid to Timon;
And send forth us, to make their sorrow’d render,
Together with a recompense more fruitful
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram;
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth   145
As shall to thee block out what wrongs were theirs,
And write in thee the figures of their love,
Ever to read them thine.
 

Tim.        You witch me in it;
Surprise me to the very brink of tears:   150
Lend me a fool’s heart and a woman’s eyes,
And I’ll beweep these comforts, worthy senators.
 

First Sen.  Therefore so please thee to return with us,
And of our Athens — thine and ours — to take
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks,   155
Allow’d with absolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority: so soon we shall drive back
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild;
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up
His country’s peace.   160
 

Sec. Sen.  And shakes his threat’ning sword
Against the walls of Athens.
 

First Sen.        Therefore, Timon, — 
 

Tim.  Well, sir, I will; therefore, I will, sir; thus: — 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,   165
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon,
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens,
And take our goodly aged men by the beards,
Giving our holy virgins to the stain
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d war;   170
Then let him know, and tell him Timon speaks it,
In pity of our aged and our youth
I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not,
And let him take ‘t at worst; for their knives care not
While you have throats to answer: for myself,   175
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp
But I do prize it at my love before
The reverend’st throat in Athens. So I leave you
To the protection of the prosperous gods,
As thieves to keepers.   180
 

Flav.        Stay not; all’s in vain.
 

Tim.  Why, I was writing of my epitaph;
It will be seen to-morrow. My long sickness
Of health and living now begins to mend,
And nothing brings me all things. Go; live still:   185
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his,
And last so long enough!
 

First Sen.        We speak in vain.
 

Tim.  But yet I love my country, and am not
One that rejoices in the common wrack,   190
As common bruit doth put it.
 

First Sen.        That’s well spoke.
 

Tim.  Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 
 

First Sen.  These words become your lips as they pass through them.
 

Sec. Sen.  And enter in our ears like great triumphers   195
In their applauding gates.
 

Tim.        Commend me to them;
And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs,
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses,
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes   200
That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do them:
I’ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ wrath.
 

Sec. Sen.  I like this well; he will return again.
 

Tim.  I have a tree which grows here in my close,   205
That mine own use invites me to cut down,
And shortly must I fell it; tell my friends,
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree,
From high to low throughout, that whoso please
To stop affliction, let him take his haste,   210
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,
And hang himself. I pray you, do my greeting.
 

Flav.  Trouble him no further; thus you still shall find him.
 

Tim.  Come not to me again; but say to Athens,
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion   215
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood;
Who once a day with his embossed froth
The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come,
And let my grave-stone be your oracle.
Lips, let sour words go by and language end:   220
What is amiss plague and infection mend!
Graves only be men’s works and death their gain!
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign.  [Exit.
 

First Sen.  His discontents are unremovably
Coupled to nature.   225
 

Sec. Sen.  Our hope in him is dead: let us return,
And strain what other means is left unto us
In our dear peril.
 

First Sen.        It requires swift foot.  [Exeunt.
 




Act V. Scene II.
 

Before the Walls of Athens.
 

Enter two Senators and a Messenger.
 

First Sen.  Thou hast painfully discover’d: are his files
As full as thy report?
 

Mess.        I have spoke the least;   5
Besides, his expedition promises
Present approach.
 

Sec. Sen.  We stand much hazard if they bring not Timon.
 

Mess.  I met a courier, one mine ancient friend,
Whom, though in general part we were oppos’d,   10
Yet our old love made a particular force,
And made us speak like friends: this man was riding
From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave,
With letters of entreaty, which imported
His fellowship i’ the cause against your city,   15
In part for his sake mov’d.
 

First Sen.        Here come our brothers.
 

Enter Senators from TIMON.
 

Third Sen.  No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect.
The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful scouring   20
Doth choke the air with dust. In, and prepare:
Ours is the fall, I fear; our foes the snare.  [Exeunt.
 




Act V. Scene III.
 

The Woods.  TIMON’S Cave, and a rude Tomb seen.
 

Enter a Soldier, seeking TIMON.
 

Sold.  By all description this should be the place.
Who’s here? speak, ho! No answer! What is this?
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span:   5
Some beast rear’d this; here does not live a man.
Dead, sure; and this his grave. What’s on this tomb
I cannot read; the character I’ll take with wax:
Our captain hath in every figure skill;
An ag’d interpreter, though young in days.   10
Before proud Athens he’s set down by this,
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is.  [Exit.
 




Act V. Scene IV.
 

Before the Walls of Athens.
 

Trumpets sound.  Enter ALCIBIADES with his Powers.
 

Alcib.  Sound to this coward and lascivious town
Our terrible approach.  [A parley sounded.
 

Enter Senators, on the Walls.   5
Till now you have gone on, and fill’d the time
With all licentious measure, making your wills
The scope of justice; till now myself and such
As slept within the shadow of your power
Have wander’d with our travers’d arms, and breath’d   10
Our sufferance vainly. Now the time is flush,
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong,
Cries of itself, ‘No more:’ now breathless wrong
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease,
And pursy insolence shall break his wind   15
With fear and horrid flight.
 

First Sen.        Noble and young,
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit,
Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of fear,
We sent to thee, to give thy rages balm,   20
To wipe out our ingratitude with loves
Above their quantity.
 

Sec. Sen.        So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city’s love
By humble message and by promis’d means:   25
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve
The common stroke of war.
 

First Sen.        These walls of ours
Were not erected by their hands from whom
You have receiv’d your grief; nor are they such   30
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should fall
For private faults in them.
 

Sec. Sen.        Nor are they living
Who were the motives that you first went out;
Shame that they wanted cunning in excess   35
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord,
Into our city with thy banners spread:
By decimation, and a tithed death, — 
If thy revenges hunger for that food
Which nature loathes, — take thou the destin’d tenth,   40
And by the hazard of the spotted die
Let die the spotted.
 

First Sen.        All have not offended;
For those that were, it is not square to take
On those that are, revenges: crimes, like lands,   45
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman,
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage:
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin
Which in the bluster of thy wrath must fall
With those that have offended: like a shepherd,   50
Approach the fold and cull th’ infected forth,
But kill not all together.
 

Sec. Sen.        What thou wilt,
Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile
Than hew to ‘t with thy sword.   55
 

First Sen.        Set but thy foot
Against our rampir’d gates, and they shall ope,
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before,
To say thou’lt enter friendly.
 

Sec. Sen.        Throw thy glove,   60
Or any token of thine honour else,
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress
And not as our confusion, all thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have seal’d thy full desire.   65
 

Alcib.        Then there’s my glove;
Descend, and open your uncharged ports:
Those enemies of Timon’s and mine own
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof,
Fall, and no more; and, to atone your fears   70
With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds,
But shall be render’d to your public laws
At heaviest answer.   75
 

Both.        ’Tis most nobly spoken.
 

Alcib.  Descend, and keep your words.  [The Senators descend, and open the gates.
 

Enter a Soldier.
 

Sold.  My noble general, Timon is dead;
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’ the sea:   80
And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression
Interprets for my poor ignorance.
 

Alcib.  Here lies a wretched corse, of wretched soul bereft:
Seek not my name: a plague consume you wicked caitiffs left!   85
Here lie I, Timon; who, alive, all living men did hate:
Pass by, and curse thy fill; but pass and stay not here thy gait.
These well express in thee thy latter spirits:
Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs,
Scorn’dst our brain’s flow and those our droplets which   90
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon; of whose memory
Hereafter more. Bring me into your city,   95
And I will use the olive with my sword;
Make war breed peace; make peace stint war; make each
Prescribe to other as each other’s leech.
Let our drums strike.  [Exeunt.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

GLISTER, a doctor of physic
[Peter] PURGE, a jealous pothecary
DRYFAT, a merchant, a Brother of the Family
GERARDINE, a lover
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[Gregory] GUDGEON } two gallants that only pursue city lechery
CLUB, a prentice
VIAL, a servant to Glister
[SHRIMP] }
PERIWINKLE } pages to the gallants
MISTRESS GLISTER
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MARIA, niece to Glister
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Preface
 

Too soon and too late is this work is published: too soon, in that it was in the press before I had notice of it, by which means some faults may escape in the printing; too late, for that it was not published when the general voice of the people had sealed it for good, and the newness of it made it much more desired than at this time. For plays in this city are like wenches new-fallen to the trade: only desired of your neatest gallants whiles they’re fresh; when they grow stale they must be rented by termers and country chapmen. I know not how this labour will please: sure I am it passed the censure of the stage with a general applause; now whether vox populi be vox Dei or no, that I leave to be tried by the acute judgment of the famous six wits of the city. Farewell.
 




Prologue
 

If, for opinion hath not blaz’d his fame
Nor expectation filled the general round,
You deem his labours slight, you both confound
Your graver judgment and his merits:
Impartial hearing fits judicious spirits.
Nor let the fruit of many an hour fall
By envy’s tooth or base detraction’s gall,
Both which are tokens of such abject spirits,
Which wanting worth themselves hate other merits;
Or else of such which, once made great by fame,
Repine at those which seek t’attain the same.
From both we know all truer judgments free;
To them our muse with blushing modesty
Patiently to her entreats their favour;
Which done, with judgment praise, or else dislike the labour.
 




Act I Scene 1.
 

A gallery in Glister’s house.
 

Enter Glister, his wife, and Maria.
 

GLISTER
Tricks and shows: protestations with men are like tears with women, forgot ere the cheek be dry. Gerardine is a gentleman; his lands be in statutes: ‘a is not for thee, nor thou for him; ‘a is a gallant, and young thoughts be most unconstant.
 

MARIA
Yet young vines yield most wine.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
But old vines the best. Believe not these great-breeched gallants; they love for profit, not for affection; if ‘a brings thee to a fool’s paradise, ‘a will forsake thee.
 

GLISTER
Which fortune God send my enemy. Love is a cold heat, a bitter sweet, a pleasure full of pain, a huge loss, and no gain. Why shouldst thou love him only ?
 

MARIA
Words cannot force what destiny hath seal’d.
Who can resist the influence of his stars,
Or give a reason why ‘a loves or hates,
Since our affections are not rul’d by will,
But will by our affections? ’Tis blasphemy
‘Gainst love’s most sacred deity, to axe
Why we do love, since ’tis his only power
That sways all our affections; all things which be,
Beasts, birds, men, gods, pay him their fealty.
 

GLISTER
Tut, love is an idle fantasy, bred by desire, nursed by delight, an humour that begins his dominion in Leo the Lion, the sign of the heart, and ends in Aries the Ram, the sign of the head; his power is to stir the blood, pricks up the flesh, fills all the body with a libidinous humour, and is indeed the overture of all ladies. Which to prevent, I have banished Gerardine, your dearly beloved, my house; and as for you, since I am your guardian by my brother’s last will, I will sequester you from all other rooms in my house, save this gallery and your upper chamber, till in discretion I shall find it convenient to enlarge you.
 

MARIA
My body you may circumscribe, confine
And keep in bounds; but my unlimited love
Extends itself beyond all circumscription.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Believe me, Maria, I have known the natures of divers of these gallants: if they possess the unlimited love of us women in never so ample manner, without the society of the body, I know how soon their love vadeth. Young men’s love is like ivy: it must have somewhat to cleave to, or it never prospers. Love is like fasting-days, but the body is like flesh-days; and ’tis our English gallants’ fashion to prefer a morsel of flesh before all the fasting-days in the whole year.
 

Enter Vial.
 

GLISTER
The news with you, Vial?
 

VIAL
And it like your worship, here’s Club, Master Purge the pothecary’s prentice, come to invite you, my mistress and Mistress Maria to supper, and to see Master Gerardine’s will sealed.
 

GLISTER
Tell Club my wife and myself will be there, but Maria shall not come.
 

Exit Vial.
 

There must be your sweetheart’s parting feast: now ‘a perceives no access to my house, ‘a will to sea. A good riddance: if ‘a returns not, you forsooth are his heir, that’s not much amiss. Yet there may be tricks; I will not be overreached. Come to your chamber, where till my return you shall be in safe custody.
 

[Exit with Mistress Glister.]
 

MARIA
O silly men, which seek to keep in awe
Women’s affections, which can know no law!
 

Maria ascends [to the upper stage].
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A street before Glister’s house.
 

Enter Gerardine, Lipsalve and Gudgeon.
 

LIPSALVE
Now, by the horns of Cupid’s bow, which hath been the bane to many a tall citizen, I think there be no finer fools under heaven than we men when we are lovers. How thou goest crying up and down with thy arms across for a wife; which hadst thou, she’d cross both arms, head and heart. Dost not yet know the old saying, a wife brings but two good days, that is her wedding-day, and death-day?
 

GUDGEON
Believe him, Gerardine, ‘a speaks now gospel; a man may take more wife with one hand than he’s able to put away with ten, G[erardine]. A wife is such a cross, that all married men would most gladly be rid of.
 

GERARDINE
And yet such [a] cross that all bachelors would gladly be creeping to.
Profane not thus the sacred name of love,
You libertines, who never knew the joys
Nor precious thoughts of two consenting hearts.
 

LIPSALVE
Didst ever see the true picture of a lover? I can give thee the hieroglyphic; and this it is: a man standing naked, a wench tickling him on the left side with a feather and pricking him under the right side with a needle. The allegory, as I take, is this: that at the first we are so overjoyed with obtaining a wife, that we conceit no heaven like to the first night’s lodging; and that’s the signification of the left side, for wives always in the night take the left-side place. But sir, now come to the needle on the right side: that’s the day-time, wherein she commands; then, sir, she has a certain thing called tongue, ten times more sharp than a needle, and that at the least displeasure a man must have shot quite through him.
 

GUDGEON
Gramercies, Lipsalve, my neat courtier! But sirrah Gerardine, be thyself sociable and free, leave not thy native soil for a giglot, a wench who in her wit is proud — 
 

LIPSALVE
In her smile deceitful — 
 

GUDGEON
In her hate revengeable — 
 

LIPSALVE
And in nothing but her death acceptable. I’ll tell thee, there’s no creature more desirous of an honest name and worse keeps it, than a woman. Dost hear? Follow this song, and if ever thou forsake thy country for a wagtail, let me be whipped to death with ladies’ hair-laces.
 

GERARDINE
Let’s hear that worthy song, gentle Master Lipsalve.
 

LIPSALVE
Observe:
 

[Singing] Now if I list, will I love no more,
Nor longer wait upon a gill;
Since every place now yields a wench,
If one will not, another will;
And if what I have heard be true,
Then young and old and all will do.
 

How dost thou like this, man?
 

GERARDINE
No more, no more.
This is the chamber which confines my love,
This is the abstract of the spacious world.
Within it holds a gem so rich, so rare,
That art or nature never yet could set
A valued price to her invalued worth.
 

LIPSALVE
Unvalued worth? ha, ha, ha! Why, she’s but
A woman, and they are windy turning vanes:
Love light as chaff, which when our nourishing grains
Are winnow’d from them, unconstantly they fly
At the least wind of passion. A woman’s eye
Can turn itself with quick dexterity
And in each wanton glass can comprehend
Their sundry fancy suited to each [friend].
Tut, their loves are all compact of levity
Even like themselves: nil muliere levius.
 

GUDGEON
Tut, man, everyone knows their worth when they are at a rack-rent. In the term-time they bear as great a price as wheat when transportations are — 
 

Enter Maria at the window.
 

GERARDINE
Peace; let’s draw near the window and listen if we may hear her.
 

MARIA
Debarr’d of liberty! O, that this flesh
Could like swift-moving thoughts transfer itself
From place to place, unseen and undissolv’d:
Then should no iron ribs or churlish flint
Divide my love and me. Dear Gerardine,
Despite of chance or guardian’s tyranny,
I’d move within thy orb and thou in mine.
 

LIPSALVE
She’d move within thy orb, and thou in hers?
Blood, she talk[s] bawdy to herself. Gudgeon, stand close.
 

MARIA
But in vain do I proclaim my grief,
When air and walls can yield me no relief.
 

GUDGEON
[Aside to Lipsalve] The walls are the more stony-hearted then.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside to Gudgeon] Peace, good Gudgeon, gape not so loud.
 

MARIA
Come thou my best companion, thou art sensible
And canst my wrongs reiterate; thou and I
Will make some mirth in spite of tyranny.
The black-brow’d night, drawn in her [pitchy] wain,
In starry-spangled pride rides now o’er heaven;
Now is the time when stealing minutes tell
The stole delight joy’d by all faithful lovers;
Now loving souls contrive both place and means
For wished pastimes; only I am pent
Within the closure of this fatal wall,
Depriv’d of all my joys.
 

GERARDINE
My dear Maria, be comforted in this:
The frame of heaven shall sooner cease to move,
Bright Phoebus’ steeds leave their diurnal race
And all that is forsake their natural being,
Ere I forget thy love.
 

MARIA
Who’s that protests so fast?
 

GERARDINE
Thy ever-vowed servant, Gerardine.
 

MARIA
O, by your vows it seems you’d fain get up.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside to Gudgeon] Ay, and ride too.
 

GERARDINE
I would, most lov’d Maria.
 

[GUDGEON]
[Aside to Lipsalve] I knew it: he that to get up to a fair woman will stick to vow and swear, may be accounted no man.
 

MARIA
But tell me
Why hast thou chose this hour to visit me,
Which nor the day nor night can claim, but both
Or neither? Why in this twilight cam’st thou?
 

GERARDINE
T’ avoid suspicious eyes; I come, dear love,
To take my last farewell: fitting this hour,
Which nor bright day will claim nor pitchy night,
An hour fit to part conjoined souls.
Since that my native soil will not afford
My wish’d and best content, I will forsake it
And prove more strange to it than it to me.
In time’s swift course all things shall find event
Be it good or ill; and destinies do grant
That most preposterous courses often gain
What labour and direct proceedings miss.
 

MARIA
Wo’t thou forsake me then?
 

GERARDINE
Let first blest life forsake me! Be constant;
My absence may procure thy more enlarge
And then — 
 

MARIA
Desire’s conceit is quick, I apprehend thee.
Be thou as loyal as I constant prove,
And time shall knit our mutual knot of love:
Wear this, my love’s true pledge. I need not wish,
I know thou wo’t return, [n]or will I say
Thou may’st conceal thyself, being return’d,
Till I may make escape, and visit thee.
I prithee, love, attempt not to ascend
My chamber-window by a [ladder’d] rope.
Th’ entrance is too narrow, except this post
Which may with ease, yet that is dangerous:
I prithee do it not. I hear some call. Farewell:
My constant love let after-actions tell.
 

Exit.
 

GERARDINE
O perfection of women!
 

[LIPSALVE]
A plague of such perfection!
 

GERARDINE
How she woos!
By negatives shows — 
 

GUDGEON
Thee what to do, under colour of dissuasion.
 

GERARDINE
She’s truly virtuous!
 

LIPSALVE
Tut, man, outward apparance is no authentic instance of the inward desires. Women have sharp falcon’s eyes, and can soar aloft; but keep them like falcons from flesh, and they soon stoop to a gaudy lure.
 

GERARDINE
Why, then Huguenot women are admirable angels.
 

GUDGEON
But angels make them admirable devils.
 

GERARDINE
My love’s chaste smile to all the world doth speak
Her spotless innocence.
 

LIPSALVE
Women’s smiles are more of custom than of courtesy. Women are creatures: their hearts and they are full of holes, apt to receive, but not retain affection. Thou wilt tomorrow thou sayest be gone: if thou wilt know the worst of a country’s, marry before thou goest; for if thou canst endure a curst wife, never care what company thou comest in.
 

GERARDINE
Come, merry gallants, will you associate me to my cousin Purge’s the pothecary’s and take part of my parting feasts tonight?
 

GUDGEON
O, his wife is of the Family of Love, I’ll thither: perhaps I may prove of the fraternity in time; we’ll thither, that’s flat.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

A room in Purge’s house.
 

Enter Mistress Purge.
 

[MISTRESS PURGE]
What, Club, Club! Is Club within there?
 

Enter Club.
 

CLUB
Mistress?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
I pray, what said Master Doctor Glister, will ‘a come?
 

CLUB
‘A sent word ‘a would, for ‘a was but to carry a diet to one of his patients: what call you her? She that paints a day-times, and looks fair and fresh on the outside, but in the night-time is filthier than the inside of Bocardo, and is indeed far more unsavoury [to those] that know her, forsooth.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Went ‘a to her?
 

CLUB
‘A had a receipt for the grincomes in his hand, and ‘a said ‘a would take that in his way.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
’Tis well; and what guest besides him and his wife will be here at supper?
 

CLUB
The first in my account is Master Gerardine your cousin, Master Doctor Glister and his wife, Master Dryfat the merchant, Master Lipsalve the courtier, Master Gudgeon the gallant, and their pages. These I take will be your full number.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Then belike my room shall be stuffed with courtiers and gallants tonight. Of all men I love not these gallants: they’ll prate much but do little; they are people most uncertain: they use great words, but little sense; great beards, but little wit; great breeches, but no money.
 

CLUB
That was the last thing they swore away.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Belike they cannot fetch it again with swearing, for if they could, there’s not a page of theirs but would be as rich as a monarch.
 

CLUB
There’s nothing, mistress, that is sworn out of date that returns. Their first oath in times past was “by the mass”, and that they have sworn quite away; then came they to their faith, “as by my faith, ’tis so”: that in a short time was sworn away too, for no man believes now more than ‘a sees; then they swore “by their honesties”, and that, mistress, you know is sworn quite away; after their honesties was gone, then came they to their gentility, and swore “as they were gentlemen”: and their gentility they swore away so fast, that they had almost sworn away all the ancient gentry out of the land, which indeed are scarce missed, for that yeomen and farmers’ sons, with the help of a few Welshmen, have undertook to supply their places; that at the last they came to silver, and their oath was “by the cross of this silver”: and swore so fast upon that, that now they have scarce left them a cross for to swear by.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And what do they swear by now their money is gone?
 

CLUB
Why, by [ ] and “God refuse them.”
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And can they not as well say men refuse them, as God refuse them?
 

CLUB
No, mistress, for men, especially citizens and rich men, have refused them their bonds and protestations already.
 

Enter Purge.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
’Tis well; see how supper goes forward, and that my shoes be very well blacked against I go to the Family.
 

Exit Club.
 

Now, sweet chick, where hast thou been? In troth, la, I am not well; I had thought to have spent the morning at the Family, but now I am resolved to take pills, and therefore I pray thee desire Doctor Glister that ‘a would minister to me in the morning.
 

PURGE
Thy will is known; and this for answer say,
’Tis fit that wise men should their wives obey.
And now, sweet duck, know I have been for my cousin Gerardine’s will and have it: ‘a has given thee a legacy, but the total is Maria’s.
 

Enter Glister, Dryfat and Mistress Glister.
 

Master Doctor, your wife and Master Dryfat are most welcome; now were my cousin Gerardine and Master Lipsalve here, our
number were complete.
 

GLISTER
Is this frantic will done? will Master Gerardine to sea? Let me tell you I am no whit sorry; let such as will be headstrong bite on the bridle.
 

PURGE
’Tis here, Master Doctor; all his worth is Maria’s and locked in a trunk, which by tomorrow sun shall be delivered to your custody.
 

DRYFAT
Methinks ‘twere a reasonable match to bestow your niece on Master Gerardine: ‘a is a most hopeful gentleman, and his revenue such, that having your niece’s portion to clear it of all incumbrances, ‘twill maintain them both in a very worthy degree.
 

GLISTER
Tut, you are Master Dryfat the merchant; your skill is greater in cony-skins and woolpacks than in gentlemen. His lands be in statutes; you merchants were wont to be merchant staplers, but now gentlemen have gotten up the trade, for there is not one gentleman amongst twenty but his land be engaged in twenty statutes staple.
 

Enter Lipsalve, Gerardine and Gudgeon.
 

LIPSALVE
 

[Singing] Let every man his humour have,
I do at none repine;
I never regard whose wench I kiss,
Nor who doth the like by mine:
Th’ indifferent mind’s I hold still best,
Whatever does befall;
For she that will do with me and thee
Will be a wench for all.
 

And how goes the squares?
 

PURGE
Your stay, gentlemen, does wrong to a great many of good stomachs; your suppers expect you.
 

GUDGEON
And we our suppers.
 

GLISTER
And from what good exercise come you three?
 

GERARDINE
From a play, where we saw most excellent Sampson excel the whole world in gate-carrying.
 

DRYFAT
Was it performed by the youths?
 

LIPSALVE:
By youths? Why, I tell thee we saw Sampson, and I hope ’tis not for youths to play Sampson. Believe it, we saw Sampson bear the town-gates on his neck from the lower to the upper stage, with that life and admirable accord that it shall never be equalled, unless the whole new livery of porters set their shoulders.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Fie, fie, ’tis pity young gentlemen can bestow their time no better; this playing is not lawful, for I cannot find that either plays or players were allowed in the prime church of Ephesus by the elders.
 

DRYFAT
Aha, I think she tickled you there.
 

PURGE
Cousin Gerardine, shall the will be read before supper?
 

GERARDINE
Before supper, I beseech you.
 

LIPSALVE
Ay, ay, before supper, for when these women’s bellies be full, their bones will be soon at rest.
 

DRYFAT
Well, Master Doctor, pity the state of a poor gentleman: it is in you to stay his journey, and make him and yourself happy in his choice.
 

GLISTER
Hold you content. Shall this will be read?
 

PURGE
It shall. Read you, good Master Lipsalve.
 

LIPSALVE
Command silence then.
 

GUDGEON
Silence.
 

LIPSALVE
[Reading the will] “In the name of God, amen. Know all men by these presents that I Gerardine, being strong of body and perfect in sense—”
 

DRYFAT
That’s false, there’s no lover in his perfect sense.
 

GUDGEON
Peace, Dryfat.
 

LIPSALVE
“Do give and grant to Maria Glister, daughter of John Glister, and niece to Doctor Glister, physician, all my leases, lands, chattels, goods and moveables whatsoever.” This is stark naught: you cannot give away your moveables, for Mistress Doctor and Mistress Purge claim both shares in your moveables by reason of their legacies.
 

DRYFAT
That’s true, for their legacies must go out of your moveables.
 

LIPSALVE
Ay, put it in: “all my moveables, these following legacies being paid.”
 

GERARDINE:
Do so, good Master Lipsalve.
 

LIPSALVE
[Writes.] ’Tis done.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
I pray read only the legacies, for supper stays.
 

LIPSALVE
Well, the legacies: “First, I give to my cousin, Mistress Purge, a fair large standing—” What’s this? O, cup: “a fair large standing cup, with a closestool.”
 

DRYFAT
’Tis not so, ’tis not so.
 

LIPSALVE
I cry you mercy: “a close cover” ’tis. “To Mistress Doctor I give a fair bodkin of gold, with two orient pearls attending the same: all which are in my trunk to be delivered to the keeping of Maria. In witness, &c.” Is this your will?
 

GERARDINE
’Tis.
 

LIPSALVE
To it with your hand and seal.
 

[Gerardine signs and seals the will.]
 

MISTRESS PURGE
[Aside to Purge] How is it, chick, I must have the standing cup, and Mistress Glister the bodkin?
 

PURGE
[Aside to Mistress Purge] Right, sweet duck.
 

GERARDINE
I pray, gentlemen, put to your hands.
 

DRYFAT
Come, your fists, gentlemen, your fists.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside, while the witnesses sign the will] Mistress Glister, I have found you always more flexible to understand the estate of a poor gentleman than your husband was willing; therefore I have thought it a point of charity to reveal the wrongs you [sustain] by your husband’s looseness. Let me tell you in private that the doctor cuckolds Purge oftener than he visits one of his patients; what ‘a spares from you ‘a spends lavishly on her. These pothecaries are a kind of panders; look to it: if ‘a keep Maria long close, it is for some lascivious end of his own.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
She is his niece.
 

GERARDINE
Tut, these doctors have tricks. Your niceness is such that you can endure no polluted [shoes] in your house; take heed lest ‘a make you a bawd before your time, look to it.
 

LIPSALVE
Come, our hands are testimonies to thy follies. Shall’s now to supper? We’ll have a health go round to thy voyage.
 

GUDGEON
Ay, and to all that forswear marriage, and can be content with other men’s wives.
 

GERARDINE
Of which consort you two are grounds: one touches the bass, and the other tickles the minikin.
But to our cheer; come, gentles, let’s away,
The roast meat’s in consumption by our stay.
Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

A room in Purge’s house.
 

Enter Purge.
 

PURGE
The grey-eyed morning braves me to my face, and calls me sluggard; ’tis time for tradesmen to be in their shops, for he that tends well his shop, and hath an alluring wife with a graceful “what d’ye lack” shall be sure to have good doings, and good doings is that that crowns so many citizens with the horns of abundance. My wife, by ordinary course, should this morning have been at the Family, but now her soft pillow hath given her counsel to keep her bed. Master Doctor should indeed minister to her: to whose pills she is so much accustomed, that now her body looks for them as duly as the moon shakes off the old and borrows new horns. I smile to myself to hear our knights and gallants say how they gull us citizens, when indeed we gull them, or rather they gull themselves. Here they come in term-time, hire chambers, and perhaps kiss our wives: well, what lose I by that? God’s blessing on’s heart, I say still, that makes much of my wife; for they were very hard-favoured that none could find in’s heart to love but ourselves. Drugs would be dog-cheap, but for my private well-practised doctor and such customers. Tut, jealousy is a hell, and they that will thrive must utter their wares as they can, and wink at small faults.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A street.
 

Enter Glister.
 

GLISTER
The tedious night is past, and the jocund morn looks more lively and fresh than an old gentlewoman’s glazed face in a new periwig. By this time my humorous lover is at Gravesend, and I go with more joy to fetch his trunk than ever the valiant Trojans did to draw in the Grecian jade; his gods shall into the walls of my Troy, and be offered to a face more [lovely] than ever was that thrice-ravished Helen: yet with such caution that no danger shall happen to me.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

Another street.
 

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon at several doors with their pages, Shrimp and Periwinkle.
 

GUDGEON
Master Lipsalve, welcome within ken; we two are so nearly linked, that if thou beest absent but one two hours, thy acquaintance grows almost mouldy in my memory.
 

LIPSALVE
And [thine] fly-blown in mine; how dost thou do?
 

SHRIMP
Fellow page, I think our acquaintance runs low too; but if it run not o’ the lees, let’s set it a-tilt, and give ‘em some dregs to their mouldy, fly-blown compliments.
 

PERIWINKLE
No, rather let’s pierce the rundlets of our running heads, and give ‘em a neat cup of wagship to put down their courtship.
 

SHRIMP
Courtship? cartship: for the tongues of complimenters run on wheels. But mark ‘em, they ha’ not done yet.
 

GUDGEON
And i’faith how is’t? Methinks thou hast been a long vagrant.
 

LIPSALVE
The rogation hath been long indeed: therefore we may salute as ceremoniously as lawyers when they meet after a long vacation, who, to renew the discontinued state tale, they stretch it out with such length, that whilst they greet before, their clients kiss them behind.
 

SHRIMP
If his nose were put i’ the remainder of that state tale, he would say ‘twere an unsavoury one.
 

PERIWINKLE
I wonder why many men gird so at the law.
 

SHRIMP
I’ll tell thee, because they themselves have neither law nor conscience.
 

GUDGEON
But what news now? How stands the state of things at Brussels?
 

LIPSALVE
Faith, weak and limber, weak and limber; nothing but pride and double-dealing. Virtue is vice’s lackey; beggars suck like horse-leeches at the heart of bounty, and [leaves him] so tired and spur-galled that he can be no longer ridden with honesty.
 

GUDGEON
Well fare the city yet. There virtue rides a cock-horse, cherished and kept warm in good sables and fox-fur, and with the breath of his nostrils drives pride and covetousness before him, like’s own shadow. Beggars have whipping cheer: bounty obliges men to’t, [and liberality gives money for scrips and scrolls, sealed] with strong arms and heraldry to outlive mortality. Love there will see the last man born, never give over while there’s an arrow i’ th’ quiver.
 

LIPSALVE
Now we talk of love, I do know not far hence so good a subject for that humour, that if she would wear but the standing collar and her things in fashion, our ladies in the court were but brown sugar-candy, as gross as grocery to her.
 

GUDGEON
She is not so sweet as a pothecary’s shop, is she?
 

LIPSALVE
A plague on you, ha’ you so good a scent? [Aside] For my life, he’s my rival.
 

GUDGEON
Her name begins with Mistress Purge, does it not?
 

LIPSALVE
True, the only comet of the city.
 

GUDGEON
Ay, if she would let her ruffs stream out a little wider; but I am sure she is ominous to me: she makes civil wars and insurrections in the state of my stomach. I had thought to have bound myself from love, but her purging comfits makes me loose-bodied still.
 

LIPSALVE
What, has she ministered to thee then?
 

GUDGEON
Faith, some lectuary or so.
 

LIPSALVE
Ay, I fear she takes too much of that lectuary to stoop to love; it keeps her body soluble from sin: she is not troubled with carnal crudities nor the binding of the flesh.
 

GUDGEON
Thou hast sounded her then, belike.
 

LIPSALVE
Not I, I am too shallow to sound her, she’s out of my element. If I show passion and discourse of love to her, she tells me I am wide from the right scope; she says she has another object, and aims at a better love than mine.
 

GUDGEON
O, that’s her husband.
 

LIPSALVE
No, no, she speaks pure devotion; she’s impenetrable: no gold or oratory, no virtue in herbs nor no physic will make her love.
 

GUDGEON
More is the pity, I say, that fair women should prove saints before age had made them crooked. [Aside] ’Tis my luck to be crossed still, but I must not give over the chase.
 

LIPSALVE
Come hither, boy, while I think on’t
 

Lipsalve and Shrimp confer.
 

GUDGEON
[Aside] Faith, friend Lipsalve, I perceive you would fain play with my love. A pure creature ’tis, for whom I have sought every angle of my brain; but either she scorns courtiers as most of them do, because they are given to boast of their doings, or else she’s exceeding strait-laced. Therefore to prevent this smell-smock, I’ll to my friend Doctor Glister, a man exquisite in th’ art magic, who hath told me of many rare experiments available in this case. — Farewell, friend Lipsalve.
 

LIPSALVE
Adieu, honest Gregory; frequent my lodging, I have a viol de gambo and good tobacco.
 

Exeunt Gudgeon and Periwinkle.
 

Thou wilt do this feat, boy?
 

SHRIMP
Else knock my head and my pate together.
 

LIPSALVE
Away then; bid him bring his measure with him.
 

Exit Shrimp.
 

Gerardine is travelled, and I must needs be cast into his mould. My flesh grows proud, and Maria’s a sweet wench, &c. But yet I must not let fall my suit with Mistress Purge, lest, sede vacante, my friend Gudgeon join issue:
I’ll rather to my learned doctor for a spell,
For I have a fire in my liver burns like hell.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 4.
 

A room in Glister’s house.
 

Enter Mistress Glister and Maria.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
[To a servant offstage] I pray let’s have no polluted feet nor rheumatic chaps enter the house; I shall have my floor look more greasy shortly than one of your inn-of-court dining-tables. [To Maria] And now to you, good niece, I bend my speech: let me tell you plainly, you are a fool to be love-sick for any man longer than he is in your company; are you so ignorant in the rules of courtship, to think any one man to bear all the prick and praise? I tell thee, be he never so proper, there is another to second him.
 

MARIA
Let rules of courtship be authentic still
To such as do pursue variety;
But unto those whose modest thoughts do tend
To honour’d nuptials and a regular life,
As far from show of niceness as from that
Of impure thoughts, all other objects seem
Respectless, of no proportion, balanc’d with esteem
Of what their souls affect.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
No marvel sure you should regard these men with such reverend opinion: there’s few good faces and fewer graces in any of them; if one among a multitude have a good pair of legs, he never leaves riding the ring till he has quite marred the proportion. Nay, some, as I have heard, wanting lineaments to their liking and calf to support themselves, are fain to use art, and supply themselves with quilted calves, which oftentimes in revelling fall about their ankles; and for their behaviour, wit and discourse (except some few that are travelled) it is as imperfectious and silly as your scholars new come from the university. By this light, I think we lose part of our happiness when we make these weathercocks our equals.
 

MARIA
Disgrace not that for which our sect was made,
Society in nuptial beds; above these joys
Which lovers taste when their conjoined lips
Suck forth each other’s souls, the earth, the air,
Yea gods themselves, know none. Elysiums sweet,
Ay, all that bliss which poets’ pens describe,
Are only known when soft and amorous folds
Entwine the corps of two united lovers,
Where what they wish they have, yet still desire,
And sweets are known without [satiety].
 

Enter [Vial].
 

[VIAL]
Here’s Club, forsooth, and his fellow prentice have brought Master Gerardine’s trunk.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Let them come in if their feet be clean.
 

Exit Vial.
 

So then, your best-beloved is gone: fair weather after him! All thy passions go with him. Recomfort thyself, wench, in a better choice: his love to thee would have been of no longer continuance than the untrussing of his hose; then why shouldst thou pine for such a one?
 

MARIA
[Aside] She’s foolish sure; with what imperfect phrase
And shallow wit she answers me.
 

Enter Club and another, with the trunk.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Honest Club, welcome; is this Master Gerardine’s trunk? He is gone then?
 

CLUB
Ay, indeed, Mistress Glister, he is departed this transitory city, but his whole substance is here enclosed; which, by command, we here deliver to your custody, to the use of Mistress Maria, according to the tenor of the premises.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Place it here, my honest Club, well done. And how does thy mistress? Was she at the Family today?
 

[Club spits.]
 

Spit not, good Club, I cannot abide it.
 

CLUB
Not today, forsooth: she hath over-charged herself and her memory; she means to use a moderation, and take no more than she can make use of.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
And I prithee, Club, what kind of creatures are these Familists? Thou art conversant with them.
 

CLUB
What are they? With reverence be it spoken, they are the most accomplished creatures under heaven; in them is all perfection.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
As how, good Club?
 

CLUB
Omitting their outward graces, I’ll show you only one instance, which includes all other: they love their neighbours better than themselves.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Not than themselves, Club.
 

CLUB
Yes, better than themselves, for they love them better than their husbands, and husband and wife are all one; therefore better than themselves.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
This is logic. But tell me, doth she not endeavour to bring my doctor of her side and fraternity?
 

CLUB
Let him resolve that himself, for here he comes.
 

Enter Glister.
 

GLISTER
O, hast thou brought the trunk, honest Club? I commend thy honest care; here’s for thy pains.
 

CLUB
I thank you, Master Doctor, you are free and liberal still; you’ll command me nothing back?
 

GLISTER
Nothing but commendations; farewell.
 

Exit Club.
 

Your sweetheart Gerardine is by this time cold of his hope to enjoy thee: he’s gone, and a more equal and able husband shall my care ere long provide thee. What clients have been here in my absence, wife?
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Faith, mouse, none that I know more than an old woman that had lost her cat, and came to you for a spell in the recovery.
 

GLISTER
I think egregious ignorance will go near to save this age; their blindness takes me for a conjuror. Yesterday a justice of peace salutes me with proffer of a brace of angels to help him to his footcloth, some three days before stolen, and was fain to use his man’s cloak instead on’t.
 

Enter Vial.
 

[VIAL]
Here’s a gentleman craves speech with you, sir.
 

GLISTER
Go in, sweet wife, and give my niece good counsel.
 

Exeunt Mistress Glister and Maria.
 

His name?
 

[VIAL]
He will not tell it me.
 

GLISTER
His countenance?
 

[VIAL]
I can see nothing but his eyes; the rest of him is so wrapped in cloak that it suffers no view.
 

GLISTER
Admit him.
 

Exit Vial.
 

What should he be for a man?
 

Enter Lipsalve.
 

What, Master Lipsalve, is’t you? Why thus obscured? What discontent overshadows you?
 

LIPSALVE
A discontent indeed, Master Doctor, which to shake off I must have you extend your art to the utmost bounds. You physicians are as good as false doors behind hangings to ladies’ necessary uses: you know the very hour in which they have neither will to deny nor wit to mistrust; faith now, by the way, when are women most apt?
 

GLISTER
Shall I unbutton myself unto you? After the receipt of a purgation, for then are their pores most open. But what creature of a courtier is it hath drawn your head into the woodcock’s noose?
 

LIPSALVE
A courtier? Nay, by this flesh, I am clean fallen out with them; they have nothing proportionable.
 

GLISTER
O, I perceive, then ’tis some city star that attracts your aspect.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] He knows by his art. — In plain terms, a certain pothecary’s wife.
 

GLISTER
Upon my life, Master Purge; I smell you, sir.
 

LIPSALVE
You may smell a man after a purgation indeed; sir, ’tis she. Now, for that fame hath bruited you to be a man expert in necromancy, I would [endear] myself to you for ever, would you vouchsafe to let one of your spirits bring Mistress Purge into some convenient place, where I might enjoy her. I have heard of the like; can you perform this?
 

GLISTER
With much facility, I assure you; but you must understand that the apparition of a spirit is dreadful, and withal covetous, and with no small sum of gold hired to such feats.
 

[Enter Vial.]
 

[VIAL]
Sir, here’s another gentleman, muffled too, that desires present conference with you.
 

GLISTER
Walk you into that room; I will bethink myself for your good, and instantly resolve you.
 

Exit Lipsalve.
 

Let the gentleman come in.
 

Exit Vial.
 

Lipsalve in love with my vessel of ease? Come to me to help him to a morsel most affected by mine own palate? No more but so. I have shaped it; the conceit tickles me.
 

Enter Gugdeon.
 

Sir, as a stranger I welcome you — what, Master Gudgeon, have I caught you? I thought it was a gallant that walked muffled. Come, let me behold you at full; here are no sergeants, man.
 

GUDGEON
Master Doctor, this my obscure coming requires an action more obscure; and, in brief, this ’tis. Sir, you are held a man far seen in nature’s secrets; I know you can effect many things almost impossible: know then, I love Mistress Purge, and opportunity favours me not, nor indeed is she so tractable as I expected, if either by medicine or your art magical you can work her to my will, I have a poor gallant’s reward, sir.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] That’s just nothing. — But how, sir, would you have me to procure you access to Mistress Purge? You never knew a physician a bawd.
 

GUDGEON
Why, by conjuration, I tell you, wherein you are said to be as well practised as in physic; here’s the best part of my present store to effect it.
 

GLISTER
Not a penny for myself; but my spirits, indeed they must be fed. Walk you by here, while I think upon a spell. [Aside] What mystery should this be? Lipsalve and Gudgeon both in love with Mistress Purge, and come to me to help ‘em by art magic? ’Tis some gullery sure; yet if my invention hold, I’ll fit them. — Who’s within there?
 

Enter [Servant].
 

Fetch me in all haste two good whips; I think you may have them not far hence.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

[Aside] It shall be so. — Now tell me, Master Gudgeon, does no man know of your love to Mistress Purge?
 

GUDGEON
Not a man, by my gentry.
 

GLISTER
Then, sir, know I’ll effect it; but understand withal the apparition will be most horrid if it appear in his proper form, and will so amaze and dull your senses, that your appetite will be lost and weak, though Mistress Purge should attend it naked. Now, sir, could you name a friend with whom you are most conversant, in his likeness should the spirit appear.
 

GUDGEON
Of all men living my conversation is most frequent with Lipsalve the courtier.
 

GLISTER
’Tis enough. I’ll to my spirit.
 

Enter [Servant] with whips.
 

Are these whips come there?
 

[SERVANT]
Ready here, sir.
 

GLISTER
[Taking the whips and setting one aside] So, lie thou there. [Aside] My noble gallants, I’ll so firk you. — Sir, my spirit agrees in Lipsalves shape. Tomorrow, ‘twixt the hours of four and five, shall Mistress Purge be rapt with a whirlwind into Lipsalve’s chamber: that’s the fittest place, for by the break of day Lipsalve shall be mounted and forsake the city for three days; so my spirit resolves me. Now, sir, by my art, at that very hour shall his chamber-door fly open; into which boldly enter in this sort accoutred: put me on a pure clean shirt, leave off your doublet (for spirits endure nothing polluted), take me this whip in your hand, [giving him a whip] and being entered you shall see the spirit in Lipsalve’s shape, in the self-same form that you appear; speak these words here ready written, [giving him a paper] take three bold steps forward, then whip him soundly, who straight vanisheth and leaves Mistress Purge to your will.
 

GUDGEON
Ay, but shall your spirit come armed with a whip too?
 

GLISTER
He shall, but have no power to strike.
 

GUDGEON
Is this infallible? Have you seen the proof?
 

GLISTER
Probatum, upon my word, I have seen the experience; if it fail, say I am a fool, and no magician.
 

GUDGEON
Master Doctor, I would you had some suit at court; by the faith of a courtier, I would beg it for you. Fare you well, sir; I shall report of you as I find your charm.
 

GLISTER
And no otherwise, sir; let me understand how you thrive.
 

Exit Gudgeon.
 

Ha, ha, ha! Now to my friend Lipsalve; I must possess him with the same circumstance, wherein I am assured to get perpetual laughter in their follies and my revenge.
 

Exit. Enter Maria over the trunk.
 

MARIA
O, which way shall I turn, or shift, or go,
To lose one thought of care? No soothing hope
Gives intermission, or beguiles one hour
Of tedious time, which never will have end,
Whilst love pursues in vain my absent friend.
Thou continent of wealth, whose want of store,
For that it could not peize th’ unequal scale
Of avarice, giv’st matter to my moan.
O dross, the level of insatiate eyes,
The devil’s engine and the soul’s corrupter,
Thou play’st th’ attorney ‘gainst the lawful force
Of true affection, dost interpose a bar
‘Twixt hearts conjoin’d: curs’d be thy seed of strife,
Whose progress chokes the natural course of life!
 

Gerardine rising out of the trunk, she seems fearful and flies.
 

MARIA
O, help, help, help!
 

GERARDINE
Stay, sweet Maria, I bring thee ample joy
To check that sudden fear; let thy sweet heart,
That constant seat of thy affection,
Repay that blood exhausted from thy veins.
Fear not, sweet wench; I am no apparition,
But the firm substance of thy truest friend:
Know’st thou me now?
 

MARIA
Gerardine my love?
What unheard-of accident presents
Thy unexpected self, and gives my heart
Matter of joy, mix’d with astonishment?
I thought thou hadst been cabin’d in thy ship,
Not trunk’d within my cruel guardian’s house.
 

GERARDINE
That cruelty gives fuel to desire,
For love suppress’d fares like a raging fire
Which burns all obstacles that stop his course,
And mounts aloft. The ocean in his source
May easier hide himself and be confin’d
Than love can be obscur’d; for in the mind
She holds her seat, and through that heavenly essence
Is near when far remote; her virtual presence
Fills, like the air, all places, gives delight,
Hope in despair, and heart ‘gainst fell despite.
That worst of men, thy cruel guardian, may
Keep down awhile, but cannot dissipate
What heaven hath join’d: for fate and providence
Gave me this stratagem, to let him know
That love will creep where ’tis restrain’d to go.
 

MARIA
I apprehend the rest. O rare conceit!
I see thy travel happily was feign’d
To win access, which with small ease thou hast gain’d.
This trunk, which he so greedily supposes
Contains thy substance (as it doth indeed),
Upon thy fair pretence in lieu of love
Bequeath’d to me if death should stop the course,
This trunk, I say, he hugs; sink thou or swim,
So he may feed his wolf, that root of sin,
His avarice; but heaven, that mocks man’s might,
Gives this close means t’ insist upon our right.
 

GERARDINE
Ingenious spirit, true oracle of love,
Thou hast prevented me. This was my plot,
Whose end and scope I long to imitate
With accents free, and uncontroll’d with fear.
Does opportunity stand fair?
 

MARIA
Not now,
Danger stands sentinel.
 

GERARDINE
Then I’ll retire;
We must be cautelous.
 

MARIA
So, so; and time
Shall not oft turn his hour-glass ere I’ll find
Peace and occasion fitting to thy mind.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

Maria’s room.
 

Enter Gerardine and Maria.
 

GERARDINE
The coast is clear, and Argus’ wakeful eyes
Securely sleep: time turns to us his front.
Come sweet Maria, of th’ auspicious hours
Let’s take advantage.
 

MARIA
With all my heart;
I do embrace the motion with thyself.
Welcome sweet friend to liberty of air,
Which now, methinks, doth promp[t] our breaths to move
Sweet accents of delight, the joys of love.
How dost thou brook thy little-ease, thy trunk?
 

GERARDINE
That trunk confines this chest; this chest contains
Th’ unbounded speculation of our love
Incomprehensible: grief, joy, hope and fears,
Th’ affections of my mind, are like the spheres,
Which in their jarring motions do agree,
Through th’ influence of love’s sweet harmony.
 

MARIA
Are not inferior bodies here on earth
Produc’d and govern’d by those heavenly ones?
 

GERARDINE
They are.
 

MARIA
They jar, you say, yet in that strife maintain
Perpetual league: why should their influence
In rational souls be check’d by erring sense?
Or why should mutual love, confirm’d by heaven,
B’ infring’d by men? Methinks ’tis most uneven.
 

GERARDINE
Thou argu’st well, Maria; and this withal,
That brutes nor animals do prove a thrall
To such servility: souls that are wards
To gold, opinion, or th’ undue regards
Of broking men, wolves that in sheepskin bands
Prey on the hearts to join th’ unwilling hands,
Ruin fair stocks, when generous houses die,
Or propagate their name with bastardy.
 

MARIA
Sterility and barrenness ensue
Such forced love; nor shall erroneous men
Pervert my settled thoughts, or turn mine eye
From thy fair object, which I will pursue,
Rich in thy love, proud of this interview.
 

GERARDINE
I’ll suck these accents; let our breaths engender
A generation of such pleasing sounds,
To interchange delights. O, my blood’s on fire!
Sweet, let me give more scope to true desire.
 

MARIA
What wouldst thou more than our minds’ firm contract?
 

GERARDINE
Tut, words are wind; thought unreduced to [act]
Is but an embryon in the truest sense.
 

MARIA
I am [beleaguer’d], I had need of sense;
You make me blush: play fair, yet above board.
 

GERARDINE
Hear me exemplify love’s Latin word
Together with thyself,
As thus: hearts join’d, Amore; take A from thence,
Then more is the perfect moral sense:
Plural in manners, which in thee do shine
Saint-like, immortal, spotless and divine.
Take M away, ore in beauty’s name
Craves an eternal trophy to thy fame.
Lastly, take O, in re stands all my rest,
Which I in Chaucer-style do term a jest.
 

MARIA
You break all modest bounds; away, away!
 

GERARDINE
So when men come behind do women say.
 

MARIA
Come, come, I say — 
 

GERARDINE
Ay, that’s the word indeed;
Men that come bold before are like to speed.
 

Enter Lipsalve [disguised as Gerardine,] with Shrimp, his page.
 

But who comes here? Monstrum horrendum! My nostrils have the rank scent of knavery. Maria, let’s remove ourselves to the window, and observe this piece of man’s flesh.
 

Exit with Maria.
 

LIPSALVE
Now Mistress Maria, ward yourself; if my strong hope fail not, I shall be with you to bring — 
 

SHRIMP
To bring what, sir? Some more o’ your kind?
 

LIPSALVE
Faith, boy, that’s mine aim.
 

SHRIMP
I’ll be sworn, sir, you have a good loose; you let fly at ‘em apace.
 

LIPSALVE
I have shot fair and far off; but now I hope to hit the mark indeed.
 

SHRIMP
God save it.
 

LIPSALVE
But where’s the sign?
 

SHRIMP
Why, there.
 

LIPSALVE
That’s a special thing to be observed.
 

SHRIMP
I have heard talk of the Gemini; methinks that should be a star favourable to your proceeding.
 

LIPSALVE
The Gemini? O, I apprehend thee: that’s because I am so like Gerardine; ha, is’t not so, boy?
 

SHRIMP
As if you were spit out on’s mouth, sir; you must needs be like him, for you are both cut out of a piece. But lord, sir, how you hunt this chase of love; are you not weary?
 

LIPSALVE
Indefatigable, boy, indefatigable.
 

SHRIMP
Fatigable, quoth you? You may call it leanable well enough, for I am sure it is able to make a man lean.
 

LIPSALVE
’Tis my vocation, boy; we must never be weary of well-doing: love’s as proper to a courtier as preciseness to a puritan.
 

Enter Gerardine and Maria above.
 

SHRIMP
[Aside] Love, subaudi lust; a punk in this place subintelligitur.
 

LIPSALVE
Boy, I have spied my saint.
 

SHRIMP
Then down on your knees.
 

LIPSALVE
Fly off, lest she take thee for my familiar.
 

[Shrimp hides himself.]
 

Save thee, sweet Maria!
Nay wonder not (for thou thyself art wonder)
To see this unexpected gratulation.
 

MARIA
Whom do I see? O, how my senses wander!
Am not I Hero? Art not thou Leander?
 

GERARDINE
[Aside] Th’ art in the right, sweet wench; more of that vein.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside to Shrimp] Her passion overcomes her; ’tis the kindest soul! O excellent device; it works, it works, boy.
 

SHRIMP
It does indeed, sir, like the suds of an ale-fat or a washing-bowl.
 

LIPSALVE
Joy not too much; extremes are perilous.
 

MARIA
O weather-beaten love! Cisley, go make a fire;
Go fetch my ladder of ropes, Leander’s come.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] Mark, how prettily in her rapture she harps upon Gerardine’s travel. — Let th’ ecstasy have end, for I am Gerardine.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside] The devil you are.
 

MARIA
Ha? let me see; my love so soon return’d?
 

LIPSALVE
I never travell’d farther than thine eyes;
My bruited journey was a happy project
To cast a mist before thy jealous guardian,
Who now suspectless gives some hope t’ attain
My wish’d delight, before pursu’d in vain.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside to Maria] Ask if he strain’d not hard for that same project.
 

MARIA
Has not that project overrack’d thy brain,
And spent more wit than thou hast left behind?
 

SHRIMP
[Aside] By this light, she flouts him.
 

LIPSALVE
No, wit is infinite: I spent some brain;
Thy love did stretch my wit upon the tenters.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside to Maria] Then is’t like to shrink in the wetting.
 

MARIA
It cottons well; it cannot choose but bear
A pretty nap. I tender thy capacity;
A comfortable caudle cherish it.
But where’s my favour that I bid thee wear
As pledge of love?
 

GERARDINE
[Aside] Now dost thou put him to’t;
More tenters for his wit; he’s non plus quite.
 

LIPSALVE
I wear it, sweet Maria, but on high days,
Preserve it from the tainting of the air — 
[Aside] What should I say?— ’Tis in my t’other hose.
 

MARIA
How? In your t’other hose? He that I love
Shall wear my favour in those hose he has on.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] Fiends and furies! Block that I am!
 

SHRIMP
[Aside to Lipsalve] In your t’other hose? [Aside] She talked of a ladder of ropes; if she would let it down, for my life he would hang himself in’t. — In your t’other hose? Why, those hose are in lavender; besides, they have never a codpiece: but indeed there needs no ivy where the wine is good. In your t’other hose?
 

MARIA
I said you were too prodigal of wit.
 

LIPSALVE
Expostulate no more; grant me access,
Or else I’ll travel to the wilderness.
 

MARIA
Your only way. Go, travel till you tire;
Be rid, and let a gull discharge the hire.
 

SHRIMP
Master, the doctor, the doctor!
 

LIPSALVE
Where? Which way?
 

SHRIMP
This way, that way, some way I heard him coming.
 

LIPSALVE
O boy, I am abused, gulled, disgraced; my credit’s cracked.
 

SHRIMP
You know that’s nothing for a new courtier.
 

LIPSALVE
O, I shall run beside myself.
 

SHRIMP
No sir, that’s my office; I’ll run by your side.
 

LIPSALVE
My brain is out of temper; what shall I do?
 

SHRIMP
Take her counsel, sir; get a cullis to your capacity, a restorative to your reason, and a warming-pan to your wit. He comes, he comes!
 

LIPSALVE
Follow close, boy; let him not see us.
 

Exeunt Lipsalve and Shrimp. Enter Glister.
 

GLISTER
What, more flatterers about my carrion? More battery to my walls? Shall I never be rid of these Petronel Flashes? As for my friend Gerardine, the wind of my rage has blown him to discover countries; and let the sea purge his love away and him together, I care not. Young wenches now are all o’ the hoigh. We that are guardians must respect more besides titles, gold lace, person, or parts; we must have lordships and manors elsewhere as well as in the man. Wealth commands all; and wealth I’ll have, or else my minion shall lead apes in hell. I must after this gallant too; I’ll know his rendezvous, and what company he keeps.
 

Exit.
 

MARIA
Now must we be abrupt; retire, sweet friend,
To thy small-ease. What more remains to do
We’ll consummate at our next interview.
 

GERARDINE
So shall I bear my prisonment with pleasure;
Look thou but big, [our] cruel foe will yield,
And give to Hymen th’ honour of the field.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

A street before the meeting-house of the Family of Love.
 

Enter Mistress Purge and Club before her with a link.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Fie, fie, Club, go a’ t’other side the way, thou collowest me and my ruff; thou wilt make me an unclean member i’ the congregation.
 

CLUB
If you be unclean, mistress, you may pure yourself; you have my master’s ware at your commandment; but what am I then, that does all the drudgery in your house?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Th’ art born to’t; why, boy, I can show thy indentures; thou givest no other milk. We know how to use all i’ their kind.
 

CLUB
You’re my better in bark and rine, but in pith and substance I may compare with you. You’re above me in flesh, mistress, and there’s your boast; but in my t’other part we are all one before God.
 

Enter Dryfat.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
All one with me? Dost thou swear too? Why then, up and ride!
 

DRYFAT
Whither away, Mistress Purge?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
To the Family, Master Dryfat, to our exercise.
 

DRYFAT
What, by night?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
O Lord, ay, sir, with the candles out too; we fructify best i’ th’ dark. The glance of the eye is a great matter; it leads us to other objects besides the right.
 

DRYFAT
Indeed, I think we perform those functions best when we are not thrall to the fetters of the body.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
The fetters of the body? What call you them?
 

DRYFAT
The organs of the body, as some term them.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Organs? Fie, fie, they have a most abominable squeaking sound in mine ears; they edify not a whit, I detest ‘em. I hope my body has no organs.
 

DRYFAT
To speak more familiarly, Mistress Purge, they are the senses: the sight, hearing, smelling, taste and feeling.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Ay, marry. Marry, said I? Lord, what a word’s that in my mouth. You speak now, Master Dryfat, but yet let me tell you where you err too: this feeling I will prove to be neither organ nor fetter; it is a thing — a sense did you call it?
 

DRYFAT
Ay, a sense.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Why then, a sense let it be. I say it is that we cannot be without: for, as I take it, it is a part belonging to understanding; understanding, you know, lifteth up the mind from earth; if the mind be lift up, you know the body goes with it. Also it descends into the conscience, and there tickles us with our works and doings, so that we make singular use of feeling.
 

DRYFAT
And not of the rest?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Not at that time; therefore we hold it not amiss to put out the candles, for the soul sees best i’ th’ dark.
 

DRYFAT
You come to me now, Mistress Purge.
 

[Enter Purge, who overhears them.]
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Nay, I will come to you else, Master Dryfat. These senses, as you term them, are of much efficacy in carnal mixtures; that is, when we crowd and thrust a man and a woman together.
 

PURGE
[Aside] What, so close at it? I thought this was one end of your exercise. Byrlady, I think there is small profit in this. I’ll wink no more, for I am now tickled with a conceit that it is a scurvy thing to be a cuckold .
 

DRYFAT
I commend this zeal in you, Mistress Purge; I desire much to be of your society.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Do you indeed? Blessing on your heart. Are you upright in your dealings?
 

DRYFAT
Yes, I do love to stand to any thing I do, though I lose by it; in truth, I deal but too truly for this world. You shall hear how far I am entered in the right way already. First, I live in charity and give small alms to such as be not of the right sect; I take under twenty i’ th’ hundred, nor no forfeiture of bonds unless the law tell my conscience I may do’t; I set no pot on a’ Sundays, but feed on cold meat dressed a’ Saturdays; I keep no holydays nor fasts, but eat most flesh o’ Fridays of all days i’ the week; I do use to say inspired graces able to starve a wicked man with length; I have Aminadabs and Abrahams to my godsons, and I chide them when they ask me blessing; and I do hate the red letter more than I follow the written verity.
 

PURGE
[Aside] Here’s clergy.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
These are the rudiments indeed, Master Dryfat.
 

DRYFAT
Nay, I can tell you I am, or will be, of the right stamp.
 

PURGE
[Aside] A pox o’ your stamp.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Then learn the word for your admittance, and you will be much made on by the congregation.
 

DRYFAT
Ay, the word, good Mistress Purge.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
A Brother in the Family.
 

DRYFAT
Enough, I have my lesson.
 

PURGE
[Aside] So have I mine: a Brother in the Family; I must be a Familist today. I’ll follow this gear while ’tis on foot, i’faith.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Then shore up your eyes, and lead the way to the goodliest people that ever turned up the white o’ th’ eye. Give me my book, Club, put out thy link, and come behind us.
 

They knock.
 

ANSWER WITHIN
Who’s there?
 

DRYFAT
Two Brothers and a Sister in the Family.
 

They are let in. Purge knocks.
 

WITHIN
Who’s there?
 

PURGE
A Familiar Brother.
 

[WITHIN]
Here’s no room for you nor your familiarity.
 

PURGE
How? No room for me nor my familiarity? Why, what’s the difference between a Familiar Brother and a Brother in the Family? O, I know: I made ellipsis of “in” in this place where it should have been expressed, so that the want of “in” put me clean out; or, let me see: may it not be some mystery drawn from arithmetic? For my life, these Familists love no subtraction, take nothing away, but put in and add as much as you will; and after addition follows multiplication of a most Pharasithypocritical crew. Well, for my part I like not this Family, nor indeed some kind of private lecturing that women use. Look to’t, you that have such gadders to your wives: self-willed they are as children, and, i’faith, capable of not much more than they, peevish by custom, naturally fools. I remember a pretty wooden sentence in a preamble to an exercise, where the reader prayed that men of his coat might grow up like cedars to make good wainscot in the House of Sincerity; would not this wainscot phrase be writ in brass, to publish him that spake it for an animal? Why, such wooden pellets out of earthen trunks do strike these females into admiration, hits ‘em home; sometimes, perhaps, in at one ear and out at t’other; and then they depart, in opinion wiser than their neighbours, fraught with matter able to take down and mortify their husbands. Well, I’ll home now, and bring the true word next time. I shall expect my wife anon, red-hot with zeal and big with melting tears; and this night do I expect, as her manner is, she will weep me a whole chamber-pot full. Loquor lapides? Do I cast pills abroad? ’Tis no matter what I say; I talk like a pothecary, as I am; I have only purged myself of a little choler and passion, and am now armed with a patient resolution. But how? To put my horns in my pocket? No:
What wise men bear is not for me to scorn;
’Tis a[n] honourable thing to wear the horn.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Lipsalve’s chamber, and outside.
 

Enter Lipsalve[, undoubletted,] with his whip.
 

LIPSALVE
Fortune, devil’s turd i’ thy teeth! I’ll turn no more o’ thy wheel; art is above thy might. What though my project with Mistress Maria failed? More ways to the wood than one: there’s variety in love. It is believed I am out of town; my door is open, the hour is at hand; all things squared by the doctor’s rule; and now I look for the spirit to bring me warm comfort to clothe my nakedness, and that is Mistress Purge, the cordial of a Familist; and come quickly, good spirit, or else my teeth will chatter for thee.
 

Enter Gudgeon[,undoubletted,] with his [whip, outside the chamber].
 

GUDGEON
O the naked pastimes of love, the scourge of dullness, the purifier of uncleanness, and the hot-house of humanity! I have taken physic of Master Purge any time this twelve months to purge my humour upon’s wife, and I have ever found her so fugitive, from exercise to exercise, and from Family to Family, that I could never yet open the closestool of my mind to her; so that I may well say with Ovid, “Hei mihi, quod nullis amor est medicabilis herbis.” Now am I driven to prove the violent virtue of conjuration; if it hit, and that I yerk my Familist out of the spirit, I’ll hang up my scourge-stick for a trophy, and emparadize my thoughts; though the doctor go to the devil, ’tis no matter. Ha, let me see: Lipsalve’s door open, and himself out of town? Excellent doctor, soothsaying doctor, oraculous doctor!
 

Enter Glister above.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] I have taken up this standing to see my gallants play at barriers with scourge-sticks, for the honour of my punk. And in good time I see my brave spirits shining in bright armour, nakedly burning in the hell-fire of lechery, and ready for the hot encounter. Sound trumpets, the combatants are mounted.
 

Enter Gudgeon [into the chamber].
 

GUDGEON
The apparition! Mistress Purge peers through him; I see her.
 

LIPSALVE
The spirit appears! But he might have come sooner: I am numbed with cold, a shivering ague hath taken away my courage.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] They are afraid one of another; look how they tremble; the flesh and the devil strengthen ‘em! Ha, ha, ha!
 

GUDGEON
Has ‘a no cloven feet? What a laxative fever shakes me.
 

LIPSALVE
Will ‘a not carry me with him to hell? Well, I must venture: Clogmathos.
 

GUDGEON
My cue: Clogmathathos.
 

LIPSALVE
My cue: Garrazin.
 

GUDGEON
Garragas.
 

LIPSALVE
Garrazinos.
 

GUDGEON
Ton tetuphon.
 

LIPSALVE
Tes tetuphes.
 

BOTH
With a whirly twinos.
 

They lash one another.
 

Hold, hold, hold!
Gogs nowns, gogs blood!
A pox, a plague, the devil take you!
Truce, truce, I smart, I smart.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] Ha, ha, ha! O, for one of the hoops of my Cornelius’ tub!
I must needs be gone, I shall burst myself with laughing else.
Magic hath no such rule; men cannot find
Lust ever better handled in his kind.
 

Exit.
 

GUDGEON
What art thou? With the name of Jove I conjure thee!
 

LIPSALVE
With any name, saving the whip; I’ll no more of that conjuration, a plague on’t!
 

GUDGEON
Speak, art not a spirit in the likeness of my friend Lipsalve, that should transform thyself to Mistress Purge?
 

LIPSALVE
How, a spirit? I hope spirits have no flesh and blood; and I am sure thou hast drawn blood out of my flesh with the spirit of thy whip.
 

GUDGEON
Then shall we prove to be honest gulls, and the doctor an errant knave.
 

LIPSALVE
A plague upon him for a Glister! He has given our loves a suppositor with a recumbentibus. I’ll tell thee, sirrah — 
 

GUDGEON
Tell not me, let me prevent thee; the wind shall not take the breath of our gross abuse; we feel the gullery. Therefore let us swear by our naked truths, and by the hilts of these our blades, our flesh-tamers, to be revenged upon that paraperopandentical doctor, that pocky doctor.
 

LlPSALVE
Agreed; we’ll cuckold him, that he shall not be able to put his head in at’s doors; and make his precise, puritanical and peculiar punk, his pothecary’s drug there, a known cockatrice to the world.
 

GUDGEON
If report catch this knavery, we have lost our reputations for ever; wherefore let’s be secret.
Ill tax we women of credulity,
When men are gull’d with such gross foppery.
 

LIPSALVE
Come, let us in and cover both our shames.
This conjuration to the world’s a novelty;
Gallants turn’d spirits and whipped for lechery.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

Maria’s room.
 

Enter Maria.
 

MARIA
Gerardine, come forth, Maria calls!
 

Enter Gerardine out of the trunk.
 

Those ribs shall not enfold thy buxom limbs
One minute longer: the cincture of mine arms
Shall more securely keep thy soul from harms.
 

GERARDINE
What heavenly breath of Phitonessa’s power,
That raised the dead corpse of her friend to life,
Prevails no less on me; for even this urn,
The figure of my sadder requiem,
Gives up my bones, my love, my life, and all,
To her that gives me freedom in my thrall.
 

MARIA
Be brief, sweet friend, salute and part in one;
For niggard time now threats with imminent danger
Our late joy’d scope. Thy earnest, then, of love,
Ere Sol have compass’d half the signs, I fear
Will show a blushing fault; but ’twas thine aim,
T’ enforce consent in him that bars thy claim.
 

GERARDINE
Love salves that fault; let time our guilt reveal,
I’ll ne’er deny my deed, my hand and seal.
The elements shall lose their ancient force,
Water and earth suppress the fire and air,
Nature in all use a preposterous course,
Each kind forget his likeness to repair,
Before I’ll falsify my faith to thee.
 

MARIA
The humorous body’s elemental kind
Shall sooner lose th’ innated heat of love,
The soul in nature’s bounds shall be confin’d,
Heaven’s course shall retrograde and leave to move,
Ere I surcease to cherish mutual fire,
With thoughts refin’d in flames of true desire.
 

GERARDINE
These words are odours in the sacred shrine
Of love’s best deity. The marriage-god
Longs to perform these ceremonious rites
Which terminate our hopes; till mine grow full,
I’ll use that intercourse amongst my friends
That erst I did. Then in the height of joy,
I’ll come to challenge interest in my boy.
Till then, farewell.
 

MARIA
You’ll come upon your cue?
 

GERARDINE
Doubt not of that.
 

MARIA
Then twenty times adieu.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1.
 

A street before the meeting-house of the Family of Love.
 

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon, Shrimp and Periwinkle.
 

GUDGEON
Come boys, our clothes, boys; and what is the most current news, Periwinkle?
 

PERIWINKLE
Faith, sir, fortune hath favoured us with no news but what the pedlar brought from Norfolk.
 

LIPSALVE
Is there nothing stirring at court, Shrimp?
 

SHRIMP
Faith, there is, sir, but nothing new.
 

LIPSALVE
[To Gudgeon] Good wag, faith, thou smellest somewhat of a courtier, though thy mother was a citizen’s wife. Off with that filthy great band, nay, quick; on with your robe of sanctity, nay, suddenly, man.
 

[Lipsalve and Gudgeon don Puritanical robes.]
 

GUDGEON
And why must we shift ourselves into this demure habit, if impossible to be of the Family and keep our own fashion?
 

LIPSALVE
Tut, man, the name of a gallant is more hateful to them than the sight of a corner-cap. Hadst thou heard the protestations the wife of a bellows-mender made but yesternight against gallants, thou hadst for ever abjured crimson breeches. She swore that all gallants were persons inferior to bellows-menders, for the trade of bellows-making was very aerial and high; and what were men and women but bellows, for they take wind in at one place and do evaporate at another; evaporate was her very phrase.
 

GUDGEON
Methinks, her phrase flew with somewhat too strong a vapour.
 

LIPSALVE
Nay, she proves farther, that all men receive their being chiefly from bellows, without which the fire burns not; without fire the pot seethes not; the pot not seething, powdered beef is not to be eaten; of which she then averred our nation was a great devourer, and without which they could neither fight for their country abroad, nor get children at home; for, said she, powdered beef is a great joiner of nerves together.
 

GUDGEON
What answer madest thou?
 

LIPSALVE
Marry, that I thought a bawd was a greater joiner of nerves together than powdered beef; with that she protested that a bawd was an instrument of the devil, and as she had proved that bellows-makers were of God’s trade, so bawds were of the devil’s trade: for (and thereupon she blew her nose) the devil and bawds did both live by the sins of the people.
 

Enter Club and Mistress Purge.
 

GUDGEON
No more; Mistress Purge is at hand.
 

LIPSALVE
Vanish boys, away. Make haste; before Jove, she’ll be with us ere we can be provided for her.
 

[Exeunt Shrimp and Periwinkle.] Lipsalve and Gudgeon retire.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Advance your link, Club. At what time wert thou bound, Club? At Guttide, Hollantide or Candletide?
 

CLUB
I was bound indeed about midsummer.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And when hath thy prenticeship end? At Michaeltide next?
 

CLUB
So I take it.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
They say, Club, you fall very heavy on such you love not; you never learnt that of me.
 

CLUB
Indeed, mistress, I must confess my falling is rustic, gross and butcher-like; marry, yours is a pretty, foolish, light, [courtlike] falling. Yet believe me, my master smells somewhat too gross of the purgation; he wants tutoring.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And why, I pray?
 

CLUB
My master being set last night in his shop, comes Master Doctor Glister, as his manner is, squirting in suddenly; and after some conference, tells my master that by his own knowledge you were young with child; to which my master replied: “Why, Master Doctor, will you put me to more charges yet?”
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Thou art a fool, in that my husband spake as wisely as if the master of his company had spoke. He knows doctors have receipts for women, which makes them most apt to conceive; and he promising a’ had ministered the same lately to me, thereupon spake it. Lead on with your link.
 

LIPSALVE
[To Gudgeon] Art ready ?
 

GUDGEON
[To Lipsalve] Ready.
 

LIPSALVE
[To Gudgeon] Then speak pitifully, look scurvily, and dissemble cunningly, and we shall quickly prove two of the Fraternity. — Benediction and sanctity, love and charity fall on Mistress Purge, Sister of the Family.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And what, I pray, be you two?
 

LIPSALVE
Two newly converted from the rags of Christianity to become good members in the house of the Family.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Who, I pray, converted you?
 

[GUDGEON]
Master Dryfat the merchant.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And from what sins hath he converted you?
 

LIPSALVE
From two very notorious crimes; the first was from eating fish on Fridays, and the second from speaking reverently of the clergy. But a’ resolved us your talent in edifying young men went far beyond his.
 

Enter Purge[, hiding himself].
 

MISTRESS PURGE
A talent I have therein, I must confess, nor am I very nice at fit times to show it; for your better instructions, therefore, you must never hereafter frequent taverns nor tap-houses, no masques nor mummeries, no pastimes nor playhouses.
 

GUDGEON
Must we have no recreation?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Yes, on the days which profane lips call holydays, you may take your spaniel and spend some hours at the ducking-pond.
 

LIPSALVE
What are we bound unto during the time we remain in the Family?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
During the light of the candle you are to be very attentive; which being extinguished, how to behave yourselves I will deliver in private whisper.
 

PURGE
[Aside] ’Tis now come to a whisper. What young Familists be these? I’faith, I’ll make one; I’ll trip you, wife; I scent your footing, wife.
For [Galen] writes, Paracelsus can tell,
Pothecaries have brains and noses eke to smell.
 

LIPSALVE
We shall with much diligence observe it.
 

PURGE
[Aside] I fear I shall have small cause to thank that diligence; but do your worst:
He that hath read [five] herbals in one year
Can find a trick which shall prevent this gear.
They are going; follow, Purge, close, close and softly, like a horsekeeper in a lady’s matted chamber at midnight.
 

Mistress Purge knocks.
 

WITHIN
Who knocks?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Brethren and a Sister in the Family.
 

WITHIN
Enter in peace.
 

Exeunt Gudgeon, Lipsalve and Mistress Purge [and Club].
 

PURGE
Brethren and a Sister; that’s the word. How beastly was I mistaken last day: I should have said “A Brother in the Family” and I said “A Familiar Brother”; for which I and my family were thrust out of doors. But as Titus Silus of Holborn Bridge most learnedly was wont to say, “Q.d.”
 

He knocks.
 

WITHIN
Who’s there?
 

PURGE
A Brother in the Family.
 

WITHIN
Enter, and welcome.
 

Exit Purge.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A street.
 

Enter Gerardine disguised [as a porter].
 

GERARDINE
Thou sacred deity, Love!
Thou power predominate, more to be admir’d
Than able to be express’d, whose orb includes
All terrene joys which are, all states which be,
Pay to thy sacred throne, as tribute-fee,
Their thoughts and lives. Like Jove’s, so must thy acts
Endure no question; why, thy hidden facts
The gods themselves obey; heaven-synod holds
No gods but what thy awful power controls.
The Delphian archer proud with Python’s spoil,
At Cupid’s hand was forc’d to take the foil;
Nor Mars his warlike adamantine targe
Could free his warlike breast at Cupid’s charge;
And Jove, whose frown all mortal lives bereaves,
[His] marble throne and ivory sceptre leaves,
And in the likeness of a bull was seen,
As forc’d by him to bear the Tyrian queen
Through Neptune’s watery kingdom. If these submit,
My metamorphose is not held unfit.
And see, in most wished occasion, Dryfat the merchant presents himself. Sir, in the best of hours met; my thoughts had marked you out for a man most apt to do them the fairest of offices.
 

DRYFAT
What! Art thou a Welsh carrier or a northern landlord, th’ art so saucy?
 

GERARDINE
ls’t possible, sir, my disguise should so much fool your knowledge? How? A northern landlord? Can you think I get my living by a bell and a clack-dish?
 

DRYFAT
By a bell and a clack-dish? How’s that?
 

GERARDINE
Why, by begging, sir. Know you me now?
 

DRYFAT
Master Gerardine, disguised and ashore! Nay, then I smell a rat.
 

GERARDINE
Master Dryfat, shall I repose some trust in you? Will you lay by awhile your city’s precise humour? Will you not deceive me?
 

DRYFAT
If I deceive your trust, the general plague seize me; that is, may I die a cuckold.
 

GERARDINE
And I say thou shall die a true citizen, if thou conceal it. And thus in brief: it stands with thy knowledge how seriously I have and do still affect Maria. Now, sir, I have so wrought it, that if thou couldst procure me a fellow that could serve instead of a crier, I myself would play Placket the paritor, and summon Doctor Glister and Maria to appear at thy house; and as [I play] the paritor, so wouldst thou but assume the shape of a proctor, I should have the wench, thou the credit, and the whole city occasion of discourse this nine days.
 

DRYFAT
How’s this, how’s this? I should procure a fellow to play the [crier] and I myself should play the proctor? But upon what occasion should they be summoned?
 

GERARDINE
Upon an accusation that Doctor Glister should get Maria his niece with child, and have bastards in the country, which I have a trick to make probable.
 

DRYFAT
And now I recall it to memory, I heard somewhat to that effect last night in Master Beardbush the barber’s shop; but how will this sort? Who shall accuse him?
 

GERARDINE
Refer that to me, I say, be that my care; all shall end in merriment, and no disgrace touch either of their reputations.
 

DRYFAT
Then take both word and hand, ’tis done; Club, Mistress Purge’s prentice, shall be the [crier].
 

GERARDINE
O my most precious Dryfat, may none of thy daughters prove vessels with foul bungholes, or none of thy sons hogsheads, but all true and honourable Dryfats like thyself.
 

DRYFAT
Well, Master Gerardine, I hope to see you a Familist before I die.
 

GERARDINE
That’s most likely, for I hold most of their principles already. I never rail nor calumniate any man but in love and charity; I never cozen any man for any ill will I bear him, but in love and charity to myself; I never make my neighbour a cuckold for any hate or malice I bear him, but in love and charity to his wife.
 

DRYFAT
And may those principles fructify in your weak members. I’ll be gone, and with most quick dexterity provide you a crier. Tomorrow at my house, said you, they should appear?
 

GERARDINE
Be that the time, most honoured Dryfat; but be this known to none, most loved sir, save Club, or to some other whom your judgment shall select as a fit person for our project.
 

DRYFAT
Thus enough; time out of sight.
 

Exit.
 

GERARDINE
Maria, thou art mine.
Earth’s [perfection] and nature’s glory:
Woman; of what an excellency, if
Her thoughts and acts were squared and levelled
With the first celsitude of her creation!
T’ enjoy a creature, whose dishevell’d locks,
Like gems against the repercussive sun,
Gives light and splendour; whose star-like eyes
Attract more [gazers’] loves to see there a move
Then the Tartarians’ god, when Egeon’s hill
‘A mounts in triumph; a skin more pure and soft
Than is the silk-worm[‘s] bed; tooth more white
Than new-fall’n snow or shining ivory,
Is happiness sought by the gods themselves.
Celestial Venus, born without a mother,
Be thou propitious; thee [do] I implore,
Not vulgar Venus, heaven’s scorn and Mars his whore.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A room in Glister’s house.
 

Enter Mistress Glister and Maria.
 

MARIA
Good aunt, quiet yourself; ground not upon dreams, you know they are ever contrary.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Minion, minion, coin no excuses; I grant dreams are deceitful, but a true judgment grounded upon knowledge never fails. What? Have not I observed the rising and falling of the blood, the coming and going of the countenance, your qualms, your unlacings, your longings? Most evident tokens. Besides, a more certain sign than all these, too; you know’t, I need not speak it; nay, l am as skilful in that point as my husband. I can tell you, Aristotle speaks English enough to tell me these secrets. Body of me, so narrowly looked to, and yet fly out! Well, I see maids will ha’t in spite of laws or locks that restrain ‘em; they will open, do men what they can.
 

MARIA
I see my fault appears; simplicity
Hath no evasion. ’Tis bootless to deny
Where guilty blood, cited by touch of shame,
Runs through my veins, and leaves my conscience’ stain
Even in my face. Forbear, I do beseech you,
To publish my defame; what I have done
You shall not answer; I must bear mine own.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Bear your own? Ay, marry, there it goes;
What must you bear?
 

MARIA
My sins, forsooth.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Your sins, forsooth? Confess to me, and go not about the bush; you have been doing, that’s flat; you have caught a clap, that’s round; and answer me roundly to the point, or else I’ll square. Come, whose act is’t? I cannot devise unless it be my husband’s, for none else had access to thee; I am sure time has turned his bald side to thee, and I do but wonder how thou tookest opportunity. Speak, tell me.
 

MARIA
Now, good aunt, press me not; let time reveal
What you suspect; for never shall my tongue
Confess an act that tends unto my wrong.
 

Enter Gerardine like a porter.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Will you not bolt? I must ha’t out on you, and will.
 

GERARDINE
By your leave, mistress — 
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Passion of my heart, what art thou?
 

GERARDINE
No ghost forsooth, though I appear in white.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
No, but a saucy knave I perceive by your manners.
 

GERARDINE
None of that livery neither. I am of the bearing trade forsooth; you may see by my smock-frock, I would say. I am, if it please you, of the spick and span new-set-up company of porters. Here’s my breastplate; and besides our own arms we have the arms of the city to help us in our burdens; ecce signum: here’s the cross and the sword of justice in good pewter, I can tell you, which goes as current with us as better metal.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
What’s your name, sir?
 

GERARDINE
Nicholas Nebulo. There’s but a straw’s-breadth between that and the arms; ’tis in the backside of the cross here, and well known in the city for an ancient name and an honest, an’t like your worship.
 

MARIA
You are none of the twelve, are you?
 

GERARDINE
No forsooth, but one of the twenty-four — 
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Orders of knaves; I thought so. Sirrah, you’re a rascal, to come thus bluntly into my house with your dirty startups; get you without doors, like a filthy fellow as you are; a place more fit for you.
 

GERARDINE
O, good words, mistress. I may be warden of my company for aught you know, and for my bluntness we have a clause in our charter to warrant that; for as we bear, so likewise we may be borne with, and have free egress and regress where our business lies.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
And what’s your business here?
 

GERARDINE
I have a letter, an’t please you, to Master Doctor.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
From whence?
 

GERARDINE
That I cannot show your worship; but I had it of Curtal the carrier, whose lawful deputy I am.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Leave your scraping, sirrah. Fie, how rank the knave smells of grease and taps-droppings.
 

Gerardine coughs and spits.
 

What, are you rheumatic too, with a vengeance!
 

GERARDINE
Yes indeed, mistress; though I be but a poor man, I have a spice of the gentleman in me; Master Doctor could smell it quickly, because he’s a gentleman himself. I must to the diet, and that is tobacco at the ale-house; I use n’other physic for it.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Did ever such a peasant defile my floor, or breathe so near me? I’faith, sirrah, you would be bummed for your roguery, if you were well served.
 

GERARDINE
I am bummed well enough already, mistress; look here else. Sir-reverence in your worship, Master Doctor’s lips are not made of better stuff.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
What an impudent rogue is this. Sirrah, be gone I say; I would be rid o’ you.
 

GERARDINE
Be rid o’ me? I shall gallop then. You mistake me, forsooth; I am a foot post, I do not use to ride.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
I think the rascal be humorous or drunk. Well, I will read the letter and send him packing, or else he will spew or do worse before me. Fie on him, I think he will infect me with some filthy disease.
 

GERARDINE
 

[Aside] Or else I lose mine aim.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
[Takes the letter and reads it] What’s here? “Your poor nurse, Thomasine [Tweedles]?” For my life, now shall I find out my husband’s knavery I have so long suspected.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside] She begins to nibble; ‘twill take, i’faith. — Mistress,
I see some discontentment in your looks;
Care ill befits so delicate a spirit.
Be frolic, wench, for he that is so near thee
Has been much nearer.
 

MARIA
That accent sounds sweet music; ’tis my love.
That tongue breathes life into my lifeless spirits:
 

[Aside to Gerardine] Gerardine? O rapture! Why thus disguis’d?
 

GERARDINE
[Aside to Maria] No more, be mute. Thus must I vary forms
To bring our cares to end; her jealousy
Ensues this drift, which, if it take true scope,
Love’s joy comes next; be fearless in that hope.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
’Tis so. Rats-bane! I ha’t; it racks on, it torments me! Here ’tis: “Woe worth the time that ever I gave suck to a child that came in at the window, God knows how.” Villainous lecher! “Yet if you did but see how like the little red-headed knave is to his father.” Damnable doctor! A bastard in the country, and another towards here. I am out of doubt this is his work. [To Maria] You are an arrant strumpet! Incest, fornication, abomination in my own house! Intolerable! O, for long nails to scratch out his eyes!
 

GERARDINE
Or the breeches, to fight with him.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Out of my sight, quean; thou shalt to Bridewell! O, I shall be mad with rage!
 

GERARDINE
Then you shall go to Bedlam.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Hence, you slave.
 

GERARDINE
I must have a penny; you must pay me for my pains.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
The devil pay thee.
 

GERARDINE
O, that’s the doctor; but he wants his horns.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
But I’ll furnish him ere long, if I live.
 

GERARDINE
[Aside to Maria] It works as I would wish. Farewell Maria;
This storm once past, fair weather ever after.
 

Exit.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Was ever woman so moved? But you shall be talked withal; and for mine old fornicator, he shall ha’t as hot as coals, i’faith. Here’s stuff indeed! Come, minx, come; there’s law for you both. Have I found your knavery? If I wink at this, let me be stone blind, or stoned to death; bear this, and bear all!
 

Exit with Maria.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

A street.
 

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon, [Shrimp and Periwinkle].
 

LIPSALVE
Our hopes are cross’d; sure there’s some providence
Which countermands libidinous appetites,
For what we most intend is counter-check’d
By strange and unexpected accidents.
For by disguise procuring full access,
Nay, ready to have [seiz’d] th’ expected prize,
The candle out, steps ‘twix my hopes and me
Some pleasant groin, possess’d and full enjoy’d
That sweet for which our vigilant eyes have watch’d,
And in one moment frustrates all our hopes.
 

GUDGEON
Upon my life, we are bewitched: the greasy rascal that first seized Mistress Purge, by the last reflection of the light, appeared to my sight not much unlike her husband.
 

LIPSALVE
The court’s gall, the city’s plague, and Europa’s sea-form be his perpetual crest, whate’er ‘a was. To lose Mistress Purge for lack of dexterity, is a disgrace insalveable. The like opportunity will never present itself.
 

GUDGEON
’Twas an egregious grief, I must confess, to see a knave slip betwixt us both and take occasion by the foretop; but since these projects have had so star-cross events, let’s lay some plot how to revenge our late disgrace on the doctor by making him cuckold.
 

LIPSALVE
Agreed; but what melancholy sir with acrostic arms now comes from the Family?
 

Enter Purge.
 

GUDGEON
Purge the pothecary; I prithee, let’s step aside and hear the issue of this discontent.
 

[They retire with the two pages.]
 

PURGE
O, the misery of married men’s estate!
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] ‘A begins very pitifully.
 

PURGE
O women, what are many of you?
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] Why, disease to bachelors, and plagues to married men.
 

PURGE
O marriage, the rage of all our miseries! My wife is a dissembling strumpet.
 

GUDGEON
[Aside] So is many a man’s besides yours; and what of that?
 

PURGE
I would have a law that all such which pray little should instantly be married; for then would they pray continually, if it were but to be rid of their wives.
 

LIPSALVE
[Aside] This is a charitable request and surely would pass the Lower House.
 

PURGE
Surely if affliction can bring a man to heaven, I cannot see how any married man can be damned; I have made myself a plain cuckold.
 

[GUDGEON]
[Aside] A pile on ye, want you? Had you not been so manable, here are some would have saved you that labour.
 

PURGE
What shall I do in this extremity? Had I but witness of the fact, I would make her answer it before authority. This is my wedding ring; ’tis it, I know it by the posy. This I took from her finger in the dark, and she was therewith very well pleased; were not this, trow, a sufficient testimony? She knows not that it was myself got so near her; I will take counsel. Well, little know bachelors the miseries they undergo when they prostrate themselves to women.
 

LIPSALVE
[Coming forward with Gudgeon] O most true, Master Purge: little knows a man what elements ‘a is to pass, when ‘a puts his head under a woman’s girdle. Your passion, Master Purge, is overheard, and, plain tale to tell, we were eye-witnesses of your wife’s treachery, and if need be will be ready to depose as much.
 

PURGE
What, Master Lipsalve and Master Gudgeon, are you disguised testimonies?
Nay then, revenge look big! Elf and fairy
Help to revenge the wronged pothecary!
 

GUDGEON
Why, now ‘a speaks like himself; get me a paritor for her straight.
 

LIPSALVE
Conceal the ring, my little Purge; let not thy wife know thou hast it, until she comes to her trial.
 

Enter Dryfat, and Gerardine [disguised as an apparitor].
 

PURGE
Your advices are very pithy; therefore in private let me disclose my intent.
 

GUDGEON
Off, boys.
 

[Purge, Lipsalve and Gudgeon retire.]
 

SHRIMP
What dost thou think of thy master? Is ‘a not a rare gull?
 

PERIWINKLE
I think ‘a will swallow and pocket more disgraces than large-conscienced lawyer fees in a Michaelmas term. Thy master, my honest [Shrimp], comes not much short of a fool too, but that ‘a is a courtier.
 

SHRIMP
Draw somewhat near, and overhear their conference.
 

[Shrimp and Periwinkle retire.]
 

GERARDINE
This shape of the crier must Club tomorrow assume. Are you fitted for Poppin the proctor?
 

DRYFAT
Excellent, and have spent some study in the mystical cases of venery. I can describe how often a man may lie with another man’s wife before ‘a come to the white sheet — 
 

GERARDINE
How long is that?
 

DRYFAT
Why, till ‘a be taken tardy; — how long all women-kind may by the statute profess and swear they are maids.
 

GERARDINE
And how long is that?
 

DRYFAT
Why, till their bellies be so big, that it cannot be no longer concealed; but come forward towards Glister’s.
 

LIPSALVE
It must be so. Let the summer tickle her; you shall bring in these allegations and let us alone to swear them. Who’s this? Master Dryfat? Opportunely met, sir; and whether so fast? The news, the news?
 

DRYFAT
Faith, gentlemen, I think to relate for news what I hear of Doctor Glister would come stale to your hearings.
 

LIPSALVE
O, the getting of his niece with child; tut, that’s apparently known to all the company. But, in the name of Jupiter, what art thou? Or from whence camest thou?
 

GERARDINE
Why, sir, I come from compassing the corners of the land.
 

GUDGEON
Of what trade, in the name of Pluto?
 

GERARDINE
Of the devil’s trade; for I live as he does, by the sins of the people. In brief, sir, I am Placket the paritor.
 

LIPSALVE
As the devil would! We have, my noble paritor, instant employment for thee; a grey groat is to be purchased without sneaking, my little sumner; where’s thy quorum nomina, my honest Placket?
 

GERARDINE
Sir, according to the old ballad,
“My quorum nomina ready, have I,
With my pen and inkhorn hanging by.”
Her name, sir, her name?
 

GUDGEON
Is’t no more but so?
 

PURGE
I have most right to her name. Her name, Master Placket, is my wife, Mistress Purge, sir. To what place dost thou belong?
 

GERARDINE
To the commissioners which sit tomorrow at Master Dryfat’s upon the crimes of Doctor Glister and others.
 

LIPSALVE
Sits there a commission, Dryfat? Now for the love of lechery, let’s have Mistress Purge summoned thither.
 

GERARDINE
She makes my quorum nomina reasonable full. My grant, sir, and she shall appear there upon a crime of concupiscence: is not that your meaning?
 

PURGE
Yes, my honest paritor; here’s thy fee. [Gives him money.]
 

Enter Club and Mistress Purge.
 

GUDGEON
And see how happily it succeeds: Mistress Purge is new come from the Family. Let us step aside whilst Placket the paritor gives her a summons.
 

LIPSALVE
Content. To her, Placket, but see for the bribery of twelvepence you strike her not out of your quorum nomina.
 

GERARDINE
Fear not, sir.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Forward apace, Club.
 

GERARDINE
Your name I take to be Mistress Purge, fair gentlewoman?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
I am Mistress Purge, Purge’s wife the pothecary; what of that?
 

DRYFAT
[Aside] Now you shall see him tickle her with a quorum nomina.
 

GERARDINE
I cite you by virtue of my quorum nomina to make your personal appearance by eight of the clock in the morrow morning, before certain commissioners at Master Dryfat’s house, to answer to an accusation of a crime of concupiscence.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
To answer a crime of concupiscence? What’s that, I pray?
 

GERARDINE
Why, ’tis to answer a venereal crime, for having carnal copulation with other besides your husband.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
What are you, I pray?
 

GERARDINE
By name Placket, by trade a paritor.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
And must I answer, say you, to a venereal crime? I tell thee, Placket the paritor, I am able to answer thee or any man else in any venereal crime they’ll put me to; and so tell your commissioners.
 

GERARDINE
If you fail your appearance, the penalty must fall heavy.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
If it fall never so heavy, I am able to bear it; and so set forward, Club.
 

Exeunt Club and Mistress Purge.
 

LIPSALVE
Excellent, i’faith. After your wife, Purge. Read, Placket, thy quorum nomina, my noble groat-monger.
 

Exit Purge.
 

GERARDINE
Silence. The first that marcheth in this fair rank is Th[r]um the feltmaker, for getting his maid with child and sending his prentice to Bridewell for the fact; Whip the beadle, for letting a punk escape for a night’s lodging and bribe of ten groats; Bat the bellman, for lying with a wench in a tailor’s stall at midnight, when ‘a should be performing his office.
 

GUDGEON
And Tipple the tapster, for deflowering a virgin in his cellar; Doctor Glister, his wife, Maria, Mistress Purge. These be the complete number.
 

LIPSALVE
Now dissolve, and each to his occasion till tomorrow morning.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

A room in Glister’s house.
 

Enter Doctor Glister and Mistress Glister.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
This was your colour to keep her close, but what cloak ha’ you for her’s and your own shame? What, your own niece, your brother’s daughter, besides your bastard in the country!
 

GLISTER
Wife, range not too far, I would advise you! Come home in time; vex me not beyond sufferance. The two-edged sword of thy tongue hath drawn blood o’ me. Patience, I say; thou art all this while in an error.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
No, thou hast been all this while in an urinal; thou hast gone out of thy compass in women’s waters; you’re a conjuror, forsooth, and can rouse your spirits into circles. Ah, you old fornicator, that ever I saw that red beard of thine! Now could I rail against thy complexion. I think, in my conscience, the traces and caparison of Venus’ coach are made o’ red hairs, which may be a true emblem that no flaxen stuff or tanned white leather draws love like ‘em; I think thou manuredest thy chin with the droppings of eggs and muskadine before it bristled. A shame take thee and thy loadstone. But ’tis no matter; Master Placket the paritor has cited you, and you shall answer it.
 

GLISTER
O, the raging jealousy of a woman! Do you hear, wife? I will show myself a man of sense, and answer you with silence; or like a man of wisdom, speak in brief. I say you are a scold, and beware the cucking-stool.
 

[Retires.]
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
I say you are a ninnihammer, and beware the cuckoo: for as sure as I have ware, I’ll traffic with the next merchant venturer; and in good time here comes gallants of the right trade.
 

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon.
 

LIPSALVE
All alone, Mistress Glister? Meditating who shall be your next child’s father?
 

GUDGEON
Indeed, methinks that should be one end of her thought, an’t be but to cry quittance with her husband, of whose abuse the town rings.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] Flax and fire, flax and fire; here are fellows come in the nick, to light their matches at my tinder.
 

LIPSALVE
He tells you true, Mistress Glister; the doctor hath made you ordinary in our ordinaries; satires whet their tooths, and steep rods in piss; epigrams lie in poetry’s pickle, and we shall have rhyme out of all reason against you.
 

GUDGEON
Ere long he will take up his station at a stationer’s, where we shall see him do penance in a sheet at least.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
O, I am nettled! My patience is so provoked that I must doff my modesty. What shall I do? If ye be honest gentlemen, counsel me in my revenge, teach me what to do, make my case your own.
 

LIPSALVE
Why, you are in the common road of revenge, take which hand you will, you cannot go out o’ your way; ’tis as soon taken as time by his forepart.
 

GUDGEON
Faith, since he has strook with the sword, strike you with the scabbard; in plain terms, cuckold him. You may as easily do’t as lie down o’ your bed.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] This gear cottons, i’faith.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
I apprehend you, gentlemen. Lord, how much better are two heads than one to make one large head!
 

LIPSALVE
You say true, Mistress Glister: there’s help required in grafting; and how happily we come to tender our service. Let our pretence be to take physic of the doctor; and that he may with as much ease minister to us as we to you, we’ll take a lodging in his house.
 

GUDGEON
How say you to this? Is the colour good? Does’t like you?
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Passing well; the colour is so good, that you shall wear my favour out o’ the same piece.
 

LIPSALVE
Excellent, excellent; now shall we be revenged for the whipping. Mistress Glister, let me be your first man.
 

GUDGEON
Nay, soft, sir, I plied her as soon as you.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] I should have an oar in her boat too by right.
 

LIPSALVE
How ill-advised were you to marry one with a red beard!
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
O Master Lipsalve, I am not the first that has fallen under that ensign. There’s no complexion more attractive in this time for women than gold and red beards: such men are all liver.
 

GUDGEON
Ay, but small heart, and less honesty.
 

LIPSALVE
Yes, they are honest too in some kind, for they’ll beg before they’ll steal.
 

GUDGEON
That’s true; for, for one that holds up his hand at the sessions, you shall have ten come into the bawdy court.
 

GLISTER
[Aside] Was ever beard so back-bitten? This were enough to make red beards turn medley, and dash ‘em clean out of countenance; but I hope, like mine, they fear no colours. And you were ten courtiers, I’ll front you; I must give you physic, with a pox. Well, if I pepper ye not, call me Doctor Doddipoll. — [Comes forward] Master Lipsalve and Master Gudgeon, you are heartily welcome; I am very glad to see you well.
 

LIPSALVE
O Master Doctor, your salutation is very suspicious!
 

GLISTER
Why, Master Lipsalve?
 

LIPSALVE
It can scarce be hearty, for physicians are rather glad to see men ill than well.
 

GLISTER
Not so, sir; you must distinguish of men; though this I know, virtue is not the end of all science, which commonly keeps the professor poor; some study questuary and gainful arts, and every one would thrive in’s calling. But, i’faith, gentlemen, what wind drives you hither?
 

GUDGEON
The wind-colic, Master Doctor, or some such disease.
 

GLISTER
But not the stone-colic?
 

LIPSALVE
O no, sir, we have no obstructions in those parts; we are loose enough there.
 

GLISTER
If you were troubled with that, my wife can tell you of an excellent remedy.
 

GUDGEON
We need it not, we need it not. But indeed, Master Doctor, for some private infirmities, which our waters shall make known to you, we desire to take some physic of you for a few days; and to that end we would take a lodging in your house during the time.
 

LIPSALVE
Shall we entreat your favour?
 

GLISTER
No entreaty, gentlemen; you shall command me to search the very profundity of my skill for you. Have them in, wife, and show them their lodging. I will think upon another receipt, and follow you immediately.
 

GUDGEON
And i’faith we shall requite your pains to the full.
 

Exeunt Lipsalve, Gudgeon, Mistress Glister.
 

GLISTER
To the fool, you mean. I know you ha’ the horn of plenty for me, which you would derive unto me from the liberality of your bawdies, not your minds. Here are lords that, having learned the O P Q of courtship, travel up and down among citizens’ wives to show their learning and bringing up; as if the city were not already a good proficient in the court horn-book. Yes, I warrant they have heads as capable as other men; ay, and some of them can wisely say with the philosopher, that in knowing all they know nothing. Well, because I am of the livery, and pay scot and lot amongst you, do but observe how I’ll fetch over my gallants for your sakes. They say I am of the right hair; and indeed they may stand to’t, and hold the position good, saving with my wife. Soft; are they not at pro and contra already? I know they are hot-spurs, and I must have an eye to the main. They have been whipped already for lechery and yet the pride of the flesh pricks ‘em.
Well, I must in; I have given them such a pill
Shall take ‘em down, for lust must have his fill.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A street before Glister’s house.
 

Enter Maria above.
 

MARIA
Now nature’s pencil and the hand of time
Gives life and limb to generation’s act,
My shame and guilt in wordless notes appear,
The argument of scorn. O now I stand
The theme and comment to each liberal tongue,
Whilst hope breeds comfort, and fear threats my wrong.
O Gerardine, how oft thy lively figure,
[Deeply] impressed in my yielding temper,
Assures me thou art mine! How fancy paints
Thy true proportion in my troubled sleep,
Because sole subject of my daily thoughts.
O, if thy vows prove feign’d and thou unjust,
I say and swear in men there is no trust.
 

Enter Gerardine.
 

GERARDINE
Thus have I passed the round and court of guard,
Without the word: either conceit is strong,
Or else the body where true love’s confin’d
Walks as a spirit and doth force his way
Through greatest dangers, frightful to those eyes
That wait to intercept him. Maria!
How like to Cynthia in her silver orb
She seems to me, attended by love’s lamp,
Whose mutual influence and soul’s sympathy
Doth show heaven’s model in mortality.
 

MARIA
Gerardine!
Aurora [nor] the blushing sun’s approach
Dart not more comfort to this universe
Than thou to me. Most acceptably come;
The art of number cannot count the hours
Thou hast been absent.
 

GERARDINE
Infinity of love
Holds no proportion with arithmetic.
Think not, Maria, but my heart retains
A deep impression of such thoughts as these.
I have been forging of a mirthful plot
To celebrate our wish’d conjunction;
Which now digested, come to summon thee
To be an actress in the comedy.
 

MARIA
How, where, when? Speak, mine ears are quick to hear;
I stand on thorns already to be there.
 

GERARDINE
At Dryfat’s house, the merchant, there’s our scene,
Whose sequel, if I fail not in intent,
Shall answer our desires and each content.
But when sawest thou Lipsalve and Gudgeon, our two gallants?
 

MARIA
They are here in the house, so handled by mine uncle that they are the pitifullest patients that ever you beheld.
 

GERARDINE
No matter, he serves them in their kind; they were infamous in the court and now are grown as notorious in the city. They may happily prove particles in our sport, and fit subjects for laughter.
Time calls me hence: adieu; prepare to meet.
 

MARIA
I shall outstrip the nimblest in my feet.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

A room in Dryfat’s house.
 

Enter Dryfat and Club disguised [as a proctor and a crier, respectively].
 

DRYFAT
Come Club, come, there’s a merry fray towards; we shall see the death of melancholy; wherein thou and I must call a grand jury of jests together, and pass upon them with the club law.
 

CLUB
Now as I am O the crier, and yet but a young club, I have not yet practised that law; you have a whole dryfat on’t; I pray you instruct me.
 

DRYFAT
Why, ’tis a law enacted, by the common council of statute-caps, to qualify the rage of the time, to follow, to call back, and sometimes to encounter gentlemen when they run in arrearages; I tell thee there’s no averment against our book-cases. ’Tis the law called make-peace; it makes them even when they are at odds; it shows ‘em a flat case as plain as a pack-staff, that is, knocks ‘em down without circumstance.
 

CLUB
Ay, marry, I like that law well; ’tis studied with the turning of a hand. There’s no quiddits nor pedlar’s French in’t; there needs no book for th’ exposition o’ th’ terms; ’tis as easily learned as the felling of wood and getting of children; all is but laying on load the downright blow.
 

DRYFAT
Ay, and by the way of exhortation it prints this moral sentence on their costards, in capital letters, “Agree, for the law is costly”.
 

CLUB
Good, good. But all this while there’s no doctor thought on; we must have one to arbitrate.
 

DRYFAT
Why, Master Gerardine, man, has his name for the purpose; he shall be called Doctor Stickler; lupus est in fabula, here he comes.
 

Enter Gerardine.
 

GERARDINE
How now, lads, does our conceit cotton? Ha’ you summoned your wits from wool-gathering? Are you fraught with matter for this merriment?
 

DRYFAT
Full, full; we are in labour, man, and we shall die without midwifery.
 

CLUB
We are ravished with delight, like the wench that was got with child against her stomach. O, but if we could wrest this smock law now in hand to our club law, it were excellent.
 

DRYFAT
Easily, easily; all shall be called the club law.
 

GERARDINE
As how?
 

DRYFAT
Why, thus. Club is the crier, I am [Poppin] the proctor and you Stickler the doctor; he calls them to appear, I must be of their counsel and you must attone them, put ‘em together. We may know their cases and be in their elements, mark you me, but they cannot be in ours. Tut, none knows our secrets; we can speak fustian above their understanding, and make asses’ ears attentive. I’ll play Ambodexter, tell ‘em ’tis a plain case and put ‘em down with the club law; so that, as Club said well e’en now, our knavery is as near allied as felling of wood and getting of children.
 

GERARDINE
Excellent, excellent. By this they are at hand: let’s bear these things like ourselves; I’ll withdraw and put on my habiliments, and then enter for the doctor.
 

DRYFAT
Do so; they come, they come!
 

Exit Gerardine. Enter Glister and Purge.
 

Welcome, Master Doctor Glister and Master Purge; there’s a commission to be sat upon this day, to open a passage for imprisoned truth, concerning acts yet in tenebris.
 

GLISTER
True; I am brought hither by the malice of my wife.
 

PURGE
And I have a just appeal against my wife.
 

GLISTER
Master [Poppin], so I think you are called, I understand you have the law at your fingers’ ends.
 

DRYFAT
I can box cases, and scold and scratch it out amongst them.
 

GLISTER
Indeed, fame reports you to be a good trumpeter of causes; I must retain you, sir, to sound mine.
 

DRYFAT
My sackbut shall do it most pathetically; tell me, in brief, the nature of your case.
 

GLISTER
Faith, sir, a scandalous letter devised to wrong my reputation, about a bastard in the country which should be mine.
 

DRYFAT
About a bastard in the country which should be yours? Hum; ’tis very like you then, it should seem.
 

GLISTER
O no, sir, understand me, only fathered upon me.
 

DRYFAT
Only fathered upon you cum nemini obtrudi potest. I understand you, and like you well too, you do not flatter yourself in your own case, no, ’tis not good; well, what more?
 

GLISTER
And about my niece, got with child in my own house.
 

DRYFAT
Byrlady, burdens of some weight, which you make light of! You deny?
 

GLISTER
What else, sir? I have reason.
 

DRYFAT
I know it well, I take you for no beast. Believe me, Master Doctor, denial and reason are two main grounds; stand upon them, and you cannot err. Your case, Master Purge?
 

PURGE
First take your fee, Master [Poppin], that you may have the more feeling, and urge it home when you come to’t. Mine is a discovery of my wife’s iniquity at the Family of Love.
 

DRYFAT
Otherwise called the House of Venery, where they hunger and thirst for’t.
 

PURGE
True, sir; you have heard of the Hole in the Wall, where they assemble together in the day-time, like so many bees under a hive?
 

DRYFAT
Come home crura thymo plena, and lodge among hornets, is’t not so?
 

PURGE
I cannot tell, sir; but for my part, I am much noted as I go.
 

DRYFAT
No doubt of that, sir; your wife can furnish you with notes out of her cotations.
 

CLUB
Ay, and give him a two-tagged point to tie ‘em together.
 

DRYFAT
But how came you to detect her?
 

PURGE
Why, thus, sir: getting the word, I dogged her to the Family where, closing with her, I whispered so pleasing a tale in her ear that I got from her her wedding ring; and here ’tis.
 

DRYFAT
Well, out of that ring we will wring matter that shall carry meat i’ th’ mouth. But what witness or proof can you produce to make good your wife’s iniquity and your own cuckoldry?
 

PURGE
Master Lipsalve and Master Gudgeon, who were her companions at that same time.
 

DRYFAT
Very good; are they cited in the quorum nomina?
 

CLUB
They will be here, sir.
 

GLISTER
If they be, they will bewray all.
 

DRYFAT
So much the better; ‘twill savour well for Master Purge.
 

PURGE
You understand my case now?
 

GLISTER
And mine too, sir?
 

DRYFAT
I do, I do; they are as different as a doctor and a dunce, a man and a beast. Here’s the compendium; yours, Master Doctor, stands upon the negative; and yours, Master Purge, upon the affirmative; pauca sapienti, I ha’t, I ha’t.
 

PURGE
Mine is very current, sir; I can show you good guilt.
 

DRYFAT
Ay, marry, there spoke an angel; gilt’s current indeed; let me feel’t, let me feel’t.
 

PURGE
I mean, my wife’s guilt.
 

GLISTER
Master Poppin, you shall have innocence to speak for me.
 

DRYFAT
Tut, innocence is a fool, I care not for’s company; I can speak enough without him.
 

GLISTER
Then, I hope, you will be as good to us as the five-finger at maw.
 

DRYFAT
No, rather as Hercules, to lip-labour ‘em with the club law; tut, let me alone.
 

Enter Mistress Glister, Mistress Purge and Maria.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
O, you are here, sir? I have brought you a full barn to glut your greedy appetite; if you have any maw, feed here till you choke again. Now shall I see the whole carcass of your knavery ripped up; if thou hast any grace, now will thy red beard turn white upon’t.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
O, how have I been toss’d from post to pillar
In this libidinous world. The yoke I bear
Is so uneven, as if an innocent lamb
And a mad hare-brain’d ox should draw together.
But I must have patience, there’s no remedy.
 

DRYFAT
There’s some difference between these two tempers.
 

GLISTER
I would give a hundred pounds my wife had so gentle a spirit.
 

PURGE
My wife must needs be gentle, for she can bear double.
 

Enter Gerardine [disguised as a doctor of law].
 

DRYFAT
Here comes Master Doctor; now rig up your vessels, every one to his tackling.
 

GERARDINE
Good day to all at once, and peace amongst you. Fie, how I sweat; I think Vulcan ne’er toiled so at his anvil as I have done, and all to make maid’s water to slake Cupid’s fire, and to turn his shafts from the feather-bed to the bed-post, from the heart to the heel. Come, Master Poppin, shall we to this gear?
 

DRYFAT
Reverend doctor, we have stayed your coming. Crier, cry silence! Master Doctor, I have heard in general terms the tales of Master Doctor Glister and Master Purge, which have in mutual manner jumped into the quagmire of my mind; out of which quagmire, by your enforcement and mine own duty, I pluck them up by the ears, and thus, in naked apparance, I present them.
 

GERARDINE
Ad rem, ad rem, Master Poppin. Leave your allegories, your metaphors and circumlocutions, and to the point.
 

DRYFAT
Then briefly thus: I have compared their tales, how short they will come of their wives’ I know not; and first for Mistress Purge. Crier, call Mistress Purge.
 

CLUB
Rebecca Purge, wife to Peter Purge, pothecary, appear upon thy purgation, upon pain of excommunication.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Here I am. O time’s impiety!
Hither I come from out the harmless fold
To have my good name eaten up by wolves.
See how they grin! Well, the weak must to the wall;
I must bear wrong, but shame shall them befall.
 

GERARDINE
Who is her accuser?
 

DRYFAT
Her own husband, upon the late discovery of a crew of narrow-[ruffed], strait-laced, yet loose-bodied dames, with a rout of omnium-gatherums, assembled by the title of the Family of Love; which, Master Doctor, if they be not punished and suppressed by our club law, each man’s copyhold will become freehold, specialities will turn to generalities, and so from unity to parity, from parity to plurality, and from plurality to universality; their wives, the only ornaments of their houses, and of all their wares, goods, and chattel[s], the chief moveables, will be made common.
 

PURGE
Most voluble and eloquent proctor!
 

GERARDINE
Byrlady, these enormities must and shall be redressed, otherwise I see their charter will be infringed, and their ancient staff of government the club (from whence we derive our law of castigation), this club, I say, they seeming nothing less than men by their fore-part, will be turned upon their own heads. Speak, Rebecca Purge: art thou one of this Family? Hast thou ever known the body of any man there or elsewhere concupiscentically?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
No, M[aster] Doctor, those are but devices of the wicked to trap the innocent; but I thank my spirit I have fear before my eyes, which my husband sees not, because something hangs in’s light.
 

PURGE
[Aside] That’s my horns. She flouts me to my face, and I will not endure it. I shall carry her mark to my grave. — Master Doctor, she has given me that, that Aesculapius, were he now extant, could not heal, nor edax rerum take away.
 

GERARDINE
Produce your witness, [Master] Purge, and blow not your own horn.
 

PURGE
Master Lipsalve and Master Gudgeon, let them be called.
 

CLUB
Laurence Lipsalve and Gregory Gudgeon, late of hic et ubique, in the county of nusquam, gentlemen, come into the court and give your evidence, upon pain of that which shall ensue.
 

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon.
 

GLISTER
Here they come, in pain I warrant them. How works your physic, gallants? Do you go well to the ground? Now cuckold the doctor! Wife, who’s your first man now? Now strike with the scabbard! Ha, ha, ha!
 

GUDGEON
A villainous doctor.
 

LIPSALVE
Mountebank, you’re a rascal, and we will cast about to be revenged.
 

DRYFAT
Cast about this way and bewray what you can concerning Mistress Purge, who stands here upon her purgation, either to prove mundified or contaminated, according to the tenor-piece of your principal evidence. First give ‘em the book.
 

CLUB
Come, lay your hands upon the book. You shall speak and aver no more, nor wade no farther into the cream-pots of this woman’s crime, than the naked truth and the cart-rope of your conscience shall conduct you, so help you the contents. Kiss the book.
 

LIPSALVE
Alas, we are not in case to answer largely; but if you will have our evidence in brief, I think I kissed her at the Family some three times, once at coming, once at going, and once in the midst; otherwise never knew her dishonestly.
 

PURGE
Ay, mark that middle kiss, Master Doctor.
 

GUDGEON
And for my part, I have been more mortified by her than ever I was provoked.
 

GERARDINE
How say you to this, Master Purge? Your witness is weak, and, sir-reverence on [it], without sounder proof, they may depart to the close-stool whence they came, and you to your pothecary’s shop.
 

PURGE
No, Master Doctor, I have another bolt to shoot that shall strike her dead; she shall not have a word to say.
 

DRYFAT
Answer me to this, Mistress Purge; where’s your wedding ring?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
My wedding ring? Why, what should I do with unnecessary things about me, when the poor begs at my gate ready to starve? Is it not better, as I learned last lecture, to send my substance before me, where I may find it, than to leave it behind me, where I must forego it? Yes, verily; wherefore, to put you out of doubt, I have given that ring to charitable uses.
 

DRYFAT
Nay, now she falters. My client can shew that ring, got from her at the Family, when these two courtling[s] had at the same time beleaguered her fort.
 

GERARDINE
This alters the case clean. What starting-hole ha’ you now, Mistress Purge?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
E’en the sanctuary of a safe conscience. Now truly, truly, however he came by that ring, by my Sisterhood, I gave it to the relief of the distressed Geneva.
 

PURGE
How! To the relief of the distressed Geneva? Justice, Master Doctor! I may now decline victus, victa, victum; one word more shall overthrow her. I myself was a Familist that day, who, more jealous than zealous in devotion, thrust in amongst the rest (as I had most right) on purpose to sound her, to find out the knavery. Short tale to make, I got her ring, and here it is: let her deny it if she can; and what more I discovered non est nunc narrandi locus.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Husband, I see you are hoodwinked in the right use of feeling and knowledge, as if I knew you not then as well as the child knows his own father! Look in the posy of my ring: does it not tell you that we two are one flesh? And hath not fellow-feeling taught us to know one another as well by night as by day? Husband, husband, will you do as the blind jade, break your neck down a hill because you see it not? Ha’ you no light of nature in that flesh of yours? Now, as true as I live, Master Doctor, I had a secret operation, and I knew him then to be my husband e’en by very instinct.
 

PURGE
Impudence, dost not blush? Art not ashamed to lie so abominable?
 

MISTRESS PURGE
No, husband, rather be you ashamed of your own weakness; for, for my part, I neither fear nor shame what man can do unto me.
 

GERARDINE
Master Purge, I see you have spent your pith; therefore best make a full point at the ring, and attend our pleasure. Master [Poppin], proceed to the rest.
 

DRYFAT
Crier, call Doctor Glister.
 

CLUB
Doctor Glister, alias suppositor doctor of physic, appear upon thy purgation, upon the belly-pain that may ensue therein.
 

GLISTER
Here, Master Doctor.
 

GERARDINE
Who is his accuser?
 

DRYFAT
His clamorous wife, who seems to enforce a separation about a bastard in the country, which should be his, only fathered upon him.
 

GERARDINE
What proof of that?
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Proof unanswerable, Master Doctor, the nurse’s letter: let it be read; but first observe his countenance: it may be his blushing will bewray his guilt.
 

GERARDINE
Now by this light, I thought it had indeed, but I see ’tis but the reflection of his beard. Read the letter, Master [Poppin].
 

[DRYFAT]
[Reads] “After my hearty commendations remembered unto your worshipful doctorship, trusting in God that you are as well as I was at the making hereof, thanks be to him therefor. The cause of my writing unto you at this time is to let you understand that your little son is turned a ragged colt, a very stripling; for, being now stripped of all his clothing, his backside wants a tail-piece, commends itself to your fatherly consideration. Woe worth the time that ever I gave suck to a child that came in at the window, God knows how. Yet if you did but see how like the pert, little, red-headed knave is to his father, and how like a cock-sparrow he mouses and touses my little Bess already, you would take him for your own, and pay me my hire. I write not of the want of one thing, for I want all things; wherefore take some speedy order, or else as naked as he came from the mother will I send him to the father. From Pis. the xxii of — 
Your poor nurse, Thomasine Tweedles.”
 

GLISTER
Master Doctor, truth needs not the foil of rhetoric; I will only in monosyllaba answer for myself, as sometimes a wise man did: such and such things are laid to my charge, which I deny; you may think of me what you please, but I am as innocent in this as the child new-born.
 

GERARDINE
Why, there’s partly a confession. The child we know is innocent, and not new-born neither, for it should seem by the letter he is able to call his dad knave.
 

GLISTER
You take me wrong, Master [Doctor].
 

DRYFAT
Under correction, thus much can I say for my client’s justification: indeed he hath travelled well in the beating of pulses, and hath been much conversant in women’s jordans; but he had ever a care to raise his patient being before cast down. His charitable disposition hath been such to poor folk, that he never took above fourpence for the casting of a water, which good custom was so well known among all his patients, that if sixpence were at any time offered him, they might be bold to ask and have twopence again. He hath been so skilful and painful withal in the cure of the green sickness, that, of my knowledge, he hath risen at all hours in the night to pleasure maids that have had it. And for that foul-mouthed disease, termed by a fine phrase — a pox on’t, what d’ye call’t? O, the grincomes — at that he hath played his doctor’s prize, and writes nil ultra to all [mountebanks]; so that the wise woman in Pissing Alley, nor she in Do-little Lane, are more famous for good deeds than he. Then, Master Doctor, out of these presumptions, besides his flat denial (a more infallible ground), you may gather his innocence, and let him have his purgation.
 

GERARDINE
No, Master [Poppin], it is not so to be foisted off.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
Nay, Master Doctor, what say you to his own niece, that looks big upon him? An arrow that sticks for the upshot against all comers; which by his restraint of her from Master Gerardine, an honest gentleman that loved her, and upon that colour from the sight and intercourse of other men, must by all presumptions be his own act.
 

GERARDINE
O monstrous! This [is] a foul blot in your tables indeed.
 

GLISTER
Wife, thou hast no shame nor womanhood in thee; thy conscience knows me.
 

MISTRESS GLISTER
True of thy flesh, who knows not that? Thy beard speaks for thee. Ay, ay, thou liest by me like a stone, but abroad th’art like a stone-horse, you old [limb]-lifter!
 

DRYFAT
Cease your clamour, and attend my speech. Most worshipful, reverend and judicial doctor, for the quickening of your memory I will give you a breviat of all that hath been spoken. Master Doctor Glister hath a cradleful and a bellyful, you see, thrust upon him; and Master Purge a headful. Your wife is an angry honeyless wasp, whose sting I hope you need not fear, and yours carries honey in her mouth, but her sting makes your forehead swell. Your wife makes you deaf with the shrill treble of her tongue; and yours makes you horn-mad with the tenor of her tale. In fine, Master Doctor’s refuge is his conscience, and Master Purge runs at his wife’s ring.
 

GERARDINE
Summa totalis, a good audit ha’ you made, Master [Poppin]. Now attend my arbitrement. For you gallants, though you have incurred the danger of the law by using counterfeit keys, and putting your hands into the wrong pocket, yet because I see you punished and purged already, my advice is, that you learn the A B C of better manners. Go back and tell how you have been used in the city; and being thus scoured, keep yourselves clean and the bed undefiled. For you, Master Purge, because I see your evidence insufficient, and indeed too weak, to foil your wife’s uprightness, and seeing jealousy and unkindness hath only made her a stranger in your land of Ham, my counsel is that you readvance your standard, give her new press-money.
 

PURGE
You may enjoin me, sir, but — 
 

GERARDINE
But not at me, man; I will enjoin you, and conjoin you, and briefly thus: you have your ring that has made this combustion and uproar; that keep still: wear it; and here, by my edict, be it proclaimed to all that are jealous, to wear their wives’ ring still on their fingers, as best for their security, and the only charm against cuckoldry.
 

PURGE
Then, wife, at Master Doctor’s enjoinment, so thou wilt promise me to come no more at the Family, I receive thee into the lists of my favour.
 

MISTRESS PURGE
Truly husband, my love must be free still to God’s creatures; yea, nevertheless preserving you still as the head of my body, I will do as the spirit shall enable me.
 

GERARDINE
Go to; thou hast a good wife, and there an end. Upon you, Master Doctor, being solicited by so apparent proof, I can do no less than pronounce a severe sentence. And yet, i’faith, the reverence of your calling and profession doth somewhat check my austerity; what if Master Gerardine, by my persuasion, would yet be induced to take your niece, and father the child? Would you launch with a thousand pound, besides her father’s portion?
 

GLISTER
Master Doctor, I would, were it but to redeem her lost good name.
 

GERARDINE
Then, foreknowing what would happen, I thought good, in Master Gerardine’s name, to have this bond ready, which if you seal to, he shall take her with all faults.
 

GLISTER
That will I instantly. [Seals the bond] So, this is done; which together with my niece do I deliver by these presents to the use of Master Gerardine.
 

GERARDINE
He thanks you heartily, and lets you know,
 

Gerardine, Dryfat and Club discover themselves.
 

That Indian mines and Tagus’ glistering ore
To this bequest were unto me but poor.
 

GLISTER
What? Gerardine, Dryfat and Club!
 

DRYFAT AND CLUB
The very same. You are welcome to our club law!
 

GERARDINE
Cease admiration here. What doubt remains
I’ll satisfy at full. Now join with me
For approbation of our Family.
 

 
 




Epilogue
 

Gentles, whose favour have o’erspread this place,
And shed the real influence of grace
On harmless mirth, we thank you; for our hope
Attracts such vigour and unmeasur’d scope
From the reflecting splendour of your eyes,
That, grace presum’d, fear in oblivion dies.
Your judgment, as it is the touch and trier
Of good from bad, so from your hearts comes fire,
That gives both ardour to the wit refin’d,
And [sweetens] th’ incense of each willing mind.
O may that fire ne’er die; nor let your favours
Depart from us: give countenance to their labours
Propos’d a sacrifice, which may no less
Their strong desires than our true zeals express.
 

Exeunt.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Lady Plus, a citizen’s WIDOW
[FRANK] }
MOLL } her two daughters
SIR GODFREY [Plus], brother-in-law to the Widow Plus
Master EDMOND, son to the Widow Plus
George PYEBOARD, a scholar and a citizen
Peter SKIRMISH, an old soldier
Captain IDLE, a highwayman
Corporal OATH, a vainglorious fellow
NICHOLAS St. Tantlings }
SIMON St. Mary-Overies } serving-men to the Lady Plus
FRAILTY }
SIR OLIVER Muckhill, a [rich city knight and] suitor to the Lady Plus
SIR JOHN Pennydub, a [country knight and] suitor to Moll
SIR ANDREW Tipstaff, a [courtier and] suitor to [Frank]
The SHERIFF of London
PUTTOCK }
RAVENSHAW } two of the sheriff’s sergeants
DOGSON, a yeoman
A NOBLEMAN
A GENTLEMAN Citizen
[A KEEPER in the Marshalsea Prison]
[SERVANTS to the Gentleman and Sir Oliver Muckhill]
Officers[, Musicians, and Attendants]
 

The Scene: London
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A garden behind the widow’s house
 

Enter the Widow Plus, her two daughters Frank and Moll, her husband’s brother, an old knight, Sir Godfrey, with her son and heir, Master Edmond, all in mourning apparel, Edmond in a cypress hat, the Widow wringing her hands and bursting out into passion, as newly come from the burial of her husband.
 

WIDOW
Oh, that ever I was born, that ever I was born!
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, good sister, dear sister, sweet sister, be of good comfort; show yourself a woman now or never.
 

WIDOW
Oh, I have lost the dearest man, I have buried the sweetest husband that ever lay by woman!
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, give him his due, he was indeed an honest, virtuous, discreet, wise man. He was my brother, as right as right.
 

WIDOW
Oh, I shall never forget him, never forget him! He was a man so well given to a woman. Oh!
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, but, kind sister, I could weep as much as any woman; but, alas, our tears cannot call him again. Methinks you are well read, sister, and know that death is as common as homo, a common name to all men. A man shall be taken when he’s making water. Nay, did not the learned parson, Master Pigman, tell us e’en now that all flesh is frail, we are born to die, man has but a time, with such-like deep and profound persuasions, as he is a rare fellow, you know, and an excellent reader. And for example, as there are examples abundance, did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t’other day? There’s a lusty widow! Why, she cry’d not above half an hour! For shame, for shame! Then followed him old Master Fulsome, the usurer; there’s a wise widow: why, she cry’d ne’er a whit at all.
 

WIDOW
Oh, rank not me with those wicked women; I had a husband out-shin’d ‘em all!
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, that he did, i’faith; he out-shin’d ‘em all.
 

WIDOW
[To Edmond] Dost thou stand there and see us all weep, and not once shed a tear for thy father’s death? Oh, thou ungracious son and heir, thou!
 

EDMOND
Troth, mother, I should not weep, I’m sure. I am past a child, I hope, to make all my old schoolfellows laugh at me; I should be mock’d, so I should. Pray let one of my sisters weep for me. I’ll laugh as much for her another time.
 

WIDOW
Oh, thou past-grace, thou! Out of my sight, thou graceless imp! Thou grievest me more than the death of thy father. Oh, thou stubborn only son! Hadst thou such an honest man to thy father, that would deceive all the world to get riches for thee, and canst thou not afford a little salt water? He that so wisely did quite overthrow the right heir of those lands, which now you respect not: up every morning betwixt four and five, so duly at Westminster Hall every term-time, with all his cards and writings, for thee, thou wicked Absalom! Oh, dear husband!
 

EDMOND
Weep, quoth ‘a? I protest I am glad he’s church’d, for now he’s gone, I shall spend in quiet.
 

FRANK
Dear mother, pray cease; half your tears suffice:
’Tis time for you to take truce with your eyes;
Let me weep now.
 

WIDOW
Oh, such a dear knight, such a sweet husband have I lost, have I lost! If blessed be the corse the rain rains upon, he had it pouring down.
 

SIR GODFREY
Sister, be of good cheer; we are all mortal ourselves. I come upon you freshly. I ne’er speak without comfort. Hear me what I shall say: my brother has left you wealthy; y’are rich.
 

WIDOW
Oh!
 

SIR GODFREY
I say y’are rich. You are also fair.
 

WIDOW
Oh!
 

SIR GODFREY
Go to, y’are fair. You cannot smother it: beauty will come to light. Nor are your years so far enter’d with you but that you will be sought after, and may very well answer another husband. The world is full of fine gallants; choice enow, sister: for what should we do with all our knights, I pray, but to marry rich widows, wealthy citizens’ widows, lusty, fair-brow’d ladies? Go to, be of good comfort, I say; leave snobbing and weeping. [Aside] Yet my brother was a kind-hearted man. I would not have the elf see me now. — Come, pluck up a woman’s heart. Here stand your daughters, who be well estated, and at maturity will also be enquir’d after with good husbands; so all these tears shall be soon dry’d up, and a better world than ever. What, woman! You must not weep still; he’s dead, he’s buried. [Aside] Yet I cannot choose but weep for him.
 

WIDOW
Marry again! No, let me be buried quick then,
And that same part o’ [the] choir whereon I tread
To such intent, oh, may it be my grave!
And that the priest may turn his wedding prayers,
E’en with a breath, to funeral dust and ashes!
Oh, out of a million of millions, I should ne’er find such a husband; he was unmatchable, unmatchable. Nothing was [too] hot nor too dear for me. I could not speak of that one thing that I had not. Beside, I had keys of all, kept all, receiv’d all, had money in my purse, spent what I would, went abroad when I would, came home when I would, and did all what I would. Oh, my sweet husband! I shall never have the like.
 

SIR GODFREY
Sister, ne’er say so. He was an honest brother of mine, and so; and you may light upon one as honest again, or one as honest again may light upon you: that’s the properer phrase indeed.
 

WIDOW
[Kneeling] Never. Oh, if you love me, urge it not.
Oh, may I be the byword of the world,
The common talk at table in the mouth
Of every groom and waiter, if e’er more
I entertain the carnal suit of man.
 

MOLL
[Kneeling] I must kneel down for fashion too.
 

FRANK
[Kneeling] And I, whom never man as yet hath scal’d,
E’en in this depth of general sorrow, vow
Never to marry, to sustain such loss
As a dear husband seems to be, once dead.
 

MOLL
I lov’d my father well too; but to say,
Nay, [vow], I would not marry for [his] death,
Sure I should speak false Latin, should I not?
I’d as soon vow never to come in bed.
Tut! Women must live by th’ quick and not by th’ dead.
 

WIDOW
Dear copy of my husband, oh, let me kiss thee! [Kisses his picture.]
How like him is this model! This brief picture
Quickens my tears: my sorrows are renew’d
At [this] fresh sight.
 

SIR GODFREY
Sister — 
 

WIDOW
Away!
All honesty with him is turn’d to clay.
Oh, my sweet husband! Oh!
 

FRANK
My dear father!
 

Exeunt [Widow and Frank].
 

MOLL
[Aside] Here’s a puling indeed! I think my mother weeps for all the women that ever buried husbands, for if from time to time all the widowers’ tears in England had been bottled up, I do not think all would have fill’d a three-halfpenny bottle. Alas, a small matter bucks a handkercher, and sometimes the spital stands too nigh Saint Thomas a’ Waterings. Well, I can mourn in good sober sort as well as another; but where I spend one tear for a dead father, I could give twenty kisses for a quick husband.
 

Exit Moll.
 

SIR GODFREY
[Aside] Well, go thy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and thou mayst be proud on’t; thou hast a kind, loving sister-in-law. How constant, how passionate, how full of April the poor soul’s eyes are! Well, I would my brother knew on’t; he should then know what a kind wife he had left behind him. Truth, and ‘twere not for shame that th’ neighbours at the next garden should hear me, between joy and grief I should e’en cry outright!
 

Exit Sir Godfrey.
 

EDMOND
So, a fair riddance! My father’s laid in dust; his coffin and he is like a whole meat-pie, and the worms will cut him up shortly. Farewell, old dad, farewell! I’ll be curb’d in no more. I perceive a son and heir may quickly be made a fool, and he will be one, but I’ll take another order. Now she would have me weep for him, forsooth. And why? Because he cozen’d the right heir, being a fool, and bestow’d those lands on me his eldest son; and therefore I must weep for him. Ha, ha! Why, all the world knows, as long as ’twas his pleasure to get me, ’twas his duty to get for me: I know the law in that point; no attorney can gull me. Well, my uncle is an old ass and an admirable coxcomb. I’ll rule the roost myself; I’ll be kept under no more; I know what I may do well enough by my father’s copy: the law’s in mine own hands now. Nay, now I know my strength, I’ll be strong enough for my mother, I warrant you.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter George Pyeboard, a scholar and a citizen, and unto him an old soldier, Peter Skirmish.
 

PYEBOARD
What’s to be done now, old lad of war? Thou that were wont to be as hot as a turnspit, as nimble as a fencer, and as lousy as a school-master, now thou art put to silence like a sectary. War sits now like a justice of peace and does nothing. Where be your muskets, calivers and hot-shots? In Long Lane, at pawn, at pawn. Now keys are your only guns, key-guns, key-guns, and bawds the gunners. Who are your sentinels in peace and stand ready charg’d to give warning with hems, hums, and pocky coughs? Only your chambers are licens’d to play upon you, and drabs enow to give fire to ‘em.
 

SKIRMISH
Well, I cannot tell, but I am sure it goes wrong with me, for since the ceasure of the wars I have spent above a hundred crowns out a’ purse. I have been a soldier any time this forty years, and now I perceive an old soldier and an old courtier have both one destiny, and in the end turn both into hobnails.
 

PYEBOARD
Pretty mystery for a beggar, for indeed a hobnail is the true emblem of a beggar’s shoe-sole.
 

SKIRMISH
I will not say but that war is a bloodsucker and so, but in my conscience — as there is no soldier but has a piece of one, though it be full of holes, like a shot ancient, no matter, ‘twill serve to swear by — in my conscience, I think some kind of peace has more hidden oppressions and violent heady sins, though looking of a gentle nature, than a profess’d war.
 

PYEBOARD
Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor gentleman and a scholar. I have been matriculated in the university, wore out six gowns there, seen some fools and some scholars, some of the city and some of the country, kept order, went bare-headed over the quadrangle, eat my commons with a good stomach, and battled with discretion; at last, having done many sleights and tricks to maintain my wit in use, as my brain would never endure me to be idle, I was expell’d the university only for stealing a cheese out of Jesus College.
 

SKIRMISH
Is’t possible?
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, there was one Welshman, God forgive him, pursued it hard, and never left till I turn’d my staff toward London, where when I came, all my friends were pit-hol’d, gone to graves, as indeed there was but a few left before. Then was I turn’d to my wits to shift in the world, to tower among sons and heirs, and fools, and gulls, and ladies’ eldest sons, to work upon nothing, to feed out of flint; and ever since has my belly been much beholden to my brain. But now to return to you, old Skirmish: I say as you say, and for my part wish a turbulency in the world, for I have nothing to lose but my wits, and I think they are as mad as they will be; and to strengthen your argument the more, I say an honest war is better than a bawdy peace, as touching my profession. The multiplicity of scholars, hatch’d and nourish’d in the idle claws of peace, makes ‘em, like fishes, one devour another, and the community of learning has so play’d upon affections, and thereby almost religion is come about to fantasy, and discredited by being too much spoken of, in so many and mean mouths. I myself being a scholar and a graduate have no other comfort by my learning but the [affection] of my words, to know how, scholar-like, to name what I want, and can call myself a beggar both in Greek and Latin. And therefore not to cog with peace, I’ll not be afraid to say ’tis a great breeder but a barren nourisher, a great getter of children which must either be thieves or rich men, knaves or beggars.
 

SKIRMISH
Well, would I had been born a knave then, when I was born a beggar! For if the truth were known, I think I was begot when my father had never a penny in his purse.
 

PYEBOARD
Puh! Faint not, old Skirmish; let this warrant thee: facilis descensus Averni; ’tis an easy journey to a knave. Thou mayst be a knave when thou wilt, and peace is good madam to all other professions, and an arrant drab to us. Let us handle her accordingly, and by our wits thrive in despite of her, for since the law lives by quarrels, the courtier by smooth good-morrows, and every profession makes itself great by imperfections, why not we then by shifts, wiles, and forgeries? And seeing our brains are our only patrimonies, let’s spend with judgment, not like a desperate son and heir, but like a sober and discreet Templar, one that will never march beyond the bounds of his allowance. And for our thriving means, thus: I myself will put on the deceit of a fortune-teller.
 

SKIRMISH
A fortune-teller? Very proper.
 

PYEBOARD
And you a figure-caster or a conjurer.
 

SKIRMISH
A conjurer?
 

PYEBOARD
Let me alone; I’ll instruct you and teach you to deceive all eyes but the devil’s.
 

SKIRMISH
Oh, ay, for I would not deceive him, and I could choose, of all others.
 

PYEBOARD
Fear not, I warrant you. And so by those means we shall help one another to patients, as the condition of the age affords creatures enow for cunning to work upon.
 

SKIRMISH
Oh, wondrous! New fools and fresh asses!
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, fit, fit; excellent!
 

SKIRMISH
What, in the name of conjuring?
 

PYEBOARD
My memory greets me happily with an admirable subject to graze upon: the lady widow, who of late I saw weeping in her garden for the death of her husband. Sure she ‘as but a waterish soul, and half of’t by this time is dropp’d out of her eyes: device well manag’d may do good upon her. It stands firm; my first practice shall be there.
 

SKIRMISH
You have my voice, George.
 

PYEBOARD
Sh’as a grey gull to her brother, a fool to her only son, and an ape to her youngest daughter. I overhead ‘em severally, and from their words I’ll derive my device; and thou, old Peter Skirmish, shalt be my second in all sleights.
 

SKIRMISH
Ne’er doubt me, George Pyeboard. Only you must teach me to conjure.
 

PYEBOARD
Puh! I’ll perfect thee, Peter.
 

Enter Captain Idle pinioned, and with a guard of officers passeth over the stage.
 

How now! What’s he?
 

SKIRMISH
Oh, George, this sight kills me! ’Tis my sworn brother, Captain Idle!
 

PYEBOARD
Captain Idle!
 

SKIRMISH
Apprehended for some felonious act or another. He has started out; h’as made a night on’t, lack’d silver. I cannot but commend his resolution; he would not pawn his buff-jerkin. I would either some of us were employed or might pitch our tents at usurers’ doors to kill the slaves as they peep out at the wicket.
 

PYEBOARD
Indeed, those are our ancient enemies; they keep our money in their hands, and make us to be hang’d for robbing of ‘em. But come, let’s follow after to the prison, and know the nature of his offence; and what we can stead him in, he shall be sure of. And I’ll uphold it still, that a charitable knave is better than a soothing Puritan.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

A street
 

Enter at one door Corporal Oath, a vainglorious fellow, and at the other, three of the Widow Puritan’s serving-men, Nicholas St. Tantlings, Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Frailty, in black scurvy mourning coats, and books at their girdles, as coming from church. They meet.
 

NICHOLAS
What, Corporal Oath! I am sorry we have met with you, next our hearts; you are the man that we are forbidden to keep company withal. We must not swear, I can tell you, and you have the name for swearing.
 

SIMON
Ay, Corporal Oath, I would you would do so much as forsake us, sir. We cannot abide you; we must not be seen in your company.
 

FRAILTY
There is none of us, I can tell you, but shall be soundly whipp’d for swearing.
 

[OATH]
Why, how now, we three? Puritanical scrape-shoes, flesh o’ Good Fridays, a hand!
 

[Shakes them by the hand.]
 

ALL [THREE serving-mEN]
Oh!
 

[OATH]
Why, Nicholas St. Tantlings, Simon St. Mary-Overies, has the de’il possess’d you that you swear no better? You half-christen’d catamites, you ungodmother’d varlets! Does the first lesson teach you to be proud, and the second to be coxcombs? Proud coxcombs, not once to do duty to a man of mark!
 

FRAILTY
A man of mark, quoth ‘a? I do not think he can show a beggar’s noble.
 

[OATH]
A corporal, a commander, one of spirit, that is able to blow you up all [three] with your books at your girdles.
 

[NICHOLAS]
We are not taught to believe that, sir, for we know the breath of man is weak.
 

Corporal [Oath] breathes upon Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Foh! You lie, Nicholas, for here’s one strong enough! Blow us up, quoth ‘a? He may well blow me above twelve-score off [a’] him: I warrant, if the wind stood right, a man might smell him from the top of Newgate to the leads of Ludgate.
 

[OATH]
Sirrah, thou hollow book of wax-candle — 
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, you may say what you will, so you swear not.
 

[OATH]
I swear by the — 
 

NICHOLAS
Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath, for if you swear once, we shall all fall down in a swoon presently!
 

[OATH]
I must and will swear, you quivering coxcombs. My captain is imprison’d, and by Vulcan’s leather cod-piece point — 
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, Simon, what an oath was there!
 

FRAILTY
If he should chance to break it, the poor man’s breeches would fall down about his heels, for Venus allows him but one point to his hose.
 

[OATH]
With these my bully feet I will thump ope the prison doors, and brain the keeper with the begging-box, but I’ll see my honest, sweet Captain Idle at liberty.
 

NICHOLAS
How, Captain Idle? My old aunt’s son, my dear kinsman, in cappadochio?
 

[OATH]
Ay, thou church pealing, thou holy paring, religious outside, thou! If thou hadst any grace in thee, thou wouldst visit him, relieve him, swear to get him out.
 

NICHOLAS
Assure you, corporal, indeed, la, ’tis the first time I heard on’t.
 

[OATH]
Why, do’t now then, marmoset! Bring forth thy yearly wages; let not a commander perish.
 

SIMON
But if he be one of the wicked, he shall perish.
 

NICHOLAS
Well, corporal, I’ll e’en along with you to visit my kinsman; if I can do him any good, I will, but I have nothing for him. Simon St. Mary-Overies and Frailty, pray make a lie for me to the knight my master, old Sir Godfrey.
 

[OATH]
A lie! May you lie then?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, ay, we may lie, but [we] must not swear.
 

SIMON
True, we may lie with our neighbour’s wife, but we must not swear we did so.
 

[OATH]
Oh, an excellent tag of religion!
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, Simon, I have thought upon a sound excuse; it will go current: say that I am gone to a fast.
 

SIMON
To a fast? Very good.
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, to a fast, say, with Master Fullbelly the minister.
 

SIMON
Master Fullbelly? An honest man; he feeds the flock well, for he’s an excellent feeder.
 

Exit Corporal [Oath with] Nicholas.
 

FRAILTY
Oh, ay, I have seen him eat up a whole pig, and afterward fall to the pettitoes.
 

[Exeunt] Simon and Frailty.
 




Act I Scene 4.
 

Idle’s cell in the Marshalsea Prison
 

Enter Captain Idle at one door, and [later Pyeboard and the] old soldier [Skirmish] at the other.
 

PYEBOARD speaking within
Pray turn the key.
 

SKIRMISH
[Within] Turn the key, I pray.
 

[IDLE]
Who should those be? I almost know their voices.
 

[Pyeboard and Skirmish] entering.
 

Oh, my friends!
You are welcome to a smelling room here.
You new took leave of the air; has it not a strange savour?
 

PYEBOARD
As all prisons have, smells of sundry wretches
Who, though departed, leave their scents behind ‘em.
By gold, captain, I am sincerely sorry for thee.
 

[IDLE]
By my troth, George, I thank thee. But pish, what must be, must be.
 

SKIRMISH
Captain, what do you lie in for? Is’t great? What’s your offence?
 

[IDLE]
Faith, my offence is ordinary, common: a highway; and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary and common too: a halter.
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, prophesy not so ill; it shall go hard but I’ll shift for thy life.
 

[IDLE]
Whether I live or die, thou art an honest George. I’ll tell you: silver flow’d not with me as it had done, for now the tide runs to bawds and flatterers. I had a start out, and by chance set upon a fat steward, thinking his purse had been as pursy as his body, and the slave had about him but the poor purchase of ten groats; notwithstanding, being descried, pursued, and taken, I know the law is so grim, in respect of many desperate, unsettled soldiers, that I fear me I shall dance after their pipe for’t.
 

SKIRMISH
I am twice sorry for you, captain: first, that your purchase was so small, and now that your danger is so great.
 

[IDLE]
Push! The worst is but death. Ha’ you a pipe of tobacco about you?
 

SKIRMISH
I think I have thereabouts about me.
 

[IDLE]
Here’s a clean gentleman too to receive.
 

Captain [Idle] blows a pipe.
 

PYEBOARD
Well, I must cast about some happy sleight.
Work brain, that ever didst thy master right!
 

[OATH]
within
Keeper, let the key be turn’d!
 

NICHOLAS within
Ay, I pray, master keeper, give ‘s a cast of your office.
 

[Enter Oath and Nicholas.]
 

[IDLE]
How now? More visitants? What, Corporal Oath?
 

PYEBOARD, SKIRMISH
Corporal.
 

[OATH]
In prison, honest captain? This must not be.
 

NICHOLAS
How do you, captain kinsman?
 

[IDLE]
[To Oath] Good coxcomb! What makes that pure, starch’d fool here?
 

NICHOLAS
You see, kinsman, I am somewhat bold to call in and see how you do. I heard you were safe enough, and I was very glad on’t that it was no worse.
 

[IDLE]
This is a double torture now. This fool, by th’ book,
Does vex me more than my imprisonment.
What meant you, corporal, to hook him hither?
 

[OATH]
Who, he? He shall relieve thee and supply thee; I’ll make him do’t.
 

[IDLE]
[Taking Oath aside] Fie, what vain breath you spend! He supply? I’ll sooner expect mercy from a usurer when my bond’s forfeited, sooner kindness from a lawyer when my money’s spent, nay, sooner charity from the devil than good from a Puritan. I’ll look for relief from him when Lucifer is restor’d to his blood and in heaven again!
 

NICHOLAS
I warrant my kinsman’s talking of me, for my left ear burns tyrannically.
 

[Pyeboard and Skirmish join Idle and Oath.]
 

PYEBOARD
Captain Idle, what’s he there? He looks like a monkey upward and a crane downward.
 

[IDLE]
Pshaw! A foolish cousin of mine; I must thank God for him.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, the better subject to work a ‘scape upon; thou shalt e’en change clothes with him and leave him here, and so — 
 

[IDLE]
Push! I publish’d him e’en now to my corporal: he will be damn’d ere he do me so much good. Why, I know a more proper, a more handsome device than that, if the slave would be sociable. — Now, goodman Fleerface?
 

NICHOLAS
[Aside] Oh, my cousin begins to speak to me now; I shall be acquainted with him again, I hope.
 

SKIRMISH
Look what ridiculous raptures take hold of his wrinkles!
 

PYEBOARD
Then what say you to this device? A happy one, captain?
 

[IDLE]
Speak low, George; prison-rats have wider ears than those in malt-lofts.
 

[Pyeboard whispers to them.]
 

NICHOLAS
Cousin, if it lay in my power, as they say — to — do — 
 

[IDLE]
’Twould do me an exceeding pleasure indeed, that; but ne’er talk further on’t: the fool will be hang’d ere he do’t.
 

[OATH]
Pox, I’ll thump [‘im] to’t!
 

PYEBOARD
Why, do but try the fopster, and break it to him bluntly.
 

[IDLE]
And so my disgrace will dwell in his jaws, and the slave slaver out our purpose to his master, for would I were but as sure on’t as I am sure he will deny to do’t.
 

NICHOLAS
I would be heartily glad, cousin, if any of my friendships, as they say, might — stand — ah — 
 

PYEBOARD
Why, you see he offers his friendship foolishly to you already.
 

[IDLE]
Ay, that’s the hell on’t; I would he would offer it wisely.
 

NICHOLAS
Verily and indeed, la, cousin — 
 

[IDLE]
[To Nicholas] I have took note of thy fleers a good while. If thou art minded to do me good — as thou gap’st upon me comfortably and giv’st me charitable faces, which indeed is but a fashion in you all that are Puritans — wilt soon at night steal me thy master’s chain?
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, I shall swoon!
 

PYEBOARD
Corporal, he starts already.
 

[IDLE]
I know it to be worth three hundred crowns, and with half of that I can buy my life at a broker’s at second-hand, which now lies in pawn to the law. If this thou refuse to do, being easy and nothing dangerous, in that thou art held in good opinion of thy master, why ’tis a palpable argument thou hold’st my life at no price, and these thy broken and unjointed offers are but only created in thy lip, now born and now buried, foolish breath only. What, woult do’t? Shall I look for happiness in thy answer?
 

NICHOLAS
Steal my master’s chain, quoth ‘a? No, it shall ne’er be said that Nicholas St. Tantlings committed bird-lime.
 

[IDLE]
[To Pyeboard] Nay, I told you as much, did I not? Though he be a Puritan, yet he will be a true man.
 

NICHOLAS
Why, cousin, you know ’tis written, “Thou shalt not steal.”
 

[IDLE]
Why, and fool, “Thou shalt love thy neighbour,” and help him in extremities.
 

NICHOLAS
Mass, I think it be indeed: in what chapter’s that, cousin?
 

[IDLE]
Why, in the first of Charity, the second verse.
 

NICHOLAS
The first of Charity, quoth ‘a? That’s a good jest; there’s no such chapter in my book.
 

[IDLE]
No, I knew ’twas torn out of thy book, and that makes it so little in thy heart.
 

PYEBOARD
[Taking Nicholas aside] Come, let me tell you, y’are too unkind a kinsman, i’faith, the captain loving you so dearly, ay, like the pomewater of his eye, and you to be so uncomfortable: fie, fie!
 

NICHOLAS
Pray do not wish me to be hang’d. Anything else that I can do, had it been to rob, I would ha’ done’t, but I must not steal: that’s the word, the literal “Thou shalt not steal;” and would you wish me to steal then?
 

PYEBOARD
No, faith, that were too much, to speak truth. Why, woult thou nim it from him?
 

NICHOLAS
That I will.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, enough, bully; he shall be content with that or he shall ha’ none. Let me alone with him now. — Captain, I ha’ dealt with your kinsman in a corner; a good, kind-natur’d fellow, methinks. Go to, you shall not have all your own asking; you shall bate somewhat on’t: he is not contented absolutely, as you would say, to steal the chain from him, but to do you a pleasure, he will nim it from him.
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, that I will, cousin.
 

[IDLE]
Well, seeing he will do no more, as far as I see, I must be contented with that.
 

[OATH]
[Aside] Here’s no notable gullery!
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, I’ll come nearer to you, gentleman. Because we’ll have only but a help and a mirth on’t, the knight shall not lose his chain neither, but [it shall] be only laid out of the way some one or two days.
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, that would be good indeed, kinsman.
 

PYEBOARD
For I have a farther reach to profit us better by the missing on’t only than if we had it outright, as my discourse shall make it known to you. When thou hast the chain, do but convey it out at back door into the garden, and there hang it close in the rosemary bank, but for a small season; and by that harmless device I know how to wind Captain Idle out of prison. The knight thy master shall get his pardon and release him, and he satisfy thy master with his own chain, and wondrous thanks on both hands.
 

NICHOLAS
That were rare indeed, la! Pray let me know how.
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, ’tis very necessary thou should’st know, because thou must be employ’d as an actor.
 

NICHOLAS
An actor? Oh, no, that’s a player, and our parson rails again’ the players mightily, I can tell you, because they brought him drunk upo’ th’ stage once, as he will be horribly drunk.
 

[OATH]
Mass, I cannot blame him then, poor church-spout.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, as an intermeddler then.
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, that, that.
 

PYEBOARD
Give me audience then. When the old knight thy master has [rag’d] his fill for the loss of the chain, tell him thou hast a kinsman in prison of such exquisite art that the devil himself is French lackey to him and runs bare-headed by his horse-belly, when he has one, whom he will cause with most Irish dexterity to fetch his chain, though ‘twere hid under a mine of sea-coal and ne’er make spade or pick-axe his instruments. Tell him but this, with farther instructions thou shalt receive from me, and thou showest thyself a kinsman indeed.
 

[OATH]
A dainty bully.
 

SKIRMISH
An honest bookkeeper.
 

[IDLE]
And my three times thrice honey cousin.
 

NICHOLAS
Nay, grace of God, I’ll rob him on’t suddenly, and hang it in the rosemary bank; but I bear that mind, cousin, I would not steal anything, methinks, for mine own father.
 

SKIRMISH
He bears a good mind in that, captain.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, well said; he begins to be an honest fellow, faith.
 

[OATH]
In troth, he does.
 

NICHOLAS
You see, cousin, I am willing to do you any kindness, always saving myself harmless.
 

[IDLE]
Why, I thank thee. Fare thee well; I shall requite thee.
 

Exit Nicholas.
 

[OATH]
‘Twill be good for thee, captain, that thou hast such an egregious ass to thy cousin.
 

[IDLE]
Ay, is he not a fine fool, corporal?
But, George, thou talk’st of art and conjuring:
How shall that be?
 

PYEBOARD
Puh! Be’t not in your care;
Leave that to me and my directions.
Well, captain, doubt not thy delivery now,
E’en with the vantage, man, to gain by prison,
As my thoughts prompt me. Hold on, brain and plot!
I aim at many cunning far events,
All which I doubt not but to hit at length.
I’ll to the widow with a quaint assault.
Captain, be merry.
 

[IDLE]
Who, I? Kerry-merry-buff-jerkin!
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, I am happy in more sleights, and one will knit strong in another. Corporal Oath?
 

[OATH]
Ho, bully?
 

PYEBOARD
And thou, old Peter Skirmish, I have a necessary talk for you both.
 

SKIRMISH
Lay’t upon [us], George Pyeboard.
 

[OATH]
[Whate’er] it be, we’ll manage it.
 

PYEBOARD
I would have you two maintain a quarrel before the lady widow’s door, and draw your swords i’ th’ edge of the evening: clash a little, clash, clash.
 

[OATH]
Fuh! Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, though it be after supper.
 

PYEBOARD
[I] know you can, and out of that false fire, I doubt not but to raise strange belief. And, captain, to countenance my device the better, and grace my words to the widow, I have a good plain satin suit that I had of a young reveller t’other night; for words pass not regarded nowadays unless they come from a good suit of clothes, which the Fates and my wits have bestowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, if I did not highly love thee, I would ne’er be seen within twelve score of a prison, for I protest, at this instant I walk in great danger of small debts. I owe money to several hostesses, and you know such jills will quickly be upon a man’s jack.
 

[IDLE]
True, George.
 

PYEBOARD
Fare thee well, captain. Come, corporal and ancient. Thou shalt hear more news next time we greet thee.
 

[OATH]
More news? Ay, by yon Bear at Bridgefoot in heaven, shalt thou!
 

Exeunt [Pyeboard, Skirmish, and Oath.]
 

[IDLE]
Enough; my friends, farewell!
This prison shows as ghosts did part in hell.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 1.
 

A room in the Widow’s house
 

Enter Moll, youngest daughter to the Widow, alone.
 

MOLL
Not marry? Forswear marriage? Why, all women know ’tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man, and I, to spite my sister’s vow the more, have entertained a suitor already, a fine gallant knight of the last feather. He says he will coach me too, and well appoint me, allow me money to dice withal, and many such pleasing protestations he sticks upon my lips. Indeed, his short-winded father i’ th’ country is wondrous wealthy, a most abominable farmer, and therefore he may [do it] in time. Troth, I’ll venture upon him. Women are not without ways enow to help themselves: if he prove wise and good as his word, why, I shall love him and use him kindly; and if he prove an ass, why, in a quarter of an hour’s warning I can transform him into an ox: there comes in my relief again.
 

Enter Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Oh, Mistress Moll, Mistress Moll!
 

MOLL
How now? What’s the news?
 

FRAILTY
The knight your suitor, Sir John Pennydub!
 

MOLL
Sir John Pennydub? Where, where?
 

FRAILTY
He’s walking in the gallery.
 

MOLL
Has my mother seen him yet?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, no; she’s spitting in the kitchen.
 

MOLL
Direct him hither softly, good Frailty; I’ll meet him halfway.
 

FRAILTY
That’s just like running a tilt, but I hope he’ll break nothing this time.
 

[Exit.]
 

MOLL
’Tis happiness my mother saw him not.
 

Enter Sir John Pennydub.
 

Oh, welcome, good Sir John.
 

[SIR JOHN]
I thank you, faith. [He tries to kiss her, but she rebuffs him.] Nay, you must stand me till I kiss you: ’tis the fashion everywhere, i’faith, and I came from court [e’ now].
 

MOLL
Nay, the Fates forfend that I should anger the fashion!
 

[SIR JOHN]
Then, not forgetting the sweet of new ceremonies, I first fall back; then recovering myself, make my honour to your lips thus, and then accost it.
 

[Kisses her.]
 

MOLL
Trust me, very pretty and moving; y’are worthy on’t, sir.
 

Kissing. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey.
 

Oh, my mother, my mother! Now she’s here, we’ll steal into the gallery.
 

Exeunt [Sir John and Moll].
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, sister, let reason rule you: do not play the fool; stand not in your own light. You have wealthy offers, large tend’rings; do not withstand your good fortune. Who comes a-wooing to you, I pray? No small fool; a rich knight a’ th’ city, Sir Oliver Muckhill: no small fool, I can tell you. And furthermore, as I heard late by your maid-servants — as your maid-servants will say to me anything, I thank ‘em — both your daughters are not without suitors; ay, and worthy ones too: one a brisk courtier, Sir Andrew Tipstaff, suitor afar off to your eldest daughter, and the third a huge, wealthy farmer’s son, a fine young country knight. They call him Sir John [Pennydub], a good name, marry: he may have it coin’d when he lacks money. What blessings are these, sister!
 

WIDOW
Tempt me not, Satan.
 

SIR GODFREY
Satan! Do I look like Satan? I hope the devil’s not so old as I, I trow.
 

WIDOW
You wound my senses, brother, when you name
A suitor to me. Oh, I cannot abide it!
I take in poison when I hear one nam’d.
 

Enter Simon.
 

How now, Simon? Where’s my son Edmond?
 

SIMON
Verily, madam, he is at vain exercise, dripping in the tennis court.
 

WIDOW
At tennis court? Oh, now his father’s gone, I shall have no rule with him! Oh, wicked Edmond! I might well compare this with the prophecy in the Chronicle, though far inferior: as Harry of Monmouth won all, and Harry of Windsor lost all, so Edmond of Bristow, that was the father, got all, and Edmond of London, that’s his son, now will spend all.
 

SIR GODFREY
Peace, sister, we’ll have him reform’d; there’s hope on him yet, though it be but a little.
 

Enter Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Forsooth, madam, there are two or three archers at door would very gladly speak with your ladyship.
 

WIDOW
Archers?
 

SIR GODFREY
Your husband’s fletcher, I warrant.
 

WIDOW
Oh,
Let them come near; they bring home things of his.
Troth, I should ha’ forgot ‘em. How now, villain!
Which be those archers?
 

Enter the suitors Sir Andrew Tipstaff, Sir Oliver Muckhill, and [Sir John] Pennydub.
 

FRAILTY
Why, do you not see ‘em before you? Are not these archers? What do you call ‘em? Shooters. Shooters and archers are all one, I hope.
 

WIDOW
Out, ignorant slave!
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Nay, pray be patient, lady.
We come in way of honourable love — 
 

[SIR ANDREW, SIR JOHN]
We do.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
To you.
 

[SIR ANDREW, SIR JOHN]
And to your daughters.
 

WIDOW
Oh,
Why will you offer me this, gentlemen — 
Indeed I will not look upon you — when the tears are scarce out of mine eyes, not yet wash’d off from my cheeks, and my dear husband’s body scarce so cold as the coffin? What reason have you to offer it? I am not like some of your widows that will bury one in the evening and be sure to another ere morning. Pray, away; pray take your answers, good knights, and you be sweet knights. I have vow’d never to marry, and so have my daughters too.
 

[SIR JOHN]
[Aside] Ay, two of you have, but the third’s a good wench.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Lady, a shrewd answer, marry. The best is, ’tis but the first, and he’s a blunt wooer that will leave for one sharp answer.
 

[SIR ANDREW]
Where be your daughters, lady? I hope they’ll give us better encouragements.
 

WIDOW
Indeed, they’ll answer you so; take ‘t a’ my word, they’ll give you the very same answer verbatim, truly, la.
 

[SIR JOHN]
[Aside] Mum. Moll’s a good wench still; I know what she’ll do.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Well, lady, for this time we’ll take our leaves, hoping for better comfort.
 

WIDOW
Oh, never, never, and I live these thousand years. And you be good knights, do not hope; ‘twill be all vain, vain. Look you put off all your suits and you come to me again.
 

[Exeunt Sir John and Sir Andrew.]
 

FRAILTY
[Aside] Put off all their suits, quoth ‘a? Ay, that’s the best wooing of a widow indeed, when a man’s non-suited, that is, when he’s a-bed with her.
 

Going out, [Sir Oliver] Muckhill and Sir Godfrey.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
[Giving him money] Sir Godfrey, here’s twenty angels more. Work hard for me; there’s life in’t yet.
 

SIR GODFREY
Fear not, Sir Oliver Muckhill, I’ll stick close for you; leave all with me.
 

Exit [Sir Oliver] Muckhill. Enter George Pyeboard the scholar.
 

PYEBOARD
By your leave, lady widow.
 

WIDOW
What, another suitor now?
 

PYEBOARD
A suitor! No, I protest, lady, if you’d give me yourself, I’d not be troubled with you.
 

WIDOW
Say you so, sir? Then you’re the better welcome, sir.
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, heaven bless me from a widow, unless I were sure to bury her speedily!
 

WIDOW
Good bluntness. Well, your business, sir?
 

PYEBOARD
Very needful, if you were in private once.
 

WIDOW
Needful? Brother, pray leave us, and you, sir.
 

[Exit Sir Godfrey.]
 

FRAILTY
[Aside] I should laugh now if this blunt fellow should put ‘em all beside the stirrup and vault into the saddle himself. I have seen as mad a trick.
 

Exit Frailty.
 

WIDOW
Now, sir, here’s none but we.
 

Enter daughters [Moll and Frank].
 

Daughters, forbear.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, no, pray let ‘em stay, for what I have to speak importeth equally to them as to you.
 

WIDOW
Then you may stay.
 

PYEBOARD
I pray bestow on me a serious ear,
For what I speak is full of weight and fear.
 

WIDOW
Fear?
 

PYEBOARD
Ay, if’t pass unregarded and unaffected; else peace and joy: I pray attention. Widow, I have been a mere stranger for these parts that you live in, nor did I ever know the husband of you and father of them, but I truly know by certain spiritual intelligence that he is in purgatory.
 

WIDOW
Purgatory! Tuh, that word deserves to be spit upon! I wonder that a man of sober tongue, as you seem to be, should have the folly to believe there’s such a place.
 

PYEBOARD
Well, lady, in cold blood I speak it. I assure you that there is a purgatory, in which place I know your husband to reside, and wherein he is like to remain till the dissolution of the world, till the last general bonfire, when all the earth shall melt into nothing, and the seas scald their finny labourers; so long is his abidance unless you alter the property of your purpose together with each of your daughters theirs: that is, the purpose of single life in yourself and your eldest daughter, and the speedy determination of marriage in your youngest.
 

MOLL
[Aside] How knows he that? What, has some devil told him?
 

WIDOW
Strange he should know our thoughts. Why, but, daughter, have you purpos’d speedy marriage?
 

PYEBOARD
You see she tells you ay, for she says nothing. Nay, give me credit as your please; I am a stranger to you, and yet you see I know your determinations, which must come to me metaphysically and by a supernatural intelligence.
 

WIDOW
This puts amazement on me.
 

FRANK
Know our secrets?
 

MOLL
[Aside] I’d thought to steal a marriage. Would his tongue
Had dropp’d out when he blabb’d it!
 

WIDOW
But, sir, my husband was too honest a dealing man to be now in any purgatories.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, do not load your conscience with untruths;
’Tis but mere folly now to gild him o’er
That has past but for copper. Praises here
Cannot unbind him there. Confess but truth:
I know he got his wealth with a hard gripe,
Oh, hardly, hardly!
 

WIDOW
[Aside] This is most strange of all: how knows her that?
 

PYEBOARD
He would eat fools and ignorant heirs clean up,
And had his drink from many a poor man’s brow,
E’en as their labour brew’d it. He would scrape
Riches to him most unjustly: the very dirt
Between his nails was ill got and not his own.
Oh, I groan to speak on’t; the thought makes me shudder,
Shudder!
 

WIDOW
[Aside] It quakes me too now I think on’t. — 
Sir, I am much griev’d that you, a stranger, should
So deeply wrong my dead husband — 
 

PYEBOARD
Oh!
 

WIDOW
A man that would keep church so duly: rise early, before his servants, and e’en for religious haste, go ungarter’d, unbutton’d, nay, sir-reverence, untruss’d to morning prayer — 
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, uff!
 

WIDOW
Dine quickly upon high days, and when I had great guests, would e’en shame me and rise from the table to get a good seat at an afternoon sermon.
 

PYEBOARD
There’s the devil, there’s the devil! True, he thought it sanctity enough if he had kill’d a man, so ‘t ‘ad been done in a pew, or undone his [neighbour], so ‘t ‘ad been near enough to th’ preacher. Oh, a sermon’s fine short cloak of an hour long and will hide the upper part of a dissembler! Church! Ay, he seem’d all church, and his conscience was as hard as the pulpit.
 

WIDOW
I can no more endure this.
 

PYEBOARD
Nor I, widow, endure to flatter.
 

WIDOW
Is this all your business with me?
 

PYEBOARD
No, lady, ’tis but the induction to it.
You may believe my strains; I strike all true:
And if your conscience would leap up to your tongue,
Yourself would affirm it. And that you shall perceive
I know of things to come, as well as I do
Of what is present, a brother of your husband’s
Shall shortly have a loss.
 

WIDOW
A loss? Marry, heaven forfend! Sir Godfrey, my brother?
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, keep in your wonders till I have told you the fortunes of you all, which are more fearful if not happily prevented. For your part and your daughters’, if there be not once this day some bloodshed before your door, whereof the human creature dies, two of you, the elder, shall run mad — 
 

[WIDOW], FRANK
Oh!
 

MOLL
That’s not I yet.
 

PYEBOARD
And, with most impudent prostitution, show your naked bodies to the view of all beholders.
 

WIDOW
Our naked bodies? Fie, for shame!
 

PYEBOARD
Attend me: and your younger daughter be strucken dumb.
 

MOLL
Dumb? Out, alas! ’Tis the worst pain of all for a woman. I’d rather be mad, or run naked, or anything. Dumb!
 

PYEBOARD
Give ear: ere the evening fall upon hill, bog, and meadow, this my speech shall have past probation, and then shall I be believed accordingly.
 

WIDOW
If this be true, we are all sham’d, all undone!
 

MOLL
Dumb! I’ll speak as much as ever I can [possibly] before evening.
 

PYEBOARD
But if it so come to pass, as for your fair sakes I wish it may, that this presage of your strange fortunes be prevented by that accident of death and blood-shedding, which I before told you of, take heed, upon your lives, that two of you, which have vow’d never to marry, seek out husbands with all present speed, and you, the third, that have such a desire to outstrip chastity, look you meddle not with a husband.
 

MOLL
A double torment!
 

PYEBOARD
The breach of this keep your father in purgatory, and the punishments that shall follow you in this world would with horror kill the ear should hear ‘em related.
 

WIDOW
Marry! Why, I vow’d never to marry!
 

FRANK
And so did I.
 

MOLL
[Aside] And I vow’d never to be such an ass, but to marry. What a cross fortune’s this!
 

PYEBOARD
Ladies, though I be a fortune-teller, I cannot better fortunes; you have ‘em from me as they are reveal’d to me. I would they were to your tempers, and fellows with your bloods; that’s all the bitterness I would you.
 

WIDOW
Oh, ’tis a just vengeance for my husband’s hard purchases!
 

PYEBOARD
I wish you to bethink yourselves and leave [‘em].
 

WIDOW
I’ll to Sir Godfrey, my brother, and acquaint him with these fearful presages.
 

FRANK
For, mother, they portend losses to him.
 

WIDOW
Oh, ay, they do, they do.
If any happy issue crown thy words,
I will reward thy cunning.
 

PYEBOARD
’Tis enough, lady; I wish no higher.
 

Exit [Widow with Frank].
 

MOLL
Dumb? And not marry? Worse!
Neither to speak nor kiss, a double curse.
 

Exit.
 

PYEBOARD
So, all this comes well about yet. I play the fortune-teller as well as if I had had a witch to my grannam: for by good happiness, being in my hostess’s garden, which neighbours the orchard of the widow, I laid the hole of mine ear to a hole in the wall, and heard ‘em make these vows and speak those words, upon which I wrought these advantages; and to encourage my forgery the more, I may now perceive in ‘em a natural simplicity which will easily swallow an abuse, if any covering be over it. And to confirm my former presage to the widow, I have advis’d old Peter Skirmish the soldier to hurt Corporal Oath upon the leg, and in that hurry I’ll rush amongst ‘em, and instead of giving the corporal some cordial to comfort him, I’ll pour into his mouth a potion of a sleepy nature to make him seem as dead; for the which the old soldier being apprehended and ready to be borne to execution, I’ll step in and take upon me the cure of the dead man upon pain of dying the condemned’s death. The corporal will wake at his minute, when the sleepy force hath wrought itself, and so shall I get myself into a most admir’d opinion, and, under the pretext of that cunning, beguile as I see occasion. And if that foolish Nicholas St. Tantlings keep true time with the chain, my plot will be sound, the captain delivered, and my wits applauded among scholars and soldiers forever.
 

Exit Pyeboard.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A garden
 

Enter Nicholas St. Tantlings with the chain.
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, I have found an excellent advantage to take away the chain! My master put it off e’en now to say on a new doublet, and I sneak’d it away by little and little, most puritanically. We shall have good sport anon, when h’as miss’d it, about my cousin the conjurer. The world shall see I’m an honest man of my word, for now I’m going to hang it between heaven and earth, among the rosemary branches.
 

Exit Nicholas.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

The street before the Widow’s house
 

Enter Simon St. Mary-Overies and Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Sirrah Simon St. Mary-Overies, my mistress sends away all her suitors and puts fleas in their ears.
 

SIMON
Frailty, she does like an honest, chaste, and virtuous woman, for widows ought not to wallow in the puddle of iniquity.
 

FRAILTY
Yet, Simon, many widows will do’t, whatso comes on’t.
 

SIMON
True, Frailty, their filthy flesh desires a conjunction copulative. What strangers are within, Frailty?
 

FRAILTY
There’s none, Simon, but Master Pilfer the tailor; he’s above with Sir Godfrey, ‘praising of a doublet. And I must trudge anon to fetch Master Suds the barber.
 

SIMON
Master Suds? A good man: he washes the sins of the beard clean.
 

Enter old Skirmish the [soldier].
 

SKIRMISH
How now, creatures? What’s a’clock?
 

FRAILTY
Why, do you take us to be jack[s]
[a’ th’] clock-house?
 

SKIRMISH
I say again to you, what’s a’clock?
 

SIMON
Truly, la, we go by the clock of our conscience. All worldly clocks we know go false, and are set by drunken sextons.
 

SKIRMISH
Then what’s a’clock in your conscience?
 

Enter Corporal [Oath].
 

[Aside] Oh, I must break off: here comes the corporal. — Hum, hum. [To Oath] What’s a’clock?
 

[OATH]
A’clock? Why, past seventeen.
 

FRAILTY
[To Simon] Past seventeen! Nay, h’as met with his match now: Corporal Oath will fit him.
 

SKIRMISH
Thou dost not balk or baffle me, doest thou? I am a soldier. Past seventeen!
 

[OATH]
Ay, thou art not angry with the figures, art thou? I will prove it unto thee. Twelve and one is thirteen, I hope, two fourteen, three fifteen, four sixteen, and five seventeen: then past seventeen; I will take the dial’s part in a just cause.
 

SKIRMISH
I say ’tis but past five then.
 

[OATH]
I’ll swear ’tis past seventeen then. Doest thou not know numbers? Canst thou not cast?
 

SKIRMISH
Cast? Dost thou speak of my casting i’ th’ street?
 

[OATH]
Ay, and in the marketplace.
 

[They] draw [and fight].
 

SIMON
Clubs, clubs, clubs!
 

Simon runs in.
 

FRAILTY
Ay, I knew by their shuffling, clubs would be trump. Mass, here’s the knave, and he can do any good upon ‘em. Clubs, clubs, clubs!
 

Enter Pyeboard. [Skirmish wounds Oath on the leg.]
 

[OATH]
Oh villain, thou hast open’d a vein in my leg!
 

PYEBOARD
How now? For shame, for shame, put up, put up!
 

[OATH]
By yon blue welkin, ’twas out of my part, George, to be hurt on the leg!
 

Enter Officers.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, peace now! I have a cordial here to comfort thee.
 

[He gives Oath the cordial, which Oath drinks.]
 

OFFICER
Down with ‘em, down with ‘em; lay hands upon the villain!
 

[The Officers seize Skirmish and Oath.]
 

SKIRMISH
Lay hands on me?
 

PYEBOARD
I’ll not be seen among ‘em now.
 

[Pyeboard withdraws.]
 

[OATH]
I’m hurt, and had more need have surgeons
Lay hands upon me than rough officers!
 

OFFICER
Go, carry him to be dress’d then; this mutinous soldier shall along with me to prison.
 

[Exeunt some of the Officers with Oath.]
 

SKIRMISH
To prison? Where’s George?
 

OFFICER
Away with him!
 

Exeunt [Officers] with Skirmish.
 

PYEBOARD
So,
All lights as I would wish. The amaz’d widow
Will plant me strongly now in her belief
And wonder at the virtue of my words,
For the event turns those presages from ‘em
Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy
Mingled with admiration. These empty creatures,
Soldier and corporal, were but ordain’d
As instruments for me to work upon.
Now to my patient; here’s his potion.
 

Exit Pyeboard.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

An apartment in the Widow’s house
 

Enter the Widow with her two daughters [Frank and Moll, and Frailty].
 

WIDOW
Oh wondrous happiness, beyond our thoughts!
Oh lucky fair event! I think our fortunes
Were blest e’en in our cradles. We are quitted
Of all those shameful violent presages
By this rash, bleeding chance. Go, Frailty, run and know
Whether he be yet living or yet dead
That here before my door receiv’d his hurt.
 

FRAILTY
Madam, he was carried to the [surgeon], but if he had no money when he came there, I warrant he’s dead by this time.
 

Exit Frailty.
 

FRANK
Sure that man is a rare fortune-teller: never look’d upon our hands nor upon any mark about us; a wondrous fellow, surely!
 

MOLL
[Aside] I am glad I have the use of my tongue yet, though of nothing else. I shall find the way to marry too, I hope, shortly.
 

WIDOW
Oh, where’s my brother Sir Godfrey? I would he were here that I might relate to him how prophetically the cunning gentleman spoke in all things.
 

Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, my chain, my chain! I have lost my chain! Where be these villains, varlets?
 

WIDOW
Oh, he has lost his chain!
 

SIR GODFREY
My chain, my chain!
 

WIDOW
Brother, be patient; here me speak. You know I told you that a cunning-man told me that you should have a loss, and he has prophesied so true — 
 

SIR GODFREY
Out! He’s a villain to prophesy of the loss of my chain. ’Twas worth above three hundred crowns. Besides, ’twas my father’s, my father’s father’s, my grandfather’s huge grandfather’s: I had as [lief] ha’ lost my neck as the chain that hung about it. Oh, my chain, my chain!
 

WIDOW
Oh, brother, who can be [guarded] against a misfortune? ’Tis happy ’twas no more.
 

SIR GODFREY
No more! Oh goodly godly sister, would you had me lost more? My best gown too, with the cloth-of-gold lace? My holiday gaskins, and my jerkin set with pearl? No more!
 

WIDOW
Oh, brother, you can read — 
 

SIR GODFREY
But I cannot read where my chain is. What strangers have been here? You let in strangers, thieves, and catchpoles. How comes it gone? There was none above with me but my tailor, and my tailor will not steal, I hope.
 

MOLL
No, he’s afraid of a chain!
 

Enter Frailty.
 

WIDOW
How now, sirrah? The news?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, mistress, he may well be call’d a corporal now, for his corpse [is] as dead as a cold capon’s.
 

WIDOW
More happiness!
 

SIR GODFREY
Sirrah, what’s this to my chain? Where’s my chain, knave?
 

FRAILTY
Your chain, sir?
 

SIR GODFREY
My chain is lost, villain.
 

FRAILTY
I would he were hang’d in chains that has it then for me. Alas, sir, I saw none of your chain since you were hung with it yourself.
 

SIR GODFREY
Out, varlet! It had full three thousand links;
I have oft told it over at my prayers,
Over and over, full three thousand links.
 

FRAILTY
Had it so, sir? Sure it cannot be lost then; I’ll put you in that comfort.
 

SIR GODFREY
Why? Why?
 

FRAILTY
Why, if your chain had so many links, it cannot choose but come to light.
 

Enter Nicholas.
 

SIR GODFREY
Delusion! Now, long Nicholas, where’s my chain?
 

NICHOLAS
Why, about your neck, is’t not, sir?
 

SIR GODFREY
About my neck, varlet? My chain is lost: ’tis stole away; I’m robb’d!
 

WIDOW
Nay, brother, show yourself a man.
 

NICHOLAS
Ay, if it be lost or stole, if he would be patient, mistress, I could bring him to a cunning kinsman of mine that would fetch ‘t again with a sesarara.
 

SIR GODFREY
Canst thou? I will be patient; say, where dwells he?
 

NICHOLAS
Marry, he dwells now, sir, where he would not dwell and he could choose: in the Marshalsea, sir. But he’s an ex’lent fellow if he were out; h’as travell’d all the world o’er, he, and been in the seven-and-twenty provinces. Why, he would make it be fetch’d, sir, if ‘twere rid a thousand mile out of town.
 

SIR GODFREY
An admirable fellow! What lies he for?
 

NICHOLAS
Why, he did but rob a steward of ten groats t’other night, as any man would ha’ done, and there he lies for’t.
 

SIR GODFREY
I’ll make his peace. A trifle! I’ll get his pardon,
Beside a bountiful reward. I’ll about it.
But [fee] the clerks, the justice will do much.
I will about it straight. Good sister, pardon me;
All will be well, I hope, and turn to good:
The name of conjurer has laid my blood.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

A street
 

Enter two sergeants [Puttock and Ravenshaw, with Yeoman Dogson] to arrest the scholar, George Pyeboard [who enters later].
 

PUTTOCK
His hostess where he lies will trust him no longer. She has feed me to arrest him, and if you will accompany me, because I know not of what nature the scholar is, whether desperate or swift, you shall share with me, Sergeant Ravenshaw. I have the good angel to arrest him.
 

RAVENSHAW
Troth, I’ll take part with thee, then, sergeant, not for the sake of the money so much, as for the hate I bear to a scholar. Why, sergeant, ’tis natural in us, you know, to hate scholars, natural; besides, they will publish our imperfections, knaveries, and conveyances upon scaffolds and stages.
 

PUTTOCK
Ay, and spitefully too. Troth, I have wonder’d how the slaves could see into our breasts so much, when our [doublets] are button’d with pewter.
 

RAVENSHAW
Ay, and so close without yielding. Oh, they’re parlous fellows; they will search more with their wits than a constable with all his officers.
 

PUTTOCK
Whist, whist, whist! Yeoman Dogson, Yeoman Dogson.
 

DOGSON
Ha! What says sergeant?
 

PUTTOCK
Is he in the ‘pothecary’s shop still?
 

DOGSON
Ay, ay.
 

PUTTOCK
Have an eye, [have an] eye.
 

RAVENSHAW
The best is, sergeant, if he be a true scholar, he wears no weapon, I think.
 

PUTTOCK
No, no, he wears no weapon.
 

RAVENSHAW
Mass, I am right glad of that; ‘t ‘as put me in better heart. Nay, if I clutch him once, let me alone to drag him if he be stiff-necked. I have been one of the six myself that has dragg’d as tall men of their hands when their weapons have been gone, as ever bastinado’d a sergeant. I have done, I can tell you.
 

DOGSON
Sergeant Puttock, Sergeant Puttock!
 

PUTTOCK
Ho!
 

DOGSON
He’s coming out single.
 

PUTTOCK
Peace, peace, be not too greedy; let him play a little, let him play a little. We’ll jerk him up of a sudden: I ha’ fish’d in my time.
 

RAVENSHAW
Ay, and caught many a fool, sergeant.
 

Enter Pyeboard.
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside] I parted now from Nicholas: the chain’s couch’d,
And the old knight has spent his rage upon’t.
The widow holds me in great admiration
For cunning art. ‘Mongst joys I am e’en lost,
For my device can no way now be cross’d;
And now I must to prison to the captain,
And there — 
 

[Ravenshaw and Dogson seize Pyeboard.]
 

PUTTOCK
I arrest you, sir.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh! I spoke truer than I was aware: I must to prison indeed.
 

PUTTOCK
They say you’re a scholar. [Pyeboard struggles.] Nay, sir! Yeoman Dogson, have care to his arms. You’ll rail against sergeants and stage ‘em? You[‘ll] tickle their vices?
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, use me like a gentleman; I’m little less.
 

PUTTOCK
You a gentleman! That’s a good jest, i’faith. Can a scholar be a gentleman when a gentleman will not be a scholar? Look upon your wealthy citizens’ sons, whether they be scholars or no, that are gentlemen by their fathers’ trades. A scholar a gentleman!
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, let fortune drive all her stings into me, she cannot hurt that in me. A gentleman is accidens inseparabile to my blood.
 

RAVENSHAW
A rabblement! Nay, you shall have a bloody rabblement upon you, I warrant you.
 

PUTTOCK
Go, Yeoman Dogson, before, and enter the action i’ th’ Counter.
 

Exit Dogson.
 

PYEBOARD
Pray do not handle me cruelly; I’ll go whither you please to have me.
 

PUTTOCK
Oh, he’s tame; let him loose, sergeant.
 

PYEBOARD
Pray, at whose suit is this?
 

PUTTOCK
Why, at your hostess’s suit where you lie, [Mistress] Conyburrow, for bed and board, the sum four pound five shillings and five pence.
 

PYEBOARD
I know the sum too true, yet I presum’d
Upon a farther day. Well, ’tis my stars,
And I must bear it now, though never harder.
I swear now my device is cross’d indeed;
[Th’] captain must lie [by’t]: this is deceit’s seed.
 

PUTTOCK
Come, come away.
 

PYEBOARD
Pray give me so much time as to knit my garter, and I’ll away with you.
 

PUTTOCK
Well, we must be paid for this waiting upon you; this is no pains to attend thus.
 

PYEBOARD making to tie his garter
I am now wretched and miserable; I shall ne’er recover of this disease. Hot iron gnaw their fists! They have struck a fever into my shoulder, which I shall ne’er shake out again, I fear me, till with a true habeas corpus the sexton remove me. Oh, if I take prison once, I shall be press’d to death with actions, but not so happy as speedily: perhaps I may be forty years a-pressing, till I be a thin, old man, that looking through the grates, men may look through me. All my means [are] confounded. What shall I do? Has my wit served me so long and now give[s] me the slip, like a train’d servant, when I have most need of [it]? No device to keep my poor carcass fro’ these puttocks? Yes, happiness! Have I a paper about me now? Yes, too! I’ll try it; it may hit. “Extremity is the touchstone unto wit.” Ay, ay.
 

PUTTOCK
‘Sfoot, how many yards are in thy garters that thou art so long a-tying of them? Come away, sir.
 

PYEBOARD
Troth, sergeant, I protest, you could never ha’ took me at a worse time, for now at this instant I have no lawful picture about me.
 

PUTTOCK
‘Slid, how shall [we] come by our fees then?
 

RAVENSHAW
We must have fees, sirrah.
 

PYEBOARD
I could ha’ wish’d, i’faith, that you had took me half an hour hence for your own sake, for, I protest, if you had not cross’d me, I was going in great joy to receive five pound of a gentleman for the device of a masque here, drawn in this paper. But now, come, I must be contented; ’tis but so much lost, and answerable to the rest of my fortunes.
 

PUTTOCK
Why, how far hence dwells that gentleman?
 

RAVENSHAW
Ay, well said, sergeant; ’tis good to cast about for money.
 

PUTTOCK
Speak; if it be not far — 
 

PYEBOARD
We are but a little past it: the next street behind us.
 

PUTTOCK
‘Slid, we have waited upon you grievously already. If you’ll say you’ll be liberal when you ha’t, give us double fees, and spend upon ‘s, why, we’ll show you that kindness and go along with you to the gentleman.
 

RAVENSHAW
Ay, well said, still, sergeant; urge that.
 

PYEBOARD
Troth, if it will suffice, it shall be all among you; for my part I’ll not pocket a penny: my hostess shall have her four pound five shillings and bate me the five pence, and the other fifteen shillings I’ll spend upon you.
 

RAVENSHAW
Why, now thou art a good scholar.
 

PUTTOCK
An excellent scholar, i’faith; h’as proceeded very well alate. Come, we’ll along with you.
 

Exeunt [Puttock and Ravenshaw] with him: passing in they knock at the door with a knocker withinside.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

A gallery in a Gentleman’s house
 

[Enter a Servant.]
 

SERVANT
Who knocks? Who’s at door? We had need of a porter.
 

PYEBOARD
[Within] A few friends here.
 

[The Servant opens the door. Enter Pyeboard, Puttock, Ravenshaw, and Dogson.]
 

Pray, is the gentleman your master within?
 

SERVANT
Yes; is your business to him?
 

PYEBOARD
Ay, he knows it when he sees me; I pray you, have you forgot me?
 

SERVANT
Ay, by my troth, sir. Pray come near; I’ll in and tell him of you. Please you to walk here in the gallery till he comes.
 

PYEBOARD
We will attend his worship.
 

Exit Servant.
 

[Aside] Worship, I think, for so much the posts at his door should signify, and the fair coming-in, and the wicket, else I neither knew him nor his worship; but ’tis happiness he is within doors, whatsoe’er he be. If he be not too much a formal citizen, he may do me good. — Sergeant and yeoman, how do you like this house? Is’t not most wholesomely plotted?
 

RAVENSHAW
Troth, prisoner, an exceeding fine house.
 

PYEBOARD
Yet I wonder how he should forget me, [aside] for he never knew me. — No matter; what is forgot in you will be remember’d in your master. A pretty, comfortable room this, methinks; you have no such rooms in prison now?
 

PUTTOCK
Oh, dog-holes to’t!
 

PYEBOARD
Dog-holes indeed. I can tell you, I have great hope to have my chamber here shortly, nay, and diet too, for he’s the most free-heartedst gentleman where he takes; you would little think it. And what a fine gallery were here for me to walk and study and make verses.
 

PUTTOCK
Oh, it stands very pleasantly for a scholar.
 

Enter Gentleman.
 

PYEBOARD
Look what maps, and pictures, and devices, and things, neatly, delicately. Mass, here he comes; he should be a gentleman: I like his beard well. All happiness to your worship!
 

GENTLEMAN
You’re kindly welcome, sir.
 

PUTTOCK
[Aside to Ravenshaw] A simple salutation.
 

RAVENSHAW
[Aside to Puttock] Mass, it seems the gentleman makes great account of him.
 

PYEBOARD
I have the thing here for you, sir. [Aside to the Gentleman] I beseech you, conceal me, sir; I’m undone else. — [Aloud, showing him a paper] I have the masque here for you, sir; look you, sir. [Aside to him] I beseech your worship, first pardon my rudeness, for my extremes make me bolder than I would be. I am a poor gentleman and a scholar, and now most unfortunately fall’n into the fangs of unmerciful officers, arrested for debt, which, though small, I am not able to compass, by reason I’m destitute of lands, money, and friends; so that if I fall into the hungry swallow of the prison, I am like utterly to perish, and with fees and extortions be pinch’d clean to the bone. Now, if ever pity had interest in the blood of a gentleman, I beseech you vouchsafe but to favour that means of my escape, which I have already thought upon.
 

GENTLEMAN
Go forward.
 

PUTTOCK
[Aside to Ravenshaw] I warrant he likes it rarely.
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside to the Gentleman] In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy and doubtful what to do, at last it was put into my labouring thoughts to make happy use of this paper, and to blear their unletter’d eyes, I told them there was a device for a masque drawn in’t, and that, but for their interception, I was going to a gentleman to receive my reward for’t. They, greedy at this word, and hoping to make purchase of me, offered their attendance to go along with me. My hap was to make bold with your door, sir, which my thoughts show’d me the most fairest and comfortablest entrance, and I hope I have happened right upon understanding and pity. May it please your good worship then but to uphold my device, which is to let one of your men put me out at a back door, and I shall be bound to your worship forever.
 

GENTLEMAN
By my troth, an excellent device.
 

PUTTOCK
[Aside to Ravenshaw] An excellent device, he says; he likes it wonderfully.
 

GENTLEMAN
A’ my faith, I never heard a better.
 

RAVENSHAW
[Aside to Puttock] Hark, he swears he never heard a better, sergeant.
 

PUTTOCK
[Aside to Ravenshaw] Oh, there’s no talk on’t: he’s an excellent scholar, especially for a masque.
 

GENTLEMAN
Give me your paper, your device; I was never better pleas’d in all my life. Good wit, brave wit, finely wrought! Come in, sir, and receive your money, sir.
 

PYEBOARD
I’ll follow your good worship.
 

[Exit Gentleman.]
 

You heard how he lik’d it now?
 

PUTTOCK
Puh, we know he could not choose but like it. Go thy ways; thou art a witty, fine fellow, i’faith. Thou shalt discourse it to us at tavern anon, wilt thou?
 

PYEBOARD
Ay, ay, that I will. Look, sergeants, here are maps and pretty toys: be doing in the meantime; I shall quickly have told out the money, you know.
 

PUTTOCK
Go, go, little villain; fetch thy chink. I begin to love thee; I’ll be drunk tonight in thy company.
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside] This [gentleman] I well may call a part
Of my salvation in these earthly evils,
For he has sav’d me from three hungry devils.
 

Exit George Pyeboard.
 

PUTTOCK
[Looking at a map] Sirrah sergeant, these maps are pretty painted things, but I could ne’er fancy ‘em yet; methinks they’re too busy, and full of circles and conjurations. They say all the world’s in one of them, but I could ne’er find the Counter in the Poultry.
 

RAVENSHAW
I think so; how could you find it, for you know it stands behind the houses.
 

DOGSON
Mass, that’s true; then we must look a’ th’ backside for’t. [He turns the map over.] ‘Sfoot, here’s nothing; all’s bare.
 

RAVENSHAW
I warrant thee that stands for the Counter, for you know there’s a company of bare fellows there.
 

PUTTOCK
Faith, like enough, sergeant; I never mark’d so much before. Sirrah sergeant and yeoman, I should love these maps out a’ cry now if we could see men peep out of door in ‘em. Oh, we might have ‘em in a morning to our breakfast so finely and ne’er knock our heels to the ground a whole day for ‘em.
 

RAVENSHAW
Ay, marry, sir, I’d buy one then myself. But this talk is by the way. Where shall’s sup tonight? Five pound receiv’d: let’s talk of that. I have a trick worth all. You two shall bear him to th’ tavern whilst I go close with his hostess and work out of her. I know she would be glad of the sum to finger money, because she knows ’tis but a desperate debt and full of hazard. What will you say if I bring it to pass that the hostess shall be contented with one-half for all and we to share t’other [fifty] shillings, bullies?
 

PUTTOCK
Why, I would call thee king of sergeants, and thou should’st be chronicled in the Counter-book forever.
 

RAVENSHAW
Well, put it to me; we’ll make a night on’t, i’faith.
 

DOGSON
‘Sfoot, I think he receives more money, he stays so long.
 

PUTTOCK
He tarries long indeed. Maybe I can tell you, upon the good liking on’t, the gentleman may prove more bountiful.
 

RAVENSHAW
That would be rare; we’ll search him.
 

PUTTOCK
Nay, be sure of it, we’ll search him and make him light enough.
 

Enter the [Gentleman].
 

RAVENSHAW
Oh, here comes the gentleman. By your leave, sir.
 

GENTLEMAN
God you good den, sirs. Would you speak with me?
 

PUTTOCK
No, not with your worship, sir; only we are bold to stay for a friend of ours that went in with your worship.
 

GENTLEMAN
Who? Not the scholar?
 

PUTTOCK
Yes, e’en he, and it please your worship.
 

GENTLEMAN
Did he make you stay for him? He did you wrong then; why, I can assure you he’s gone above an hour ago.
 

RAVENSHAW
How, sir!
 

GENTLEMAN
I paid him his money and my man told me he went out at back door.
 

PUTTOCK
Back door?
 

GENTLEMAN
Why, what’s the matter?
 

PUTTOCK
He was our prisoner, sir; we did arrest him.
 

GENTLEMAN
What? He was not! You, the sheriff’s officers? You were to blame then. Why did not you make known to me as much? I could have kept him for you. I protest, he receiv’d all of me in Britain gold of the last coining.
 

RAVENSHAW
Vengeance dog him with’t!
 

PUTTOCK
‘Sfoot, has he gull’d us so?
 

DOGSON
Where shall we sup now, sergeants?
 

PUTTOCK
Sup, Simon, now! Eat porridge for a month! Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your worship. You did but as another would have done. ’Twas our hard fortunes to miss the purchase; but if e’er we clutch him again, the Counter shall charm him.
 

RAVENSHAW
The Hole shall rot him!
 

DOGSON
Amen.
 

Exeunt [Puttock, Ravenshaw, and Dogson].
 

GENTLEMAN
So;
Vex out your lungs without doors. I am proud
It was my hap to help him. It fell fit;
He went not empty neither for his wit.
Alas, poor wretch, I could not blame his brain
To labour his delivery to be free
From their unpitying fangs. I’m glad it stood
Within my power to do a scholar good.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 5.
 

Idle’s cell in the Marshalsea Prison
 

Enter in the prison, meeting, George [Pyeboard] and Captain [Idle], George coming in muffled.
 

[IDLE]
How now! Who’s that? What are you?
 

PYEBOARD
[Showing his face] The same that I should be, captain.
 

[IDLE]
George Pyeboard? Honest George? Why cam’st thou in half-fac’d, muffled so?
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, captain, I thought we should ne’er ha’ laugh’d again, never spent frolic hour again.
 

[IDLE]
Why? Why?
 

PYEBOARD
I, coming to prepare thee, and with news
As happy as thy quick delivery,
Was trac’d out by the scent: arrested, captain.
 

[IDLE]
Arrested, George?
 

PYEBOARD
Arrested. Guess, guess,
How many dogs do you think I’d upon me?
 

[IDLE]
Dogs? I say, I know not.
 

PYEBOARD
Almost as many as George Stone the bear: three at once, three at once!
 

[IDLE]
How didst thou shake ‘em off then?
 

PYEBOARD
The time is busy and calls upon our wits.
Let it suffice,
Here I stand safe and scap’d by miracle;
Some other hour shall tell thee, when we’ll steep
Our eyes in laughter. Captain, my device
Leans to thy happiness, for ere the day
Be spent to th’ girdle, thou shalt be set free.
The corporal’s in his first sleep, the chain is miss’d,
Thy kinsman has express’d thee, and the old knight
With palsy hams now labours thy release.
What rests is all in thee: to conjure, captain.
 

[IDLE]
Conjure! ‘Sfoot, George, you know, the devil a-conjuring I can conjure!
 

PYEBOARD
The devil [a-]conjuring? Nay, by my fay, I’d not have thee do so much, captain, as the devil a-conjuring. [Giving him a conjuring circle] Look here, I ha’ brought thee a circle ready character’d and all.
 

[IDLE]
‘Sfoot, George, art in thy right wits? Dost know what thou sayst? Why dost talk to a captain a’ conjuring? Didst thou ever hear of a captain conjure in thy life? Dost call’t a circle? ’Tis too wide a thing, methinks; had it been a lesser circle, then I knew what to have done.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, every fool knows that, captain. Nay then, I’ll not cog with you captain: if you’ll stay and hang the next sessions, you may.
 

[IDLE]
No, by my faith, George. Come, come; let’s to conjuring, let’s to conjuring.
 

PYEBOARD
But if you look to be releas’d, as my wits have took pain to work it and all means wrought to farther it; besides, to put crowns in your purse, to make you a man of better hopes. And whereas before you were a captain or poor soldier, to make you now a commander of rich fools, which is truly the only best purchase peace can allow you, safer than [highways], heath, or cony-groves, and yet a far better booty, for your greatest thieves are never hang’d, never hang’d, for, why, they’re wise and cheat within doors; and we geld fools of more money in one night than your false-tail’d gelding will purchase in a twelve-month’s running, which confirms the old beldam’s saying, “He’s wisest that keeps himself warmest,” that is, he that robs by a good fire.
 

[IDLE]
Well opened, i’faith, George; thou hast pull’d that saying out of the husk.
 

PYEBOARD
Captain Idle, ’tis no time now to delude or delay; the old knight will be here suddenly. I’ll perfect you, direct you, [tell] you the trick on’t: ’tis nothing.
 

[IDLE]
‘Sfoot, George, I know not what to say to’t. Conjure? I shall be hang’d ere I can conjure.
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, tell not me of that, captain; you’ll ne’er conjure after you’re hang’d, I warrant you. Look you, sir, a parlous matter, sure. First to spread your circle upon the ground with a little conjuring ceremony, as I’ll have an hackney-man’s wand silver’d o’er a’ purpose for you; then arriving in the circle with a huge word and a great trample, as for instance: have you never seen a stalking, stamping player that will raise a tempest with his tongue and thunder with his heels?
 

[IDLE]
Oh, yes, yes, yes; often, often!
 

PYEBOARD
Why, be like such a one, for anything will blear the old knight’s eyes; for you must note that he’ll ne’er dare to venture into the room, only perhaps peep fearfully through the keyhole, to see how the play goes forward.
 

[IDLE]
Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark the end on’t: I shall but shame myself, i’faith, George. Speak big words, and stamp and stare, and he look in at keyhole! Why, the very thought of that would make me laugh outright and spoil all! Nay, I’ll tell thee, George, when I apprehend a thing once, I am of such a laxative laughter, that if the devil himself stood by, I should laugh in his face.
 

PYEBOARD
Puh! That’s but the babe of a man and may easily be hush’d, as to think upon some disaster, some sad misfortune, as the death of thy father i’ the country.
 

[IDLE]
‘Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into such an ecstasy that I should ne’er lin laughing.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, then think upon going to hanging else.
 

[IDLE]
Mass, that’s well remembered. Now I’ll do well, I warrant thee; ne’er fear me now. But how shall I do, George, for boisterous words and horrible names?
 

PYEBOARD
Puh! Any fustian invocations, captain, will serve as well as the best, so you rant them out well; or you may go to a ‘pothecary’s shop and take all the words from the boxes.
 

[IDLE]
Troth, and you say true, George; there’s strange words enow to raise a hundred quacksalvers, though they be ne’er so poor when they begin. But here lies the fear on’t: how [if] in this false conjuration a true devil should pop up indeed?
 

PYEBOARD
A true devil, captain? Why, there was ne’er such a one. Nay, faith, he that has this place is as false a knave as our last churchwarden.
 

[IDLE]
Then he’s false enough a’ conscience, i’faith, George.
 

The cry at Marshalsea.
 

PRISONERS cry [within]
Good gentlemen over the way, send your relief! Good gentlemen over the way! Good Sir Godfrey!
 

PYEBOARD
He’s come, he’s come.
 

[Enter Sir Godfrey, Edmond, and Nicholas.]
 

NICHOLAS
Master, that’s my kinsman yonder in the buff-jerkin. Kinsman, that’s my master yonder i’ th’ taffety hat. Pray salute him entirely.
 

[Sir Godfrey and Idle] salute, and Pyeboard salutes Master Edmond.
 

SIR GODFREY
[Taking Idle aside] Now, my friend — 
 

PYEBOARD
May I partake your name, sir?
 

EDMOND
My name is Master Edmond.
 

PYEBOARD
Master Edmond? Are you not a Welshman, sir?
 

EDMOND
A Welshman? Why?
 

PYEBOARD
Because Master is your Christian name and Edmond your surname.
 

EDMOND
Oh, no, I have more names at home; Master Edmond Plus is my full name at length.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, cry you mercy, sir!
 

[IDLE]
I understand that you are my kinsman’s good master, and in regard of that, the best of my skill is at your service. But had you fortun’d a mere stranger and made no means to me by acquaintance, I should have utterly denied to have been the man, both by reason of the act pass’d in parliament against conjurers and witches, as also because I would not have my art vulgar, trite, and common.
 

SIR GODFREY
I much commend your care therein, good captain conjurer, and that I will be sure to have it private enough, you shall do’t in my sister’s house; mine own house I may call it, for both our charges therein are proportion’d.
 

[IDLE]
Very good, sir. What may I call your loss, sir?
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, you may call ‘t a great loss, a grievous loss, sir, as goodly a chain of gold, though I say it, that wore it. How sayst thou, Nicholas?
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, ’twas as delicious a chain of gold, kinsman, you know — 
 

SIR GODFREY
You know? Did you know’t, captain?
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] Trust a fool with secrets! — Sir, he may say I know. His meaning is, because my art is such, that by it I may gather a knowledge of all things.
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, very true.
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] A pox of all fools! The excuse stuck upon my tongue like ship-pitch upon a mariner’s gown, not to come off in haste. — Berlady, knight, to lose such a fair chain of gold were a foul loss. Well, I can put you in this good comfort on’t: if it be between heaven and earth, knight, I’ll ha’t for you.
 

SIR GODFREY
A wonderful conjurer! Oh, ay, ’tis between heaven and earth, I warrant you; it cannot go out of the realm. I know ’tis somewhere above the earth — 
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] Ay, nigher the earth than thou wotst on.
 

SIR GODFREY
For, first, my chain was rich, and no rich thing shall enter into heaven, you know.
 

NICHOLAS
And as for the devil, master, he has no need on’t, for you know he has a great chain of his own.
 

SIR GODFREY
Thou sayst true, Nicholas, but he has put off that now; that lies by him.
 

[IDLE]
Faith, knight, in few words, I presume so much upon the power of my art that I could warrant your chain again.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, dainty captain!
 

[IDLE]
Marry, it will cost me much sweat; I were better go to sixteen hothouses.
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, good man, I warrant thee.
 

[IDLE]
Beside great vexation of kidney and liver.
 

NICHOLAS
Oh, ‘twill tickle you hereabouts, cousin, because you have not been used to’t.
 

SIR GODFREY
No? Have you not been us’d to’t, captain?
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] Plague of all fools still! — Indeed, knight, I have not us’d it a good while, and therefore ‘twill strain me so much the more, you know.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, it will, it will.
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] What plunges he puts me to! Were not this knight a fool, I had been twice spoil’d now. That captain’s worse than accurs’d that has an ass to his kinsman. ‘Sfoot, I fear he will drivel ‘t out before I come to’t! — Now, sir to come to the point indeed: you see I stick here in the jaw of the Marshalsea and cannot do’t.
 

SIR GODFREY
Tut, tut, I [k]now thy meaning: thou would’st say thou’rt a prisoner; I tell thee thou’rt none.
 

[IDLE]
How, none? Why, is not this the Marshalsea?
 

SIR GODFREY
Woult hear me speak? I heard of thy rare conjuring:
My chain was lost; I sweat for thy release
As thou shalt do the like at home for me.
Keeper!
 

Enter Keeper.
 

KEEPER
Sir.
 

SIR GODFREY
Speak, is not this man free?
 

KEEPER
Yes, at his pleasure, sir, the fees discharg’d.
 

SIR GODFREY
Go, go; I’ll discharge them, I.
 

KEEPER
I thank your worship.
 

Exit Keeper.
 

[IDLE]
Now, trust me, y’are a dear knight! Kindness unexpected! Oh, there’s nothing to a free gentleman! I will conjure you, sir, till froth come through my buff-jerkin.
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, then thou shalt not pass with so little a bounty, for at the first sight of my chain again, forty fine angels shall appear unto thee.
 

[IDLE]
‘Twill be a glorious show, i’faith, knight, a very fine show. But are all these of your own house? Are you sure of that, sir?
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, ay; no, no. What’s he yonder talking with my wild nephew? Pray heaven he give him good counsel.
 

[IDLE]
Who, he? He’s a rare friend of mine: an admirable fellow, knight, the finest fortune-teller.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh! ’Tis he indeed that came to my lady sister and foretold the loss of my chain; I am not angry with him now, for I see ’twas my fortune to lose it. By your leave, m[aster] fortune-teller, I had a glimpse on you at home, at my sister’s the widow’s; there you prophesied of the loss of a chain; simply though I stand here, I was he that lost it.
 

PYEBOARD
Was is you, sir?
 

EDMOND
A’ my troth, nuncle, he’s the rarest fellow; h’as told me my fortune so right! I find it so right to my nature.
 

SIR GODFREY
What is’t? God send it a good one.
 

EDMOND
Oh, ’tis a passing good one, nuncle, for he says I shall prove such an excellent gamester in my time that I shall spend all faster than my father got it.
 

SIR GODFREY
There’s a fortune indeed.
 

EDMOND
Nay, it hits my humour so pat.
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, that will be the end on’t. Will the curse of the beggar prevail so much that the son shall consume that foolishly which the father got craftily? Ay, ay, ay; ‘twill, ‘twill, ‘twill.
 

PYEBOARD
Stay, stay, stay.
 

Pyeboard opens an almanac and [takes] the Captain [aside].
 

[IDLE]
Turn over, George.
 

PYEBOARD
June, July; here, July: that’s this month. Sunday thirteen, yesterday fourteen, today fifteen.
 

[IDLE]
Look quickly for the fifteen day. If within the compass of these two days there would be some boisterous storm or other, it would be the best; I’d defer him off till then. Some tempest, and it be thy will.
 

PYEBOARD
Here’s the fifteen day. [Reading] “Hot and fair.”
 

[IDLE]
Puh! Would ‘t ‘ad been hot and foul.
 

PYEBOARD
The sixteen day, that’s tomorrow. [Reading] “The morning for the most part fair and pleasant” — 
 

[IDLE]
No luck.
 

PYEBOARD
“But about high noon, lightning and thunder.”
 

[IDLE]
Lightning and thunder? Admirable! Best of all! I’ll conjure tomorrow just at high noon, George.
 

PYEBOARD
Happen but true tomorrow, almanac, and I’ll give thee leave to lie all the year after.
 

[IDLE]
[To Sir Godfrey] Sir, I must crave your patience to bestow this day upon me, that I may furnish myself strongly. I sent a spirit into Lancashire t’other day to fetch back a knave drover, and I look for his return this evening. Tomorrow morning my friend here and I will come and breakfast with you.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, you shall be both most welcome.
 

[IDLE]
And about noon, without fail, I purpose to conjure.
 

SIR GODFREY
Mid-noon will be a fine time for you.
 

EDMOND
Conjuring? Do you mean to conjure at our house tomorrow, sir?
 

[IDLE]
Marry, do I, sir; ’tis my intent, young gentleman.
 

EDMOND
By my troth, I’ll love you while I live for’t. Oh, rare! Nicholas, we shall have conjuring tomorrow.
 

NICHOLAS
Puh! Ay, I could ha’ told you of that.
 

[IDLE]
[Aside] Law, he could ha’ told him of that! Fool, coxcomb, could ye?
 

EDMOND
Do you hear, sir? I desire more acquaintance on you. You shall earn some money of me, now I know you can conjure. But can you fetch any that is lost?
 

[IDLE]
Oh, anything that’s lost.
 

EDMOND
Why, look you, sir, I tell ‘t you as a friend and a conjurer. I should marry a ‘pothecary’s daughter, and ’twas told me she lost her maidenhead at Stony-Stratford; now if you’ll do but so much as conjure for’t, and make all whole again — 
 

[IDLE]
That I will, sir.
 

EDMOND
By my troth, I thank you, la!
 

[IDLE]
A little merry with your sister’s son, sir.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, a simple young man, very simple. Come, captain, and you, sir; we’ll e’en part with a gallon of wine till tomorrow breakfast.
 

[PYEBOARD], [IDLE]
Troth, agreed, sir.
 

[Exit Sir Godfrey and Edmond.]
 

NICHOLAS
Kinsman, scholar.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, now thou art a good knave, worth a hundred Brownists.
 

NICHOLAS
Am I indeed, la? I thank you truly, la.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

A room in the Widow’s house
 

Enter Moll and Sir John Pennydub.
 

[SIR JOHN]
But I hope you will not serve a knight so, gentlewoman, will you? To cashier him and cast him off at your pleasure! What, do you think I was dubb’d for nothing? No, by my faith, lady’s daughter.
 

MOLL
Pray, Sir John Pennydub, let it be deferr’d awhile. I have as big a heart to marry as you can have, but as the fortune-teller told me — 
 

[SIR JOHN]
Pox a’ th’ fortune-teller! Would Derrick had been his fortune seven years ago to cross my love thus! Did he know what case I was in? Why, this is able to make a man drown himself in’s father’s fishpond!
 

MOLL
And then he told me moreover, Sir John, that the breach of it kept my father in purgatory.
 

[SIR JOHN]
In purgatory! Why, let him purge out his heart there; what have we to do with that? There’s physicians enow there to cast his water; is that any matter to us? How can he hinder our love? Why, let him be hang’d now he’s dead. Well, have I rid post day and night to bring you merry news of my father’s death, and now — 
 

MOLL
Thy father’s death? Is the old farmer dead?
 

[SIR JOHN]
As dead as his barn door, Moll.
 

MOLL
And you’ll keep you word with me now, Sir John, that I shall have my coach and my coachman?
 

[SIR JOHN]
Ay, faith.
 

MOLL
And two white horses with black feathers to draw it?
 

[SIR JOHN]
Two.
 

MOLL
A guarded lackey to run before it and pied liveries to come trashing after ‘t?
 

[SIR JOHN]
Thou shalt, Moll.
 

MOLL
And to let me have money in my purse to go whither I will.
 

[SIR JOHN]
All this.
 

MOLL
Then come; whatsoe’er comes on’t, we’ll be made sure together before the maids a’ the kitchen.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

Another room in the Widow’s house
 

Enter Widow with her eldest daughter Frank, and Frailty.
 

WIDOW
How now? Where’s my brother Sir Godfrey? Went he forth this morning?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, no, madam; he’s above at breakfast, with, sir reverence, a conjurer.
 

WIDOW
A conjurer! What manner a’ fellow is he?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, a wondrous rare fellow, mistress, very strongly made upward, for he goes in a buff-jerkin. He says he will fetch Sir Godfrey’s chain again if it hang between heaven and earth.
 

WIDOW
What! He will not! Then he’s an ex’lent fellow, I warrant. How happy were that woman to be blest with such a husband! A man a’ cunning! How does he look, Frailty? Very swartly, I warrant, with black beard, scorch’d cheeks, and smoky eyebrows.
 

FRAILTY
Fooh, he’s neither smoke-dried, nor scorch’d, nor black, nor nothing. I tell you, madam, he looks as fair to see to as one of us. I do not think but if you saw him once, you’d take him to be a Christian.
 

FRANK
So fair and yet so cunning! That’s to be wonder’d at, mother.
 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill and Sir Andrew Tipstaff.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Bless you, sweet lady.
 

[SIR ANDREW]
And you, fair mistress.
 

Exit Frailty.
 

WIDOW
Coads, what do you mean, gentlemen? Fie, did I not give you your answers?
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Sweet lady.
 

WIDOW
Well, I will not stick with you now for a kiss;
Daughter, kiss the gentleman for once.
 

FRANK
Yes, forsooth.
 

[She kisses Sir Andrew.]
 

[SIR ANDREW]
I’m proud of such a favour.
 

WIDOW
Truly, la, Sir Oliver, y’are much to blame to come again when you know my mind, so well deliver’d as widow could deliver a thing.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
But I expect a farther comfort, lady.
 

WIDOW
Why, la, you now! Did I not desire you to put off your suit quite and clean when you came to me again? How say you? Did I not?
 

[SIR OLIVER]
But the sincere love which my heart bears you — 
 

WIDOW
Go to, I’ll cut you off. And, Sir Oliver, to put you in comfort afar off, my fortune is read me; I must marry again.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Oh, blest fortune!
 

WIDOW
But not as long as I can choose. Nay, I’ll hold out well.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Yet are my hopes now fairer.
 

Enter Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Oh, madam, madam!
 

WIDOW
How now? What’s the haste?
 

[Frailty whispers to her] in her ear.
 

[SIR ANDREW]
Faith, Mistress Frances, I’ll maintain you gallantly. I’ll bring you to court, wean you among the fair society of ladies, poor kinswomen of mine, in cloth of silver; beside, you shall have your monkey, your parrot, your muskcat, and your piss, piss, piss.
 

FRANK
It will do very well.
 

WIDOW
[Aside] What, does he mean to conjure here then? How shall I do to be rid of these knights? — Please you, gentlemen, to walk a while i’ th’ garden, go gather a pink or a gilly-flower.
 

[SIR OLIVER, SIR ANDREW]
With all our hearts, lady, and count us favour’d.
 

[Exeunt Sir Andrew, Sir Oliver, and Frailty. The Widow and Frank enter the adjoining room.]
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] Step in, Nicholas; look, is the coast clear?
 

NICHOLAS
[Within] Oh, as clear as a cat’s eye, sir.
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] Then enter, captain conjurer!
 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain [Idle], Pyeboard, Edmond, Nicholas.
 

Now, how like you your room, sir?
 

[IDLE]
Oh, wonderful convenient.
 

EDMOND
I can tell you, captain, simply though it lies here, ’tis the fairest room in my mother’s house; as dainty a room to conjure in, methinks. Why, you may bid I cannot tell how many devils welcome in’t; my father has had twenty here at once.
 

PYEBOARD
What! Devils?
 

EDMOND
Devils! No, deputies, and the wealthiest men he could get.
 

SIR GODFREY
Nay, put by your chats now; fall to your business roundly: the fescue of the dial is upon the crisscross of noon. But, oh, hear me, captain: a qualm comes o’er my stomach.
 

[IDLE]
Why, what’s the matter, sir?
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, how if the devil should prove a knave and tear the hangings?
 

[IDLE]
Fuh! I warrant you, Sir Godfrey.
 

EDMOND
Ay, nuncle, or spit fire upo’ th’ ceiling?
 

SIR GODFREY
Very true too, for ’tis but thin plaster’d and ‘twill quickly take hold a’ the laths; and if he chance to spit downward too, he will burn all the boards.
 

[IDLE]
My life for yours, Sir Godfrey.
 

SIR GODFREY
My sister is very curious and dainty o’er this room, I can tell [you], and therefore if he must needs spit, I pray desire him to spit i’ th’ chimney.
 

PYEBOARD
Why, assure you, Sir Godfrey, he shall not be brought up with so little manners to spit and spawl a’ th’ floor.
 

SIR GODFREY
Why, I thank you, good captain; pray have a care.
 

[Idle lays out his conjuring circle.]
 

Ay, fall to your circle; we’ll not trouble you, I warrant you. Come, we’ll into the next room, and because we’ll be sure to keep him out there, we’ll bar up the door with some of the godly’s zealous works.
 

EDMOND
That will be a fine device, nuncle, and because the ground shall be as holy as the door, I’ll tear two or three rosaries in pieces and strew the leaves about the chamber.
 

Thunders.
 

Oh! The devil already!
 

Runs in [with Sir Godfrey and Nicholas].
 

PYEBOARD
‘Sfoot, captain, speak somewhat for shame: it lightens and thunders before thou wilt begin. Why, when!
 

[IDLE]
Pray, peace, George! Thou’lt make me laugh anon and spoil all.
 

[Lightning and thunder.]
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, now it begins again; now, now, now, captain!
 

[IDLE]
[Aloud, stamping up and down]
Rumbos! Ragdayon, pur, pur, colucundrion, hois-plois!
 

SIR GODFREY through the keyhole, within
Oh, admirable conjurer! H’as fetch’d thunder already.
 

PYEBOARD
Hark, hark! Again, captain.
 

[IDLE]
Benjamino! Gaspois! Kay! Gosgothoteron! Umbrois!
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] Oh, I would the devil would come away quickly; he has no conscience to put a man to such pain!
 

PYEBOARD
Again!
 

[IDLE]
Flowste! Kakopumpos! Dragone! Leloomenos! Hodge-podge!
 

PYEBOARD
Well said, captain.
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] So long a-coming? Oh, would I had ne’er begun ‘t now, for I fear me these roaring tempests will destroy all the fruits of the earth and tread upon my corn — [thunder] oh! — i’ th’ country!
 

[IDLE]
Gog de gog, hobgoblin, hunks, hounslow, hockley te combe park!
 

WIDOW
[Within] Oh, brother, brother, what a tempest’s i’ th’ garden! Sure there’s some conjuration abroad.
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] ’Tis at home, sister!
 

PYEBOARD
By and by I’ll step in, captain.
 

[IDLE]
Nunc! Nunc! Rip-gaskins, ipis, drip-dropite!
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] He drips and drops, poor man; alas, alas!
 

PYEBOARD
Now I come.
 

[IDLE]
O sulphure sootface — 
 

PYEBOARD
[Aloud] Arch-conjurer, what wouldst thou with me?
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] Oh, the devil, sister, i’ th’ dining-chamber! Sing, sister; I warrant you that will keep him out: quickly, quickly, quickly!
 

PYEBOARD
[To Idle] So, so, so, I’ll release thee. Enough, captain, enough; allow us some time to laugh a little: they’re shuddering and shaking by this time as if an earthquake were in their kidneys.
 

[IDLE]
Sirrah George, how was’t, how was’t? Did I do’t well enough?
 

PYEBOARD
Woult believe me, captain? Better than any conjurer, for here was no harm in this and yet their horrible expectation satisfied well. You were much beholding to thunder and lightning at this time; it grac’d you well, I can tell you.
 

[IDLE]
I must needs say so, George. Sirrah, if we could ha’ convey’d hither cleanly a cracker or a fire-wheel, ‘t ‘ad been admirable.
 

PYEBOARD
Blurt, blurt! There’s nothing remains to put thee to pain now, captain.
 

[IDLE]
Pain? I protest, George, my heels are sorer than a Whitsun morris-dancer[‘s].
 

PYEBOARD
All’s past now; only to reveal that the chain’s i’ th’ garden, where thou know’st it has lain these two days.
 

[IDLE]
But I fear that fox Nicholas has reveal’d it already.
 

PYEBOARD
Fear not, captain; you must put it to th’ venture now. Nay, ’tis time; call upon ‘em. Take pity on ‘em, for I believe some of ‘em are in a pitiful case by this time.
 

[IDLE]
Sir Godfrey? Nicholas, kinsman! ‘Sfoot, they’re fast at it still, George! Sir Godfrey!
 

SIR GODFREY
[Within] Oh, is that the devil’s voice? How comes he to know my name?
 

[IDLE]
Fear not, Sir Godfrey; all’s quieted!
 

[Enter Sir Godfrey, the Widow, Frank, and Nicholas.]
 

SIR GODFREY
What, is he laid?
 

[IDLE]
Laid, and has newly dropp’d your chain i’ th’ garden.
 

SIR GODFREY
I’ th’ garden? In our garden?
 

[IDLE]
Your garden.
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, sweet conjurer! Whereabouts there?
 

[IDLE]
Look well about a bank of rosemary.
 

SIR GODFREY
Sister, the rosemary bank. Come, come; there’s my chain, he says.
 

WIDOW
Oh, happiness; run, run!
 

[Exeunt Widow, Sir Godfrey, Frank, and Nicholas.]
 

EDMOND
[Within] Captain conjurer?
 

[IDLE]
Who? Master Edmond?
 

EDMOND
[Within] Ay, Master Edmond. May I come in safely without danger, think you?
 

[IDLE]
Fuh, long ago; ’tis all as ’twas at first.
Fear nothing; pray come near.
 

[Enter Edmond.]
 

How now, man?
 

EDMOND
Oh, this room’s mightily hot, i’faith! ‘Slid, my shirt sticks to my belly already! What a steam the rogue has left behind him! Foh! This room must be air’d, gentlemen: it smells horribly of brimstone; let’s open the window.
 

PYEBOARD
Faith, Master Edmond, ’tis but your conceit.
 

EDMOND
I would you could make me believe that, i’faith. Why, do you think I cannot smell his savour from another? Yet I take it kindly from you because you would not put me in a fear, i’faith. A’ my troth, I shall love you for this the longest day of my life.
 

[IDLE]
Puh, ’tis nothing, sir; love me when you see more.
 

EDMOND
Mass, now I remember, I’ll look whether he has singed the hangings or no.
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside to Idle] Captain, to entertain a little sport till they come, make him believe you’ll charm him invisible. He’s apt to admire anything, you see. Let me alone to give force to’t.
 

[IDLE]
[Aside to Pyeboard] Go; retire to yonder end then.
 

[Pyeboard retires to the far end of the room.]
 

EDMOND
I protest you are a rare fellow, are you not?
 

[IDLE]
Oh, Master Edmond, you know but the least part of me yet. Why, now at this instant I could but flourish my wand thrice o’er your head and charm you invisible.
 

EDMOND
What? You could not! Make me walk invisible, man! I should laugh at that, i’faith. Troth, I’ll requite your kindness, and you’ll do’t, good captain conjurer.
 

[IDLE]
Nay, I should hardly deny you such a small kindness, Master Edmond Plus. Why, look you, sir, ’tis no more but this [waving his wand], and thus, and again, and now y’are invisible.
 

EDMOND
Am I, i’faith? Who would think it?
 

[IDLE]
You see the fortune-teller yonder at farther end a’ th’ chamber. Go toward him; do what you will with him: he shall ne’er find you.
 

EDMOND
Say you so? I’ll try that, i’faith.
 

[Edmond] justles him.
 

PYEBOARD
How now, captain? Who’s that justled me?
 

[IDLE]
Justled you? I saw nobody.
 

EDMOND
[Aside to Idle] Ha, ha, ha! Say ’twas a spirit.
 

[IDLE]
Shall I? [To Pyeboard] Maybe some spirit that haunts the circle.
 

[Edmond] pulls him by the nose.
 

PYEBOARD
Oh, my nose! Again! Pray conjure then, captain.
 

EDMOND
Troth, this is ex’lent; I may do any knavery now and never be seen! And now I remember, Sir Godfrey me, my uncle, abus’d me t’other day and told tales of me to my mother. Troth, now I’m invisible, I’ll hit him a sound wherret a’ th’ ear when he comes out a’ th’ garden. I may be reveng’d on him now finely.
 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frank, Nicholas with the chain.
 

SIR GODFREY
I have my chain again; my chain’s found again! Oh, sweet captain! Oh, admirable conjurer!
 

Edmond strikes him.
 

Oh! What mean you by that, nephew?
 

EDMOND
Nephew? I hope you do not know me, uncle?
 

WIDOW
Why did you strike your uncle, sir?
 

EDMOND
Why, captain, am I not invisible?
 

[IDLE]
[Aside to Pyeboard] A good jest, George! — Not now you are not, sir. Why, did you not see me when I did uncharm you?
 

EDMOND
Not I, by my troth, captain. Then pray you pardon me, uncle; I thought I’d been invisible when I struck you.
 

SIR GODFREY
So, you would do’t! Go, y’are a foolish boy,
And were I not o’ercome with greater joy,
I’d make you taste correction.
 

EDMOND
[Aside] Correction! Push! No, neither you nor my mother shall think to whip me as you have done.
 

SIR GODFREY
Captain, my joy is such I know not how to thank you; let me embrace you, hug you. Oh, my sweet chain! Gladness e’en makes me giddy. Rare man! ’Twas just i’ th’ rosemary-bank, as if one should ha’ laid it there. Oh, cunning, cunning!
 

WIDOW
Well, seeing my fortune tells me I must marry, let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts. Here’s a worthy captain, and ’tis a fine title truly, la, to be a captain’s wife. A captain’s wife! It goes very finely; beside, all the world knows that a worthy captain is a fit companion to any lord: then why not a sweet bedfellow for any lady? I’ll have it so.
 

Enter Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
Oh, mistress, gentlemen, there’s the bravest sight coming along this way!
 

WIDOW
What brave sight?
 

FRAILTY
Oh, one going to burying, and another going to hanging!
 

WIDOW
A rueful sight.
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside to Idle] ‘Sfoot, captain, I’ll pawn my life the corporal’s coffin’d, and old Skirmish the solider going to execution, and ’tis now full about the time of his [waking]. Hold out a little longer, sleepy potion, and we shall have ex’lent admiration, for I’ll take upon me the cure of him.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

The street before the Widow’s house
 

Enter the coffin of the corporal [Oath], the soldier [Skirmish] bound and led by Officers, the Sheriff there. [Enter from the house Sir Godfrey, the Widow, Frank, Idle, Pyeboard, Edmond, Frailty, and Nicholas.]
 

FRAILTY
Oh, here they come, here they come!
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside] Now must I close secretly with the soldier, prevent his impatience, or else all’s discovered.
 

WIDOW
Oh, lamentable seeing! These were those brothers that fought and bled before our door.
 

SIR GODFREY
What! They were not, sister!
 

SKIRMISH
[Aside to Pyeboard] George, look to’t; I’ll peach at Tyburn else!
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside to Skirmish] Mum! — Gentles all, vouchsafe me audience,
And you especially, master sheriff:
Yon man is bound to execution
Because he wounded this that now lies coffin’d?
 

SHERIFF
True, true; he shall have the law, and I know the law.
 

PYEBOARD
But under favour, master sheriff, if this man had been cured and safe again, he should have been releas’d then?
 

SHERIFF
Why make you question of that, sir?
 

PYEBOARD
Then I release him freely, and will take upon me the death that he should die if within a little season I do not cure him to his proper health again.
 

SHERIFF
How, sir! Recover a dead man? That were most strange of all.
 

Frank comes to him [Pyeboard].
 

FRANK
Sweet sir, I love you dearly, and could wish my best part yours. Oh, do not undertake such an impossible venture!
 

PYEBOARD
Love you me? Then for your sweet sake I’ll do’t.
Let me entreat the corpse to be set down.
 

SHERIFF
Bearers, set down the coffin. This were wonderful and worthy Stow’s chronicle.
 

PYEBOARD
I pray bestow the freedom of the air upon our wholesome art. [Aside] Mass, his cheeks begin to receive natural warmth! Nay, good corporal, wake betime, or I shall have a longer sleep than you. ‘Sfoot, if he should prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me for making a property on him; yet I had rather run upon the ropes than have a rope like a tetter run upon me. Oh, he stirs! He stirs again! — Look, gentlemen! He recovers! He starts, he rises!
 

SHERIFF
Oh, oh, defend us! Out, alas!
 

PYEBOARD
Nay, pray be still; you’ll make him more giddy else. He knows nobody yet.
 

[OATH]
Zounds, [where] am I? Cover’d with snow? I marvel!
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside] Nay, I knew he would swear the first thing he did as soon as ever he came to his life again.
 

[OATH]
‘Sfoot, hostess, some hot porridge! Oh, oh! Lay on a dozen of faggots in the moon parlour there.
 

PYEBOARD
[To Widow] Lady, you must needs take a little pity of him, i’faith, and send him in to your kitchen fire.
 

WIDOW
Oh, with all my heart, sir. Nicholas and Frailty, help to bear him in.
 

NICHOLAS
Bear him in, quoth ‘a! Pray call out the maids; I shall ne’er have the heart to do’t, indeed, la!
 

FRAILTY
Nor I neither; I cannot abide to handle a ghost, of all men.
 

[OATH]
‘Sblood, let me see. Where was I drunk last night, heh?
 

WIDOW
Oh, shall I bid you once again take him away?
 

FRAILTY
Why, we’re as fearful as you, I warrant you. Oh!
 

WIDOW
Away, villains! Bid the maids make him a caudle presently to settle his brain, or a posset of sack; quickly, quickly.
 

Exeunt [Frailty and Nicholas] pushing in [Corporal Oath].
 

[SHERIFF]
Sir, whatsoe’er you are, I do more than admire you.
 

WIDOW
Oh, ay, if you knew all, master sheriff, as you shall do, you would say then that here were two of the rarest men within the walls of Christendom.
 

SHERIFF
Two of ‘em? Oh, wonderful! Officers, I discharge you: set him free; all’s in tune.
 

SIR GODFREY
Ay, and a banquet ready by this time, master sheriff, to which I most cheerfully invite you and your late prisoner there. See you this goodly chain, sir? Mum, no more words: ’twas lost and is found again. Come, my inestimable bullies; we’ll talk of your noble acts in sparkling charnico, and instead of a jester, we’ll have the ghost i’ th’ white sheet sit at [the] upper end a’ th’ table.
 

SHERIFF
Ex’lent, merry man, i’faith!
 

[Exeunt all but Frank.]
 

FRANK
Well, seeing I am enjoin’d to love and marry,
My foolish vow thus I cashier to air,
Which first begot it. Now, love, play thy part;
The scholar reads his lecture in my heart.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

The street before the Widow’s house
 

Enter in haste Edmond and Frailty.
 

EDMOND
This is the marriage-morning for my mother and my sister.
 

FRAILTY
Oh me, Master Edmond! We shall ha’ rare doings.
 

EDMOND
Nay, go, Frailty, run to the sexton; you know my mother will be married at Saint Antling’s. Hie thee; ’tis past five: bid them open the church door; my sister is almost ready.
 

FRAILTY
What, already, Master Edmond?
 

EDMOND
Nay, go; hie thee. First run to the sexton, and run to the clerk, and then run to Master Pigman the parson, and then run to the milliner, and then run home again.
 

FRAILTY
Here’s run, run, run — 
 

EDMOND
But hark, Frailty.
 

FRAILTY
What, more yet?
 

EDMOND
Has the maids remember’d to strew the way to the church?
 

FRAILTY
Fagh, an hour ago! I help[‘d] ‘em myself.
 

EDMOND
Away, away, away, away then.
 

FRAILTY
Away, away, away then.
 

Exit Frailty.
 

EDMOND
I shall have a simple father-in-law, a brave captain, able to beat all our street: Captain Idle. Now my lady mother will be fitted for a delicate name: my Lady Idle, my Lady Idle, the finest name that can be for a woman. And then the scholar, Master Pyeboard, for my sister Frances, that will be Mistress Frances Pyeboard. Mistress Frances Pyeboard. They’ll keep a good table, I warrant you. Now all the knights’ noses are put out of joint; they may go to a bone-setter’s now.
 

Enter Captain [Idle] and Pyeboard [with attendants].
 

Hark, hark! Oh, who come here with two torches before ‘em? My sweet captain and my fine scholar! Oh, how bravely they are shot up in one night! They look like fine Britons now, methinks. Here’s a gallant change, i’faith! ‘Slid, they have hir’d men and all by the clock!
 

[IDLE]
Master Edmond; kind, honest, dainty Master Edmond.
 

EDMOND
Fogh, sweet captain father-in-law! A rare perfume, i’faith.
 

PYEBOARD
What, are the brides stirring? May we steal upon ‘em, think’st thou, Master Edmond?
 

EDMOND
Faw, they’re e’en upon readiness, I can assure you, for they were at their torch e’en now; by the same token I tumbled down the stairs.
 

PYEBOARD
Alas, poor Master Edmond.
 

Enter musicians.
 

[IDLE]
Oh, the musicians! I prithee, Master Edmond, call ‘em in and liquor ‘em a little.
 

EDMOND
That I will, sweet captain father-in-law, and make each of them as drunk as a common fiddler.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

The street before the Widow’s house
 

Enter Sir John Pennydub, and Moll above lacing her clothes.
 

[SIR JOHN]
Whew! Mistress Moll, Mistress Moll!
 

MOLL
Who’s there?
 

[SIR JOHN]
’Tis I.
 

MOLL
Who? Sir John Pennydub? Oh, you’re an early cock, i’faith! Who would have thought you to be so rare a stirrer?
 

[SIR JOHN]
Prithee, Moll, let me come up.
 

MOLL
No, by my faith, Sir John; I’ll keep you down, for you knights are very dangerous if once you get above.
 

[SIR JOHN]
I’ll not stay, i’faith.
 

MOLL
I’faith you shall stay, for, Sir John, you must note the nature of the climates: your northern wench in her own country may well hold out till she be fifteen, but if she touch the south once and come up to London, here the chimes go presently after twelve.
 

[SIR JOHN]
Oh, th’art a mad wench, Moll; but I prithee make haste, for the priest is gone before.
 

MOLL
Do you follow him; I’ll not be long after.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

A room in Sir Oliver Muckhill’s house
 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, Sir Andrew Tipstaff, and old Skirmish talking.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Oh, monstrous, unheard-of forgery!
 

[SIR ANDREW]
Knight, I never heard of such villainy in our own country in my life.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Why, ’tis impossible. Dare you maintain your words?
 

SKIRMISH
Dare we? Even to their wezen pipes. We know all their plots; they cannot squander with us. They have knavishly abus’d us, made only properties on’s, to advance theirselves upon our shoulders, but they shall rue their abuses. This morning they are to be married.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
’Tis too true. Yet if the widow be not too much besotted on sleights and forgeries, the revelation of their villainies will make ‘em loathsome. And to that end, be it in private to you, I sent late last night to an honourable personage, to whom I am much indebted in kindness, as he is to me; and therefore presume upon the payment of his tongue, and that he will lay out good words for me: and to speak truth, for such needful occasions I only preserve him in bond, and sometimes he may do me more good here in the city by a free word of his mouth than if he had paid one half in hand and took doomsday for t’other.
 

[SIR ANDREW]
In troth, sir, without soothing be it spoken, you have publish’d much judgment in these few words.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
For you know, what such a man utters will be thought effectual and to weighty purpose, and therefore into his mouth we’ll put the approved theme of their forgeries.
 

SKIRMISH
And I’ll maintain it, knight, if [ye’ll] be true.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
How now, fellow?
 

SERVANT
May it please you, sir, my lord is newly lighted from his coach.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
Is my lord come already? His honour’s early.
You see he loves me well. Up before seven!
Trust me, I have found him night-capp’d at eleven.
There’s good hope yet; come, [I’ll] relate all to him.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 4.
 

A street, a church appearing
 

Enter the two bridegrooms, Captain [Idle] and scholar [Pyeboard]; after them, Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang’d in apparel, Mistress Francis led between two knights, Sir John Pennydub and Moll[, with Nicholas and other attendants.] There meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipstaff.
 

NOBLEMAN
By your leave, lady.
 

WIDOW
My lord, your honour is most chastely welcome.
 

NOBLEMAN
Madam, though I came now from court, I come not to flatter you. Upon whom can I justly cast this blot but upon your own forehead, that know not ink from milk? Such is the blind besotting in the state of an unheaded woman that’s a widow. For it is the property of all you that are widows, a handful excepted, to hate those that honestly and carefully love you, to the maintenance of credit, state, and posterity, and strongly to dote on those that only love you to undo you. Who regard you least are best regarded; who hate you most are best beloved. And if there be but one man amongst ten thousand millions of men that is accurst, disastrous, and evilly planeted, whom Fortune beats most, whom God hates most, and all societies esteem least, that man is sure to be a husband. Such is the peevish moon that rules [your] bloods. An impudent fellow best woos you, a flattering lip best wins you, or in a mirth, who talks rougliest is most sweetest; nor can you distinguish truth from forgeries, mists from simplicity: witness those two deceitful monsters that you have entertain’d for bridegrooms.
 

WIDOW
Deceitful?
 

PYEBOARD
[Aside] All will out.
 

[IDLE]
[Aside to Pyeboard] ‘Sfoot, who has blabb’d, George? That foolish Nicholas?
 

NOBLEMAN
For what they have besotted your easy blood withal were nought but forgeries: the fortune-telling for husbands, the conjuring for the chain Sir Godfrey heard the falsehood of, all nothing but mere knavery, deceit, and cozenage.
 

WIDOW
Oh, wonderful! Indeed, I wonder[‘d] that my husband, with all his craft, could not keep himself out of purgatory.
 

SIR GODFREY
And I more wonder’d that my chain should be gone and my tailor had none of it.
 

MOLL
And I wonder’d most of all that I should be tied from marriage, having such a mind to’t. Come, S[ir] John Pennydub, fair weather on our side: the moon has chang’d since yesternight.
 

PYEBOARD
The sting of every evil is within me.
 

NOBLEMAN
And that you may perceive I feign not with you, behold their fellow actor in those forgeries, who, full of spleen and envy at their so sudden advancements, reveal’d all their plot in anger.
 

[Enter Skirmish.]
 

PYEBOARD
Base soldier, to reveal us!
 

WIDOW
Is’t possible we should be blinded so and our eyes open?
 

NOBLEMAN
Widow, will you now believe that false which too soon you believ’d true?
 

WIDOW
Oh, to my shame I do!
 

SIR GODFREY
But under favour, my lord, my chain was truly lost and strangely found again.
 

NOBLEMAN
Resolve him of that, soldier.
 

[SKIRMISH]
In few words, knight, then, thou wert the arch-gull of all.
 

SIR GODFREY
How, sir?
 

SKIRMISH
Nay, I’ll prove it, for the chain was but hid in the rosemary bank all this while, and thou gotst him out of prison to conjure for it, who did it admirably, fustianly, for indeed what need any others when he knew where it was?
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, villainy of villainies! But how came my chain there?
 

SKIRMISH
Where’s “Truly-la-indeed-la,” he that will not swear, but lie, he that will not steal, but rob: pure Nicholas St. [Tantlings]?
 

SIR GODFREY
Oh, villain! One of our society,
Deem’d always holy, pure, religious.
A puritan a thief! When was’t ever heard?
Sooner we’ll kill a man than steal, thou know’st.
Out, slave! I’ll rend my lion from thy back
With mine own hands.
 

NICHOLAS
Dear master, oh!
 

NOBLEMAN
Nay, knight, dwell in patience. And now, widow, being so near the church, ‘twere great pity, nay, uncharity, to send you home again without a husband. Draw nearer, you of true worship, state, and credit, that should not stand so far off from a widow and suffer forged shapes to come between you. Not that in these I blemish the true title of a captain, or blot the fair margent of a scholar, for I honour worthy and deserving parts in the one, and cherish fruitful virtues in the other. Come, lady, and you, virgin: bestow your eyes and your purest affections upon men of estimation both in court and city that [have] long wooed you, and both with their hearts and wealth sincerely love you.
 

[Sir Oliver and Sir Andrew step forward.]
 

SIR GODFREY
Good sister, do. Sweet little Frank, these are men of reputation: you shall be welcome at hour, a great credit for a citizen. Sweet sister.
 

NOBLEMAN
Come, her silence does consent to’t.
 

WIDOW
I know not with what face — 
 

NOBLEMAN
Pah, pah! Why, with your own face; they desire no other.
 

WIDOW
Pardon me, worthy sirs: I and my daughter
Have wrong’d your loves.
 

[SIR OLIVER]
’Tis easily pardon’d, lady,
If you vouchsafe it now.
 

WIDOW
With all my soul.
 

FRANK
And I, with all my heart.
 

MOLL
And I, Sir John,
With soul, heart, lights and all.
 

[SIR JOHN]
They are all mine, Moll.
 

NOBLEMAN
Now, lady,
What honest spirit but will applaud your choice
And gladly furnish you with hand and voice?
A happy change, which makes even heaven rejoice.
Come, enter into your joys; you shall not want
For fathers now; I doubt it not, believe me,
But that you shall have hands enough to give [ye].
 

Exeunt omnes.
 

Deus dedit his quoq[ue] finem.
 

FINIS
 




THE REVENGER’S TRAGEDY
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In collaboration with Cyril Tourneur
 

The Revenger’s Tragedy was entered into the Stationers’ Register on 7 October 1607 and was first performed in 1606 by the King’s Men. It was staged at the Globe Theatre, the Blackfriars Theatre and at Court shortly after it was composed.  It was originally published anonymously, but in 1656 it was attributed to Cyril Tourneur and he was long believed to be the sole author. It was not until the 20th century that scholars began to question whether the play might have been written by Middleton instead. In the 1970’s two scholars, David Lake (The Canon of Middleton’s Plays, Cambridge University Press, 1975) and MacDonald P. Jackson (Middleton and Shakespeare: Studies in Attribution, Salzburg, 1979) attributed the play to Middleton, and since then there has not been a serious rebuttal to their assertions, or any new arguments supporting Cyril Tourneur as the author. The play is a revenge tragedy: a genre of drama that became popular in the Elizabethan era and continued into the Jacobean period. Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus and Hamlet are famous examples of the genre, characteristically involving the destruction of both the object of revenge and the avenger themselves.

The play is set in an unspecified Italian court and opens with Vindice vowing to wreak revenge on the Duke for the murder of the young man’s beloved nine years ago. Vindice’s brother Hippolito, informs him that the Duke’s son and heir Lussurioso, is in search of a procurer to help him attain a young virgin he desires. Vindice determines to disguise himself and offer to help Lussurioso, in the hopes of extracting revenge against the Duke. There is an overlapping plot involving the Duchess’ infidelity with the Duke’s bastard son and a bloody power struggle between the other potential heirs. The machinations and intrigues result in a predictably violent conclusion, symbolising a cleansing of the social and political ills blighting the kingdom. The conservative reading of the work, and in fact most revenge tragedies, is that ‘order’, and the political status quo — one based on the notion of the divine right — is affirmed in the conclusion.

 However, this interpretation came under criticism during the 20th century, particularly from the critic Jonathan Dollimore, who, in his influential book Radical Tragedy: Religion, Ideology, and Power in the Drama of Shakespeare and his Contemporaries (University of Chicago Press, 1984) argues that the play is a form of radical parody, undermining the prevailing Jacobean ideology.  Dollimore argues that the play ‘exposes the hypocritical moral appeals that characters make to the providential order’ (Radical Tragedy, University of Chicago, 1984, p141) and highlights the example of the Duchess moralising about the horrors of illegitimacy while seducing her stepson and encouraging him to murder someone. He also underlines how the moral and providential ‘rationalisations’ made by Antonio at the close of the play are undermined and subverted by the mocking and playful retorts of Vindice (Radical Tragedy, University of Chicago, 1984, p143).

Though the play was popular at the start of the 17th century, it fell out of favour during the Restoration period before re-emerging to prominence in the 20th century. In 1965 it was produced at the Pitlochry Festival Theatre, and the following year Trevor Nunn staged a performance by the Royal Shakespeare Company starring Ian Richardson. There were a handful of productions during the 1970’s and 1980’s, and in 2008 there were two major renewals of the work: Jonathan Moore produced the play for the Royal Exchange Manchester, and the National Theatre staged a production which featured Rory Kinnear as Vindice. The play has also inspired film adaptations including the 1976 French language movie Noroit, and the 2002 British picture entitled Revenger’s Tragedy, starring Christopher Eccleston and Eddie Izzard.




[image: img25.jpg]

Title page from the 1608 quarto




CONTENTS
 

Dramatis Personæ

Act I Scene 1

Act I Scene 2.

Act I Scene 3.

Act I Scene 4.

Act II Scene 1

Act II Scene 2.

Act II Scene 3.

Act III Scene 1.

Act III Scene 2.

Act III Scene 3.

Act III Scene 4.

Act III Scene 5.

Act III Scene 6.

Act IV Scene 1

Act IV Scene 2.

Act IV Scene 3.

Act IV Scene 4.

Act V Scene 1.

Act V Scene 2.

Act V Scene 3.

 




Dramatis Personæ
 

VINDICI, the revenger, sometimes disguised as Piato
HIPPOLITO, his brother
GRATIANA, his mother
CASTIZA, his sister
DUKE
Two JUDGES
DUCHESS
LUSSURIOSO, the Duke’s son by a previous marriage
AMBITIOSO, the eldest of the Duchess’s three sons by a previous marriage
SPURIO, the Duke’s bastard son
JUNIOR, the Duchess’s youngest son
SUPERVACUO, the Duchess’s middle son
ANTONIO, a virtuous old lord
PIERO, a virtuous lord
DONDOLO, Castiza’s servant
LORDS
Two SERVANTS of Spurio
NOBLES
Four prison OFFICERS
A prison KEEPER
GENTLEMEN
NENCIO }
SORDIDO } Lussurioso’s attendants
A FOURTH MAN in the final masque, Ambitioso’s henchman
Guards]
 




Act I Scene 1
 

Outside Vindici’s house
 

Enter Vindici [with a skull]; the Duke, Duchess, Lussurioso [his] son, Spurio the bastard, with a train pass over the stage with torchlight.
 

VINDICI
Duke, royal lecher, go, gray-hair’d adultery;
And thou his son, as impious steep’d as he;
And thou his bastard, true-begot in evil;
And thou his duchess that will do with [the] devil:
Four ex’lent characters. Oh, that marrowless age
Would stuff the hollow bones with damn’d desires,
And stead of heat kindle infernal fires
Within the spendthrift veins of a dry duke,
A parch’d and juiceless luxur! Oh God, one
That has scarce blood enough to live upon!
And he to riot it like a son and heir?
Oh, the thought of that
Turns my abused heartstrings into fret!
Thou sallow picture of my poisoned love,
My study’s ornament, thou shell of death,
Once the bright face of my betrothed lady,
When life and beauty naturally fill’d out
These ragged imperfections,
When two heaven-pointed diamonds were set
In those unsightly rings: then ’twas a face
So far beyond the artificial shine
Of any woman’s bought complexion
That the uprightest man, if such there be,
That sin but seven times a day, broke custom
And made up eight with looking after her.
Oh, she was able to ha’ made a usurer’s son
Melt all his patrimony in a kiss,
And what his father fifty years told
To have consum’d, and yet his suit been cold!
But oh, accursed palace!
Thee, when thou wert apparel’d in thy flesh,
The old duke poison’d,
Because thy purer part would not consent
Unto his palsy-lust, for old men lustful
Do show like young men angry, eager-violent,
Outbid like their limited performances.
Oh, ‘ware an old man hot and vicious!
“Age, as in gold, in lust is covetous.”
Vengeance, thou murder’s quit-rent, and whereby
Thou shouldst thyself tenant to tragedy,
Oh, keep thy day, hour, minute, I beseech,
For those thou hast determin’d! Hum: whoe’er knew
Murder unpaid? Faith, give revenge her due:
Sh’as kept touch hitherto. Be merry, merry;
Advance thee, O thou terror to fat folks,
To have their costly three-pil’d flesh worn of
As bare as this: for banquets, ease, and laughter
Can make great men, as greatness goes by clay,
But wise men little are more great than they.
 

Enter [his] brother Hippolito.
 

HIPPOLITO
Still sighing o’er death’s vizard?
 

VINDICI
Brother, welcome;
What comfort bringst thou? How go things at court?
 

HIPPOLITO
In silk and silver, brother; never braver.
 

VINDICI
Puh,
Thou play’st upon my meaning. Prithee say,
Has that bald madam, opportunity,
Yet thought upon’s? Speak, are we happy yet?
Thy wrongs and mine are for one scabbard fit.
 

HIPPOLITO
It may prove happiness.
 

VINDICI
What is’t may prove?
Give me to taste.
 

HIPPOLITO
Give me your hearing then.
You know my place at court.
 

VINDICI
Ay, the duke’s chamber.
But ’tis a marvel thou’rt not turn’d out yet!
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, I have been shov’d at, but ’twas still my hap
To hold by th’ duchess’ skirt. You guess at that;
Whom such a coat keeps up can ne’er fall flat.
But to the purpose.
Last evening predecessor unto this,
The duke’s son warily enquir’d for me,
Whose pleasure I attended: he began
By policy to open and unhusk me
About the time and common rumour;
But I had so much wit to keep my thoughts
Up in their built houses, yet afforded him
An idle satisfaction without danger.
But the whole aim and scope of his intent
Ended in this: conjuring me in private
To seek some strange-digested fellow forth
Of ill-contented nature, either disgrac’d
In former times, or by new grooms displac’d
Since his stepmother’s nuptials, such a blood
A man that were for evil only good;
To give you the true word, some base-coin’d pander.
 

VINDICI
I reach you, for I know his heat is such:
Were there as many concubines as ladies
He would not be contain’d, he must fly out.
I wonder how ill-featur’d, vild-proportion’d
That one should be, if she were made for woman,
Whom at the insurrection of his lust
He would refuse for once. Heart, I think none,
Next to a skull, tho’ more unsound than one:
Each face he meets he strongly dotes upon.
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, y’ave truly spoke him.
He knows not you, but I’ll swear you know him.
 

VINDICI
And therefore I’ll put on that knave for once,
And be a right man then, a man a’ th’ time,
For to be honest is not to be i’ th’ world.
Brother, I’ll be that strange-composed fellow.
 

HIPPOLITO
And I’ll prefer you, brother.
 

VINDICI
Go to then;
The small’st advantage fattens wronged men,
It may point out. Occasion, if I meet her,
I’ll hold her by the foretop fast enough,
Or like the French mole heave up hair and all.
I have a habit that will fit it quaintly.
 

[Enter Gratiana and Castiza.]
 

Here comes our mother.
 

HIPPOLITO
And sister.
 

VINDICI
We must coin.
Women are apt, you know, to take false money,
But I dare stake my soul for these two creatures,
Only excuse excepted that they’ll swallow
Because their sex is easy in belief.
 

[GRATIANA]
What news from [court], son Carlo?
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, Mother,
’Tis whisper’d there the duchess’ youngest son
Has play’d a rape on Lord Antonio’s wife.
 

[GRATIANA]
On that religious lady!
 

CASTIZA
Royal blood!
Monster, he deserves to die,
If Italy had no more hopes but he.
 

VINDICI
Sister, y’ave sentenc’d most direct and true:
The law’s a woman, and would she were you.
Mother, I must take leave of you.
 

[GRATIANA]
Leave for what?
 

VINDICI
I intend speedy travel.
 

HIPPOLITO
That he does, madam.
 

[GRATIANA]
Speedy indeed!
 

VINDICI
For since my worthy father’s funeral,
My life’s unnatural to me, e’en compell’d
As if I liv’d now when I should be dead.
 

[GRATIANA]
Indeed he was a worthy gentleman,
Had his estate been fellow to his mind.
 

VINDICI
The duke did much deject him.
 

[GRATIANA]
Much?
 

VINDICI
Too much.
And through disgrace oft smother’d in his spirit
When it would mount, surely I think he died
Of discontent, the nobleman’s consumption.
 

[GRATIANA]
Most sure he did!
 

VINDICI
Did he? ‘Lack, you know all;
You were his midnight secretary.
 

[GRATIANA]
No.
He was too wise to trust me with his thoughts.
 

VINDICI
I’faith then, father, thou wast wise indeed:
“Wives are but made to go to bed and feed.”
Come mother, sister; you’ll bring me onward, brother?
 

HIPPOLITO
I will.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to him] I’ll quickly turn into another.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A court of law
 

Enter the old Duke, Lussurioso his son, the Duchess, the Bastard, the Duchess’ two sons Ambitioso and Supervacuo, the third her youngest brought out with Officers for the rape, two Judges.
 

DUKE
Duchess, it is your youngest son; we’re sorry.
His violent act has e’en drawn blood of honour
And stain’d our honours,
Thrown ink upon the forehead of our state,
Which envious spirits will dip their pens into
After our death and blot us in our tombs,
For that which would seem treason in our lives
Is laughter when we’re dead: who dares now whisper
That dares not then speak out, and e’en proclaim,
With loud words and broad pens our closest shame?
 

[FIRST] JUDGE
Your grace hath spoke like to your silver years
Full of confirmed gravity, for what is it to have
A flattering false insculption on a tomb,
And in men’s hearts’ reproach? The bowell’d corpse
May be cer’d in, but with free tongue I speak,
“The faults of great men through their [cerecloths] break.”
 

DUKE
They do, we’re sorry for’t; it is our fate:
To live in fear and die to live in hate.
I leave him to your sentence; doom him, lords,
The fact is great, whilst I sit by and sigh.
 

DUCHESS
My gracious lord, I pray be merciful.
Although his trespass far exceed his years,
Think him to be your own as I am yours;
Call him not son-in-law. The law I fear
Will fall too soon upon his name and him;
Temper his fault with pity.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Good my lord,
Then ‘twill not taste so bitter and unpleasant
Upon the judge’s palate, for offenses
Gilt o’er with mercy show like fairest women,
Good only for their beauties, which wash’d of,
No sin is uglier.
 

AMBITIOSO
I beseech your grace,
Be soft and mild: let not relentless law,
Look with an iron forehead on our brother.
 

SPURIO
He yields small comfort yet; hope he shall die,
And if a bastard’s wish might stand in force,
Would all the court were turn’d into a corse.
 

DUCHESS
No pity yet? Must I rise fruitless then?
A wonder in a woman. Are my knees
Of such low metal that without respect — 
 

FIRST JUDGE
Let the offender stand forth.
’Tis the duke’s pleasure that impartial doom
Shall take [fast] hold of his unclean attempt.
A rape! Why, ’tis the very core of lust,
Double adultery!
 

JUNIOR
So, sir.
 

SECOND JUDGE
And which was worse,
Committed on the Lord Antonio’s wife,
That general honest lady. Confess, my lord!
What mov’d you to’t?
 

JUNIOR
Why, flesh and blood, my lord.
What should move men unto a woman else?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, do not jest thy doom; trust not an axe
Or sword too far: the law is a wise serpent
And quickly can beguile thee of thy life.
Tho’ marriage only has [made] thee my brother,
I love thee so far; play not with thy death.
 

JUNIOR
I thank you, troth; good admonitions, faith,
If I’d the grace now to make use of them.
 

FIRST JUDGE
That lady’s name has spread such a fair wing
Over all Italy, that if our tongues
Were sparing toward the fact, judgment itself
Would be condemned and suffer in men’s thoughts.
 

JUNIOR
Well then, ’tis done, and it would please me well
Were it to do again: sure [she’s] a goddess,
For I’d no power to see her and to live.
It falls out true in this, for I must die:
Her beauty was ordain’d to be my scaffold.
And yet [methinks] I might be easier [cess’d],
My fault being sport, let me but die in jest.
 

FIRST JUDGE
This be the sentence.
 

DUCHESS
Oh, keep ‘t upon your tongue; let it not slip:
Death too soon steals out of a lawyer’s lip.
Be not so cruel-wise.
 

FIRST JUDGE
Your grace must pardon us;
’Tis but the justice of the law.
 

DUCHESS
The law
Is grown more subtle than a woman should be.
 

SPURIO
[Aside] Now, now he dies; rid ‘em away.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] Oh, what it is to have an old, cool duke,
To be as slack in tongue as in performance!
 

FIRST JUDGE
Confirm’d; this be the doom irrevocable.
 

DUCHESS
Oh!
 

FIRST JUDGE
Tomorrow early — 
 

DUCHESS
Pray be a-bed, my lord.
 

FIRST JUDGE
Your grace much wrongs yourself.
 

AMBITIOSO
No, ’tis that tongue,
Your too much right, does do us too much wrong.
 

FIRST JUDGE
Let that offender — 
 

DUCHESS
Live, and be in health.
 

FIRST JUDGE
Be on a scaffold — 
 

DUKE
Hold, hold, my lord.
 

SPURIO
[Aside] Pax on’t,
What makes my dad speak now?
 

DUKE
We will defer the judgment till next sitting.
In the meantime let him be kept close prisoner:
Guard, bear him hence.
 

[Ambitioso and Supervacuo take Junior aside.]
 

AMBITIOSO
Brother, this makes for thee;
Fear not, we’ll have a trick to set thee free.
 

JUNIOR
Brother, I will expect it from you both,
And in that hope I rest.
 

SUPERVACUO
Farewell, be merry.
 

Exit [Junior] with a guard.
 

SPURIO
[Aside] Delay’d, deferr’d! Nay, then if judgment have cold blood,
Flattery and bribes will kill it.
 

DUKE
About it then, my lords, with your best powers;
More serious business calls upon our hours.
 

Exeunt [omnes]. Manet Duchess.
 

DUCHESS
Wast ever known step-duchess was so mild
And calm as I? Some now would plot his death
With easy doctors, those loose-living men,
And make his wither’d grace fall to his grave
And keep church better.
Some second wife would do this, and dispatch
Her double-loath’d lord at meat and sleep.
Indeed, ’tis true an old man’s twice a child.
Mine cannot speak; one of his single words
Would quite have freed my youngest, dearest son
From death or durance, and have made him walk
With a bold foot upon the thorny law,
Whose prickles should bow under him: but ’tis not,
And therefore wedlock, faith, shall be forgot.
I’ll kill him in his forehead; hate there feed:
That wound is deepest tho’ it never bleed.
 

[Enter Spurio.]
 

[Aside] And here comes he whom my heart points unto,
His bastard son, but my love’s true-begot.
Many a wealthy letter have I sent him,
Swell’d up with jewels, and the timorous man
Is yet but coldly kind;
That jewel’s mine that quivers in his ear,
Mocking his master’s chillness and vain fear.
H’as spied me now.
 

SPURIO
Madam? Your grace so private?
My duty on your hand.
 

[He kisses her hand.]
 

DUCHESS
Upon my hand, sir! Troth, I think you’d fear
To kiss my hand too if my lip stood there.
 

SPURIO
Witness I would not, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Tis a wonder,
For ceremony [has] made many fools.
It is as easy way unto a duchess
As to a hatted dame, if her love answer,
But that by timorous honours, pale respects,
Idle degrees of fear, men make their ways
Hard of themselves. What have you thought of me?
 

SPURIO
Madam, I ever think of you in duty,
Regard, and — 
 

DUCHESS
Puh, upon my love, I mean!
 

SPURIO
I would ‘twere love, but [‘t ‘as] a fouler name
Than lust; you are my father’s wife: your grace may guess now
What I could call it.
 

DUCHESS
Why, th’art his son but falsely;
’Tis a hard question whether he begot thee.
 

SPURIO
I’faith, ’tis true too; I’m an uncertain man,
Of more uncertain woman. Maybe his groom
A’ th’ stable begot me; you know I know not.
He could ride a horse well; a shrewd suspicion, marry!
He was wondrous tall; he had his length, i’faith,
For peeping over half shut holy-day windows:
Men would desire him light! When he was afoot,
He made a goodly show under a penthouse,
And when he rid, his hat would check the signs
And clatter barbers’ basins.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, set you a-horseback once,
You’ll ne’er light off.
 

SPURIO
Indeed, I am a beggar.
 

DUCHESS
That’s more the sign thou art great. But to our love:
Let it stand firm both in thought and mind.
That the duke was thy father, as no doubt then
He bid fair for’t, thy injury is the more,
For had he cut thee a right diamond,
Thou hadst been next set in the dukedom’s ring
When his worn self like age’s easy slave
Had dropp’d out of the collet into th’ grave.
What wrong can equal this? Canst thou be tame
And think upon’t?
 

SPURIO
No, mad and think upon’t!
 

DUCHESS
Who would not be reveng’d of such a father,
E’en in the worst way? I would thank that sin
That could most injury him and be in league with it.
Oh, what a grief ’tis, that a man should live
But once i’ th’ world, and then to live a bastard,
The curse a’ the womb, the thief of nature,
Begot against the seventh commandment,
Half-damn’d in the conception, by the justice
Of that unbribed, everlasting law!
 

SPURIO
Oh, I’d a hot-back’d devil to my father!
 

DUCHESS
Would not this mad e’en patience, make blood rough?
Who but an eunuch would not sin, his bed
By one false minute disinherited?
 

SPURIO
Ay, there’s the vengeance that my birth was wrapp’d in;
I’ll be reveng’d for all. Now hate begin;
I’ll call foul incest but a venial sin.
 

DUCHESS
Cold still? In vain then must a duchess woo?
 

SPURIO
Madam, I blush to say what I will do.
 

DUCHESS
Thence flew sweet comfort, earnest and farewell.
 

[She kisses him.]
 

SPURIO
Oh, one incestuous kiss picks open hell!
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] Faith, now, old duke, my vengeance shall reach high;
I’ll arm thy brow with woman’s heraldry.
 

Exit.
 

SPURIO
Duke, thou didst do me wrong, and by thy act
Adultery is my nature.
Faith, if the truth were known, I was begot
After some gluttonous dinner; some stirring dish
Was my first father. When deep healths went round,
And ladies’ cheeks were painted red with wine,
Their tongues as short and nimble as their heels,
Uttering words sweet and thick, and when they [rose]
Were merrily dispos’d to fall again:
In such a whisp’ring and withdrawing hour,
When base male-bawds kept sentinel at stair-head,
Was I stol’n softly. Oh, damnation met
The sin of feasts, drunken adultery!
I feel it swell me; my revenge is just:
I was begot in impudent wine and lust.
Stepmother, I consent to thy desires;
I love thy mischief well, but I hate thee
And those three cubs, thy sons, wishing confusion,
Death, and disgrace may be their epitaphs.
As for my brother, the duke’s only son,
Whose birth is more beholding to report
Than mine, and yet perhaps as falsely sown — 
Women must not be trusted with their own — 
I’ll loose my days upon him: hate all I.
Duke, on thy brow I’ll draw my bastardy,
For indeed a bastard by nature should make cuckolds,
Because he is the son of a cuckold-maker.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

The palace
 

Enter Vindici and Hippolito, Vindici in disguise [as Piato] to attend Lord Lussurioso, the duke’s son.
 

VINDICI
What, brother? Am I far enough from myself?
 

HIPPOLITO
As if another man had been sent
Into the world, and none wist how he came.
 

VINDICI
It will confirm me bold, the child a’ th’ court:
Let blushes dwell i’ th’ country. Impudence,
Thou goddess of the palace, [mistress] of [mistresses]
To whom the costly-perfum’d people pray,
Strike thou my forehead into dauntless marble,
Mine eyes to steady sapphires: turn my visage,
And if I must needs glow, let me blush inward
That this immodest season may not spy
That scholar in my cheeks, fool-bashfulness,
That maid in the old time, whose flush of grace
Would never suffer her to get good clothes.
Our maids are wiser and are less asham’d;
Save grace the bawd I seldom hear grace nam’d!
 

HIPPOLITO
Nay, brother, you reach out a’ th’ verge now.
 

[Enter Lussurioso.]
 

‘Sfoot, the duke’s son! Settle your looks.
 

VINDICI
Pray let me not be doubted.
 

HIPPOLITO
My lord — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Hippolito? Be absent; leave us.
 

HIPPOLITO
My lord, after long search, wary inquiries
And politic siftings, I made choice of yon fellow,
Whom I guess rare for many deep employments;
This our age swims within him: and if Time
Had so much hair, I should take him for Time,
He is so near kin to this present minute.
 

LUSSURIOSO
’Tis enough;
We thank thee. Yet words are but great men’s blanks:
Gold, tho’ it be dumb, does utter the best thanks.
 

[He gives Hippolito gold.]
 

HIPPOLITO
Your plenteous honour; an ex’lent fellow, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
So, give us leave.
 

Exit [Hippolito].
 

Welcome, be not far off, we must be better acquainted. Push, be bold with us, thy hand!
 

VINDICI
With all my heart, i’faith. How dost, sweet musk-cat?
When shall we lie together?
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] Wondrous knave!
Gather him into boldness? ‘Sfoot, the slave’s
Already as familiar as an ague,
And shakes me at his pleasure! — Friend, I can
Forget myself in private, but elsewhere,
I pray do you remember me.
 

VINDICI
Oh, very well, sir.
I conster myself saucy.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What hast been?
Of what profession?
 

VINDICI
A bone-setter.
 

LUSSURIOSO
A bone-setter!
 

VINDICI
A bawd, my lord,
One that sets bones together.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] Notable bluntness!
Fit, fit for me, e’en train’d up to my hand. — 
Thou hast been scrivener to much knavery then?
 

VINDICI
Fool to abundance, sir. I have been witness
To the surrenders of a thousand virgins,
And not so little;
I have seen patrimonies wash’d a’ pieces,
Fruit-fields turn’d into bastards,
And in a world of acres,
Not so much dust due to the heir ’twas left to
As would well gravel a petition!
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] Fine villain! Troth, I like him wondrously.
He’s e’en shap’d for my purpose. — Then thou know’st
I’ th’ world strange lust.
 

VINDICI
Oh, Dutch lust! Fulsome lust!
Drunken procreation, which begets
So many drunkards! Some father dreads not, gone
To bed in wine, to slide from the mother
And cling the daughter-in-law,
Some uncles are adulterous with their nieces,
Brothers with brothers’ wives. Oh, hour of incest!
Any kin now next to the rim a’ th’ sister
Is man’s meat in these days, and in the morning
When they are up and dress’d, and their mask on,
Who can perceive this save that eternal eye
That sees through flesh and all well. If anything be damn’d,
It will be twelve a’ clock at night; that twelve
Will never ‘scape:
It is the Judas of the hours, wherein
Honest salvation is betray’d to sin.
 

LUSSURIOSO
In troth, it is too; but let this talk glide.
It is our blood to err, tho’ hell gap’d loud:
Ladies know Lucifer fell, yet still are proud.
Now, sir. Wert thou as secret as thou’rt subtle,
And deeply fadom’d into all estates,
I would embrace thee for a near employment,
And thou shouldst swell in money, and be able
To make lame beggars crouch to thee.
 

VINDICI
My lord?
Secret? I ne’er had that disease a’ th’ mother,
I praise my father: why are men made close,
But to keep thoughts in best? I grant you this,
Tell but some woman a secret overnight,
Your doctor may find it in the urinal i’ th’ morning.
But, my lord — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
So, thou’rt confirmed in me,
And thus I enter thee.
 

VINDICI
This Indian devil
Will quickly enter any man but a usurer;
He prevents that by ent’ring the devil first.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Attend me: I am past my [depth] in lust
And I must swim or drown; all my desires
Are level’d at a virgin not far from court,
To whom I have convey’d by messenger
Many wax’d lines, full of my neatest spirit,
And jewels that were able to ravish her
Without the help of man, all which and more
She, foolish-chaste, sent back, the messengers
Receiving frowns for answers.
 

VINDICI
Possible?
’Tis a rare phoenix, whoe’er she be,
If your desires be such, she so repugnant.
In troth, my lord, I’d be reveng’d and marry her.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Push, the dowry of her blood and of her fortunes
Are both too mean, good enough to be bad withal.
I’m one of that number can defend
Marriage is good, yet rather keep a friend.
Give me my bed by stealth; there’s true delight:
What breeds a loathing in’t but night by night?
 

VINDICI
A very fine religion!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Therefore thus:
I’ll trust thee in the business of my heart
Because I see thee well experienc’d
In this luxurious day wherein we breathe.
Go thou, and with a smooth, enchanting tongue
Bewitch her ears and cozen her of all grace.
Enter upon the portion of her soul,
Her honour, which she calls her chastity,
And bring it into expense, for honesty
Is like a stock of money laid to sleep,
Which ne’er so little broke does never keep.
 

VINDICI
You have gi’n ‘t the tang, i’faith, my lord.
Make known the lady to me, and my brain
Shall swell with strange invention: I will move it
Till I expire with speaking, and drop down
Without a word to save me; but I’ll work.
 

LUSSURIOSO
We thank thee, and will raise thee: receive her name;
It is the only daughter to Madam Gratiana,
The late widow.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Oh, my sister, my sister!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why dost walk aside?
 

VINDICI
My lord, I was thinking how I might begin,
As thus, “Oh, lady,” or twenty hundred devices;
Her very bodkin will put a man in.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, or the wagging of her hair.
 

VINDICI
No, that shall put you in, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Shall ‘t? Why, content. Dost know the daughter then?
 

VINDICI
Oh, ex’lent well by sight.
 

LUSSURIOSO
That was her brother
That did prefer thee to us.
 

VINDICI
My lord, I think so;
I knew I had seen him somewhere.
 

LUSSURIOSO
And therefore, prithee, let thy heart to him
Be as a virgin, close.
 

VINDICI
Oh, [my] good lord!
 

LUSSURIOSO
We may laugh at that simple age within him.
 

VINDICI
Ha, ha, ha!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Himself being made the subtle instrument
To wind up a good fellow.
 

VINDICI
That’s I, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
That’s thou,
To entice and work his sister.
 

VINDICI
A pure novice!
 

LUSSURIOSO
’Twas finely manag’d.
 

VINDICI
Gallantly carried.
[Aside] A pretty, perfum’d villain!
 

LUSSURIOSO
I’ve bethought me,
If she prove chaste still and immoveable,
Venture upon the mother, and with gifts
As I will furnish thee, begin with her.
 

VINDICI
Oh, fie, fie, that’s the wrong end, my lord! ’Tis mere impossible that a mother by any gifts should become a bawd to her own daughter!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Nay, then I see thou’rt but a puny in the subtle mystery of a woman.
Why, ’tis held now no dainty dish: the name
Is so in league with age that nowadays
It does eclipse three quarters of a mother.
 

VINDICI
Dost so, my lord?
Let me alone then to eclipse the fourth.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why, well said; come, I’ll furnish thee, but first
Swear to be true in all.
 

VINDICI
True?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Nay, but swear!
 

VINDICI
Swear?
I hope your honour little doubts my faith.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Yet for my humour’s sake, ‘cause I love swearing.
 

VINDICI
‘Cause you love swearing, ‘slud, I will.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why, enough,
Ere long look to be made of better stuff.
 

VINDICI
That will do well indeed, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Attend me.
 

Exit.
 

VINDICI
Oh,
Now let me burst: I’ve eaten noble poison!
We are made strange fellows, brother, innocent villains.
Wilt not be angry when thou hear’st on’t, think’st thou?
I’faith, thou shalt; swear me to foul my sister!
Sword, I durst make a promise of him to thee,
Thou shalt dis-heir him, it shall be thine honour!
And yet now angry froth is down in me,
It would not prove the meanest policy
In this disguise to try the faith of both;
Another might have had the selfsame office,
Some slave that would have wrought effectually,
Ay, and perhaps o’erwrought ‘em. Therefore I,
Being thought travell’d, will apply myself
Unto the selfsame form, forget my nature,
As if no part about me were kin to ‘em;
So touch ‘em, tho’ I durst almost for good
Venture my lands in heaven upon their [blood].
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 4.
 

Antonio’s house
 

Enter the discontented Lord Antonio, whose wife the Duchess’ youngest son ravish’d, he discovering the body of her dead to [Piero and other] certain Lords and Hippolito.
 

ANTONIO
Draw nearer, lords, and be sad witnesses
Of a fair, comely building newly fall’n,
Being falsely undermined: violent rape
Has play’d a glorious act. Behold, my lords,
A sight that strikes man out of me.
 

PIERO
That virtuous lady?
 

ANTONIO
President for wives!
 

HIPPOLITO
The blush of many women, whose chaste presence
Would e’en call shame up to their cheeks,
And make pale wanton sinners have good colours — 
 

ANTONIO
Dead!
Her honour first drunk poison, and her life,
Being fellows in one house, did pledge her honour.
 

PIERO
Oh, grief of many!
 

ANTONIO
I mark’d not this before.
A prayer book the pillow to her cheek,
This was her rich confection, and another
Plac’d in her right hand, with a leaf tuck’d up,
Pointing to these words:
“Melius virtute mori, quam per dedecus vivere.”
True and effectual it is indeed.
 

HIPPOLITO
My lord, since you invite us to your sorrows,
Let’s truly taste ‘em, that with equal comfort
As to ourselves we may relieve your wrongs;
We have grief too that yet walks without tongue:
Curae leves loquuntur, majores stupent.
 

ANTONIO
You deal with truth, my lord.
Lend me but your attentions, and I’ll cut
Long grief into short words: last revelling night,
When torch-light made an artificial noon
About the court, some courtiers in the masque,
Putting on better faces than their own,
Being full of fraud and flattery, amongst whom
The duchess’ youngest son, that moth to honour,
Fill’d up a room, and with long lust to eat
Into my wearing, amongst all the ladies,
Singled out that dear form, who ever liv’d
As cold in lust as she is now in death,
Which that step-duchess’ monster knew too well;
And therefore in the height of all the revels,
When music was hard loudest, courtiers busiest,
And ladies great with laughter. Oh, vicious minute!
Unfit but for relation to be spoke of!
Then with a face more impudent than his vizard,
He harried her amidst a throng of panders,
That live upon damnation of both kinds,
And fed the ravenous vulture of his lust!
Oh, death to think on’t! She, her honour forc’d,
Deem’d it a nobler dowry for her name
To die with poison than to live with shame.
 

HIPPOLITO
A wondrous lady; of rare fire compact:
Sh’as made her name an empress by that act.
 

PIERO
My lord, what judgment follows the offender?
 

ANTONIO
Faith, none, my lord: it cools and is deferr’d.
 

PIERO
Delay the doom for rape?
 

ANTONIO
Oh, you must note who ’tis should die:
The Duchess’ son; she’ll look to be a saver.
“Judgment in this age is ne’er kin to favour.”
 

HIPPOLITO
[Drawing his sword] Nay, then step forth, thou bribeless officer.
I bind you all in steel to bind you surely:
Here let your oaths meet to be kept and paid,
Which else will stick like rust and shame the blade.
Strengthen my vow, that if at the next sitting
Judgment speak all in gold, and spare the blood
Of such a serpent, e’en before their seats,
To let his soul out, which long since was found
Guilty in heaven.
 

ALL [LORDS]
We swear it and will act it.
 

ANTONIO
Kind gentlemen, I thank you in mine ire.
 

HIPPOLITO
‘Twere pity
The ruins of so fair a monument
Should not be dipp’d in the defacer’s blood.
 

PIERO
Her funeral shall be wealthy, for her name
Merits a tomb of pearl. My Lord Antonio,
For this time wipe your lady from your eyes;
No doubt our grief and yours may one day court it,
When we are more familiar with revenge.
 

ANTONIO
That is my comfort, gentlemen, and I joy
In this one happiness above the rest,
Which will be call’d a miracle at last,
That being an old man I’d a wife so chaste.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1 
 

Vindici’s house
 

Enter Castiza the sister.
 

CASTIZA
How hardly shall that maiden be beset
Whose only fortunes are her constant thoughts,
That has no other child’s part but her honour
That keeps her low and empty in estate.
Maids and their honours are like poor beginners:
Were not sin rich there would be fewer sinners.
Why had not virtue a revenue? Well,
I know the cause: ’twould have impoverish’d hell.
 

Enter Dondolo.
 

How now, Dondolo?
 

DONDOLO
[Madonna], there is one, as they say, a thing of flesh and blood, a man I take him by his beard, that would very desirously mouth to mouth with you.
 

CASTIZA
What’s that?
 

DONDOLO
Show his teeth in your company.
 

CASTIZA
I understand thee not.
 

DONDOLO
Why, speak with you, Madonna!
 

CASTIZA
Why, say so, madman, and cut of a great deal of dirty way. Had it not been better spoke in ordinary words that one would speak with me?
 

DONDOLO
Ha, ha, that’s as ordinary as two shillings! I would strive a little to show myself in my place: a gentleman usher scorns to use the phrase and fancy of a serving-man.
 

CASTIZA
Yours be your [own], sir; go direct him hither.
 

[Exit Dondolo.]
 

I hope some happy tidings from my brother
That lately travell’d, whom my soul affects.
 

Enter [Vindici] her brother disguised [as Piato].
 

Here he comes.
 

VINDICI
[Giving her a jewel] Lady, the best of wishes to your sex,
Fair skins and new gowns.
 

CASTIZA
Oh, they shall thank you, sir.
Whence this?
 

VINDICI
Oh, from a dear and worthy friend, mighty!
 

CASTIZA
From whom?
 

VINDICI
The duke’s son!
 

CASTIZA
Receive that!
 

A box a’ th’ ear to her brother.
 

I swore I’d put anger in my hand
And pass the virgin limits of myself
To him that next appear’d in that base office
To be his sin’s attorney; bear to him
That figure of my hate upon thy cheek
Whilst ’tis yet hot, and I’ll reward thee for’t.
Tell him my honour shall have a rich name
When several harlots shall share his with shame.
Farewell; commend me to him in my hate!
 

Exit.
 

VINDICI
It is the sweetest box
That e’er my nose came nigh,
The finest drawn-work cuff that e’er was worn.
I’ll love this blow forever, and this cheek
Shall still hence forward take the wall of this.
Oh, I’m above my tongue! Most constant sister,
In this thou hast right honourable shown;
Many are call’d by their honour that have none.
Thou art approv’d forever in my thoughts.
It is not in the power of words to taint thee,
And yet for the salvation of my oath,
As my resolve in that point, I will lay
Hard siege unto my mother, tho’ I know
A siren’s tongue could not bewitch her so.
 

[Enter Gratiana.]
 

[Aside] Mass, fitly here she comes; thanks, my disguise. — 
Madam, good afternoon.
 

[GRATIANA]
Y’are welcome, sir.
 

VINDICI
The next of Italy commends him to you,
Our mighty expectation, the duke’s son.
 

[GRATIANA]
I think myself much honour’d that he pleases
To rank me in his thoughts.
 

VINDICI
So may you, lady:
One that is like to be our sudden duke;
The crown gapes for him every tide, and then
Commander o’er us all. Do but think on him;
How bless’d were they now that could pleasure him
E’en with anything almost.
 

[GRATIANA]
Ay, save their honour.
 

VINDICI
Tut, one would let a little of that go too
And ne’er be seen in’t: ne’er be seen [in’t], mark you;
I’d wink and let it go.
 

[GRATIANA]
Marry, but I would not.
 

VINDICI
Marry, but I would I hope; I know you would too,
If you’d that blood now which you gave your daughter.
To her indeed ’tis this wheel comes about:
That man that must be all this, perhaps ere morning,
For his white father does but mould away,
Has long desir’d your daughter.
 

[GRATIANA]
Desir’d?
 

VINDICI
Nay, but hear me:
He desires now that will command hereafter.
Therefore be wise; I speak as more a friend
To you than him. Madam, I know y’are poor
And ‘lack the day, there are too many poor ladies already:
Why should you vex the number? ’Tis despis’d.
Live wealthy, rightly understand the world,
And chide away that foolish country girl
Keeps company with your daughter, chastity.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, fie, fie,
The riches of the world cannot hire
A mother to such a most unnatural task!
 

VINDICI
No, but a thousand angels can:
Men have no power; angels must work you to’t.
The world descends into such base-born evils
That forty angels can make fourscore devils.
There will be fools still, I perceive, still [fools].
Would I be poor, dejected, scorn’d of greatness,
Swept from the palace, and see other daughters
Spring with the dew a’ th’ court, having mine own
So much desir’d and lov’d by the duke’s son?
No, I would raise my state upon her breast
And call her eyes my tenants; I would count
My yearly maintenance upon her cheeks,
Take coach upon her lip, and all her parts
Should keep men after men, and I would ride
In pleasure upon pleasure.
You took great pains for her, once when it was;
Let her requite it now, tho’ it be but some:
You brought her forth; she may well bring you home.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, heavens! This overcomes me.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Not, I hope, already?
 

[GRATIANA]
It is too strong for me; men know that know us:
We are so weak their words can overthrow us.
He touch’d me nearly, made my virtues bate
When his tongue struck upon my poor estate.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] I e’en quake to proceed; my spirit turns edge.
I fear me she’s unmother’d, yet I’ll venture:
“That woman is all male whom none can enter.” — 
What think you now, lady? Speak, are you wiser?
What said advancement to you? Thus it said:
The daughter’s fall lifts up the mother’s head.
Did it not, madam? But I’ll swear it does
In many places; tut, this age fears no man:
“’Tis no shame to be bad, because ’tis common.”
 

[GRATIANA]
Ay, that’s the comfort on’t.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] The comfort on’t! — 
[Giving her gold] I keep the best for last: can these persuade you
To forget heaven and — 
 

[GRATIANA]
Ay, these are they — 
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Oh!
 

[GRATIANA]
That enchant our sex; these are the means
That govern our affections. That woman
Will not be troubled with the mother long
That sees the comfortable shine of you;
I blush to think what for your sakes I’ll do!
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Oh, suff’ring heaven, with thy invisible finger
E’en at this instant turn the precious side
Of both mine eye-balls inward, not to see myself!
 

[GRATIANA]
Look you, sir.
 

VINDICI
Holla.
 

[GRATIANA]
[Giving him gold] Let this thank your pains.
 

VINDICI
Oh, you’re a kind [madam].
 

[GRATIANA]
I’ll see how I can move.
 

VINDICI
Your words will sting.
 

[GRATIANA]
If she be still chaste I’ll ne’er call her mine.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Spoke truer than you meant it.
 

Enter Castiza.
 

[GRATIANA]
Daughter Castiza.
 

CASTIZA
Madam.
 

VINDICI
Oh, she’s yonder.
Meet her.
[Aside] Troops of celestial soldiers guard her heart;
Yon dam has devils enough to take her part.
 

CASTIZA
Madam, what makes yon evil-offic’d man
In presence of you?
 

[GRATIANA]
Why?
 

CASTIZA
He lately brought
Immodest writing sent from the duke’s son
To tempt me to dishonourable act.
 

[GRATIANA]
Dishonourable act? Good honourable fool,
That wouldst be honest ‘cause thou wouldst be so,
Producing no one reason but thy will.
And ‘t ‘as a good report, prettily commended,
But pray by whom? Mean people, ignorant people;
The better sort I’m sure cannot abide it.
And by what rule should we square out our lives
But by our betters actions? Oh, if thou knew’st
What ‘twere to lose it, thou would never keep it!
But there’s a cold curse laid upon all maids:
Whilst other[s] clip the sun, they clasp the shades!
Virginity is paradise, lock’d up.
You cannot come by yourselves without fee,
And ’twas decreed that man should keep the key!
Deny advancement, treasure, the duke’s son!
 

CASTIZA
I cry you mercy. Lady, I mistook you.
Pray did you see my mother? Which way went you?
Pray God I have not lost her.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Prettily put by.
 

[GRATIANA]
Are you as proud to me as coy to him?
Do you not know me now?
 

CASTIZA
Why, are you she?
The world’s so chang’d, one shape into another:
It is a wise child now that knows her mother.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Most right, i’faith.
 

[GRATIANA]
I owe your cheek my hand
For that presumption now, but I’ll forget it.
Come, you shall leave those childish ‘haviours
And understand your time; fortunes flow to you.
What, will you be a girl?
If all fear’d drowning that spy waves ashore,
Gold would grow rich and all the merchants poor.
 

CASTIZA
It is a pretty saying of a wicked one, but methinks now
It does not show so well out of your mouth,
Better in his.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Faith, bad enough in both,
Were I in earnest, as I’ll seem no less. — 
I wonder, lady, your own mother’s words
Cannot be taken, nor stand in full force.
’Tis honesty you urge. What’s honesty?
’Tis but heavens beggar,
And what woman is so foolish to keep honesty,
And be not able to keep herself? No,
Times are grown wiser and will keep less charge:
A maid that has small portion now intends
To break up house and live upon her friends.
How bless’d are you; you have happiness alone:
Others must fall to thousands, you to one,
Sufficient in himself to make your forehead
Dazzle the world with jewels, and petitionary people
Start at your presence.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, if I were young,
I should be ravish’d!
 

CASTIZA
Ay, to lose your honour.
 

VINDICI
‘Slid, how can you lose your honour
To deal with my lord’s grace?
He’ll add more honour to it by his title;
Your mother will tell you how.
 

[GRATIANA]
That I will.
 

VINDICI
Oh, think upon the pleasure of the palace:
Secured ease and state, the stirring meats,
Ready to move out of the dishes,
That e’en now quicken when they’re eaten,
Banquets abroad by torch-light, musics, sports,
Bare-headed vassals that had ne’er the fortune
To keep on their own hats but let horns [wear] ‘em,
Nine coaches waiting. Hurry, hurry, hurry!
 

CASTIZA
Ay, to the devil.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Ay, to the devil! — To th’ duke, by my faith.
 

[GRATIANA]
Ay, to the duke: daughter, you’d scorn to think
A’ th’ devil and you were there once.
 

VINDICI
True, for most
There are as proud as he for his heart, i’faith.
Who’d sit at home in a neglected room,
Dealing her short-liv’d beauty to the pictures
That are as useless as old men, when those
Poorer in face and fortune than herself
Walk with a hundred acres on their backs,
Fair meadows cut into green foreparts? Oh,
It was the greatest blessing ever happened to women
When farmers’ sons agreed, and met again,
To wash their hands and come up gentlemen;
The commonwealth has flourish’d ever since.
Lands that were [mete] by the rod, that labours spar’d:
Tailors ride down, and measure ‘em by the yard.
Fair trees, those comely foretops of the field,
Are cut to maintain head-tires, much untold.
All thrives but chastity; she lies a-cold.
Nay, shall I come nearer to you? Mark but this:
Why are there so few honest women but
Because ’tis the poorer profession?
That’s accounted best that’s best followed:
Least in trade, least in fashion,
And that’s not honesty. Believe it, and do
But note the [low] and dejected price of it:
“Lose but a pearl, we search and cannot brook it,
But that once gone, who is so mad to look it?”
 

[GRATIANA]
Troth, he says true.
 

CASTIZA
False! I defy you both!
I have endur’d you with an ear of fire;
Your tongues have struck hot irons on my face!
Mother, come from that poisonous woman there.
 

[GRATIANA]
Where?
 

CASTIZA
Do you not see her? She’s too inward then.
Slave, perish in thy office! You heavens, please
Henceforth to make the mother a disease,
Which first begins with me, yet I’ve outgone you.
 

Exit.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Oh angels, clap your wings upon the skies,
And give this virgin crystal plaudities!
 

[GRATIANA]
Peevish, coy, foolish! But return this answer:
My lord shall be most welcome when his pleasure
Conducts him this way. I will sway mine own;
Women with women can work best alone.
 

VINDICI
Indeed, I’ll tell him so.
 

Exit.
 

Oh, more uncivil, more unnatural,
Than those base-titled creatures that look downward!
Why does not heaven [turn] black, or with a frown
Undo the world? Why does not earth start up
And strike the sins that tread upon’t? Oh,
Wert not gold and women, there would be no damnation;
Hell would look like a lord’s great kitchen without fire in’t!
But ’twas decreed before the world began
That they should be the hooks to catch at man.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

The palace
 

Enter Lussurioso with Hippolito, Vindici’s brother.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I much applaud thy judgment; thou art well-read in a fellow,
And ’tis the deepest art to study man.
I know this, which I never learnt in schools:
The world’s divided into knaves and fools.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Knave in your face, my lord, behind your back.
 

LUSSURIOSO
And I much thank thee that thou hast preferr’d
A fellow of discourse, well-mingled,
And whose brain time hath season’d.
 

HIPPOLITO
True, my lord.
[Aside] We shall find season once I hope. Oh, villain,
To make such an unnatural slave of me! But — 
 

[Enter Vindici, disguised as Piato.]
 

LUSSURIOSO
Mass, here he comes.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] And now shall I have free leave to depart.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Your absence; leave us.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Are not my thoughts true?
I must remove; but brother, you may stay:
Heart, we are both made bawds a new-found way!
 

Exit.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Now we’re an even number; a third man’s dangerous,
Especially her brother. Say, be free:
Have I a pleasure toward?
 

VINDICI
Oh, my lord!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ravish me in thine answer. Art thou rare?
Hast thou beguil’d her of salvation,
And rubb’d hell o’er with honey? Is she a woman?
 

VINDICI
In all but in desire.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Then she’s in nothing;
I bate in courage now.
 

VINDICI
The words I brought,
Might well have made indifferent-honest naught.
A right good woman in these days is chang’d
Into white money with less labour far:
Many a maid has turn’d to Mahomet
With easier working. I durst undertake
Upon the pawn and forfeit of my life
With half those words to flat a Puritan’s wife,
But she is close and good. Yet ’tis a doubt
By this time: oh, the mother, the mother!
 

LUSSURIOSO
I never thought their sex had been a wonder
Until this minute. What fruit from the mother?
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Now must I blister my soul, be forsworn,
Or shame the woman that receiv’d me first.
I will be true; thou liv’st not to proclaim:
Spoke to a dying man, shame has no shame. — 
My lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Who’s that?
 

VINDICI
Here’s none but I, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What would thy haste utter?
 

VINDICI
Comfort.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Welcome.
 

VINDICI
The maid being dull, having no mind to travel
Into unknown lands, what did me straight
But set spurs to the mother; golden spurs
Will put her to a false gallop in a trice.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Is’t possible that in this
The mother should be damn’d before the daughter?
 

VINDICI
Oh, that’s good manners, my lord; the mother
For her age must go foremost, you know.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Thou’st spoke that true! But where comes in this comfort?
 

VINDICI
In a fine place, my lord. The unnatural mother
Did with her tongue so hard beset her honour
That the poor fool was struck to silent wonder,
Yet still the maid like an unlighted taper
Was cold and chaste, save that her mothers breath
Did blow fire on her [cheeks]; the girl departed,
But the good, ancient madam half-mad threw me
These promising words, which I took deeply note of:
“My lord shall be most welcome” — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Faith, I thank her.
 

VINDICI
“When his pleasure conducts him this way” — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
That shall be soon, i’faith.
 

VINDICI
“I will sway mine own” — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
She does the wiser; I commend her for’t.
 

VINDICI
“Women with women can work best alone.”
 

LUSSURIOSO
By this light, and so they can. Give ‘em their due;
Men are not comparable to ‘em.
 

VINDICI
No,
That’s true, for you shall have one woman knit
More in a hour than any man can ravel
Again in seven and twenty year.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Now my
Desires are happy, I’ll make ‘em freemen now.
Thou art a precious fellow; faith, I love thee.
Be wise and make it thy revenue: beg, leg!
What office couldst thou be ambitious for?
 

VINDICI
Office, my lord? Marry, if I might have my wish
I would have one that was never begg’d yet.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Nay, then thou canst have none.
 

VINDICI
Yes, my lord,
I could pick out another office yet,
Nay, and keep a horse and drab upon’t.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Prithee, good bluntness, tell me.
 

VINDICI
Why I would desire but this,
My lord: to have all the fees behind the arras,
And all the farthingales that fall plump
About twelve a’ clock at night upon the rushes.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Thou’rt a mad, apprehensive knave.
Dost think to make any great purchase of that?
 

VINDICI
Oh, ’tis an unknown thing,
My lord; I wonder ‘t ‘as been miss’d so long.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Well, this night I’ll visit her, and ’tis till then
A year in my desires. Farewell, attend,
Trust me with thy preferment.
 

VINDICI
My lov’d lord!
 

Exit.
 

Oh, shall I kill him a’ th’ wrong side now? No.
Sword, thou wast never a back-biter yet.
I’ll pierce him to his face; he shall die looking upon me.
Thy veins are swell’d with lust; this shall unfill ‘em:
Great men were gods if beggars could not kill ‘em.
Forgive me, heaven, to call my mother wicked;
Oh, lessen not my days upon the earth!
I cannot honour her; by this I fear me
Her tongue has turn’d my sister into use.
I was a villain not to be forsworn
To this our lecherous hope, the duke’s son,
For lawyers, merchants, some divines and all
Count beneficial perjury a sin small.
It shall go hard yet, but I’ll guard her honour
And keep the ports sure.
 

Enter Hippolito.
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, how goes the world? I would know news of you,
But I have news to tell you.
 

VINDICI
What, in the name of knavery?
 

HIPPOLITO
Knavery? Faith,
This vicious old duke’s worthily abus’d:
The pen of his bastard writes him cuckold!
 

VINDICI
His bastard?
 

HIPPOLITO
Pray, believe it: he and the duchess
By night meet in their linen; they have been seen
By stair-foot panders!
 

VINDICI
Oh, sin foul and deep,
Great faults are wink’d at when the duke’s asleep!
 

[Enter Spurio and his two Servants, one whispering to him.]
 

See, see, here comes the Spurio.
 

HIPPOLITO
Monstrous luxur!
 

VINDICI
Unbrac’d, two of his valiant bawds with him.
Oh, there’s a wicked whisper; hell is in his ear!
Stay, let’s observe his passage.
 

[They retire.]
 

SPURIO
Oh, but are you sure on’t?
 

[FIRST] SERVANT
My lord, most sure on’t, for ’twas spoke by one
That is most inward with the duke’s son’s lust,
That he intends within this hour to steal
Unto Hippolito’s sister, whose chaste life
The mother has corrupted for his use.
 

SPURIO
Sweet world, sweet occasion! Faith, then, brother
I’ll disinherit you in as short time,
As I was when I was begot in haste:
I’ll damn you at your pleasure: precious deed
After your lust; oh, ‘twill be fine to bleed!
Come, let our passing out be soft and wary.
 

Exeunt [Spurio and Servants].
 

VINDICI
Mark, there, there, that step! Now to the duchess:
This their second meeting writes the duke cuckold
With new additions, his horns newly reviv’d.
Night, thou that lookst like funeral heralds’ fees
Torn down betimes i’ th’ morning, thou hang’st fitly
To grace those sins that have no grace at all.
Now ’tis full sea a-bed over the world;
There’s juggling of all sides. Some that were maids
E’en at sunset are now perhaps i’ th’ toll-book:
This woman in immodest, thin apparel
Lets in her friend by water; here a dame
Cunning nails leather hinges to a door,
To avoid proclamation.
Now cuckolds are a-coining, apace, apace, apace, apace;
And careful sisters spin that thread i’ th’ night
That does maintain them and their bawds i’ th’ day!
 

HIPPOLITO
You flow well, brother.
 

VINDICI
Puh, I’m shallow yet,
Too sparing and too modest. Shall I tell thee?
If every trick were told that’s dealt by night,
There are few here that would not blush outright.
 

HIPPOLITO
I am of that belief too.
 

Enter Lussurioso.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Who’s this comes?
The duke’s son up so late! Brother, fall back,
And you shall learn some mischief. — My good lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Piato! Why, the man I wish’d for. Come,
I do embrace this season for the fittest
To taste of that young lady.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Heart and hell!
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Damn’d villain!
 

VINDICI
[Aside] I ha’ no way now to cross it but to kill him.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Come, only thou and I.
 

VINDICI
My lord, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why dost thou start us?
 

VINDICI
I’d almost forgot: the bastard!
 

LUSSURIOSO
What of him?
 

VINDICI
This night, this hour, this minute, now!
 

LUSSURIOSO
What! What!
 

VINDICI
Shadows the duchess — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Horrible word.
 

VINDICI
And like strong poison eats
Into the duke your father’s forehead.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh!
 

VINDICI
He makes horn royal.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Most ignoble slave!
 

VINDICI
This is the fruit of two beds.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I am mad!
 

VINDICI
That passage he trod warily.
 

LUSSURIOSO
He did!
 

VINDICI
And hush’d his villains every step he took.
 

LUSSURIOSO
His villains! I’ll confound them!
 

VINDICI
Take ‘em finely, finely now.
 

LUSSURIOSO
The duchess’ chamber-door shall not control me.
 

[Exeunt Lussurioso and Vindici.]
 

HIPPOLITO
Good, happy, swift; there’s gunpowder i’ th’ court,
Wildfire at midnight in this heedless fury.
He may show violence to cross himself;
I’ll follow the event.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

The Duke’s bedchamber
 

[The Duke and Duchess are discovered in bed. Lussurioso and Vindici] enter again [with Hippolito following].
 

LUSSURIOSO
Where is that villain?
 

VINDICI
Softly, my lord, and you may take ‘em twisted.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I care not how!
 

VINDICI
Oh, ‘twill be glorious
To kill ‘em doubled, when they’re heap’d! Be soft, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Away! My [spleen] is not so lazy; thus and thus
I’ll shake their eyelids ope, and with my sword
Shut ‘em again forever.
 

[He draws his sword and approaches the bed.]
 

Villain, strumpet!
 

DUKE
You upper guard defend us!
 

DUCHESS
Treason, treason!
 

DUKE
Oh, take me not in sleep; I have great sins: I must have days,
Nay, months, dear son, with penitential heaves
To lift ‘em out and not to die unclear!
Oh, thou wilt kill me both in heaven and here!
 

LUSSURIOSO
I am amaz’d to death.
 

DUKE
Nay, villain traitor,
Worse than the foulest epithet, now I’ll gripe thee
E’en with the nerves of wrath, and throw thy head
Amongst the lawyer’s! Guard!
 

Enter Nobles and sons [Ambitioso and Supervacuo, with guards].
 

FIRST NOBLE
How comes the quiet of your grace disturb’d?
 

DUKE
This boy that should be myself after me
Would be myself before me, and in heat
Of that ambition bloodily rush’d in
Intending to depose me in my bed.
 

SECOND NOBLE
Duty and natural loyalty forfend!
 

DUCHESS
He call’d his father villain and me strumpet,
A word that I abhor to ‘file my lips with.
 

AMBITIOSO
That was not so well done, brother.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I am abus’d.
I know there’s no excuse can do me good.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] ’Tis now good policy to be from sight;
His vicious purpose to our sister’s honour
Is cross’d beyond our thought.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside to Vindici] You little dreamt his father slept here.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Oh, ’twas far beyond me.
But since it fell so — Without frightful word,
Would he had kill’d him, ’twould have eas’d our swords.
 

DUKE
Be comforted, our duchess: he shall die.
 

[The Duchess exits as the guards seize Lussurioso. Vindici and Hippolito] dissemble a flight.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Where’s this slave-pander now? Out of mine eye,
Guilty of this abuse.
 

Enter Spurio with his villains [to one side].
 

SPURIO
Y’are villains, fablers;
You have knaves’ chins and harlots’ tongues: you lie,
And I will damn you with one meal a day.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Oh, good my lord!
 

SPURIO
‘Sblood, you shall never sup.
 

SECOND SERVANT
Oh, I beseech you, sir!
 

SPURIO
To let my sword catch cold so long and miss him!
 

FIRST SERVANT
Troth, my lord, ’twas his intent to meet there.
 

SPURIO
Heart, he’s yonder!
Ha! What news here? Is the day out a’ th’ socket
That it is noon at midnight? The court up?
How comes the guard so saucy with his elbows?
 

LUSSURIOSO
The bastard here?
Nay, then the truth of my intent shall out.
My lord and father, hear me.
 

DUKE
Bear him hence.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I can with loyalty excuse.
 

DUKE
Excuse? To prison with the villain;
Death shall not long lag after him.
 

SPURIO
[Aside] Good, i’faith, then ’tis not much amiss.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[To Ambitioso and Supervacuo aside] Brothers, my best release lies on your tongues;
I pray persuade for me.
 

AMBITIOSO
It is our duties: make yourself sure of us.
 

SUPERVACUO
We’ll sweat in pleading.
 

LUSSURIOSO
And I may live to thank you.
 

Exeunt [Lussurioso and guards].
 

AMBITIOSO
[Aside] No, thy death shall thank me better.
 

SPURIO
He’s gone: I’ll after him
And know his trespass, seem to bear a part
In all his ills, but with a puritan heart.
 

Exit [with Servants].
 

AMBITIOSO
[Aside to Supervacuo] Now, brother, let our hate and love be woven
So subtly together, that in speaking one word for his life,
We may make three for his death:
The craftiest pleader gets most gold for breath.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside to Ambitioso] Set on; I’ll not be far behind you, brother.
 

DUKE
Is’t possible a son
Should be disobedient as far as the sword?
It is the highest; he can go no farther.
 

AMBITIOSO
My gracious lord, take pity — 
 

DUKE
Pity, boys?
 

AMBITIOSO
Nay, we’d be loath to move your grace too much;
We know the trespass is unpardonable,
Black, wicked, and unnatural.
 

SUPERVACUO
In a son, oh, monstrous!
 

AMBITIOSO
Yet, my lord,
A duke’s soft hand strokes the rough head of law
And makes it lie smooth.
 

DUKE
But my hand shall ne’er do’t.
 

AMBITIOSO
That as you please, my lord.
 

SUPERVACUO
We must needs confess
Some father would have enter’d into hate,
So deadly pointed, that before his eyes
He would ha’ seen the execution sound
Without corrupted favour.
 

AMBITIOSO
But, my lord,
Your grace may live the wonder of all times
In pard’ning that offence which never yet
Had face to beg a pardon.
 

DUKE
Honey? How’s this?
 

AMBITIOSO
Forgive him, good my lord: he’s your own son,
And I must needs say ’twas the vildlier done.
 

SUPERVACUO
He’s the next heir, yet this true reason gathers:
None can possess that dispossess their fathers.
Be merciful — 
 

DUKE
[Aside] Here’s no stepmother’s wit:
I’ll try ‘em both upon their love and hate.
 

AMBITIOSO
Be merciful, although — 
 

DUKE
You have prevail’d:
My wrath like flaming wax hath spent itself.
I know ’twas but some peevish moon in him:
Go, let him be releas’d.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside to Ambitioso] ‘Sfoot, how now, brother?
 

AMBITIOSO
Your grace doth please to speak beside your spleen;
I would it were so happy.
 

DUKE
Why, go, release him.
 

SUPERVACUO
Oh, my good lord, I know the fault’s too weighty
And full of general loathing, too inhuman,
Rather by all men’s voices worthy death.
 

DUKE
’Tis true too.
Here then, receive this signet; doom shall pass:
Direct it to the judges; he shall die
Ere many days. Make haste.
 

AMBITIOSO
All speed that may be.
We could have wish’d his burthen not so sore;
We knew your grace did but delay before.
 

Exeunt [Ambitioso and Supervacuo].
 

DUKE
Here’s envy with a poor, thin cover o’er ‘t,
Like scarlet hid in lawn, easily spied through.
This their ambition by the mother’s side
Is dangerous, and for safety must be purg’d;
I will prevent their envies. Sure it was
But some mistaken fury in our son,
Which these aspiring boys would climb upon:
He shall be releas’d suddenly.
 

Enter Nobles. [They kneel.]
 

FIRST NOBLE
Good morning to your grace.
 

DUKE
Welcome, my lords.
 

SECOND NOBLE
Our knees shall take away the office of our feet forever,
Unless your grace bestow a father’s eye
Upon the clouded fortunes of your son,
And in compassionate virtue grant him that
Which makes e’en mean men happy: liberty.
 

DUKE
[Aside] How seriously their loves and honours woo
For that which I am about to pray them do! — 
Rise, my lords, your knees sign his release:
We freely pardon him.
 

FIRST NOBLE
We owe your grace much thanks, and he much duty.
 

Exeunt [Nobles].
 

DUKE
It well becomes that judge to nod at crimes
That does commit greater himself and lives.
I may forgive a disobedient error
That expect pardon for adultery,
And in my old days am a youth in lust:
Many a beauty have I turn’d to poison
In the denial, covetous of all.
Age hot is like a monster to be seen:
My hairs are white, and yet my sins are green.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

The palace
 

Enter Ambitioso and Supervacuo.
 

SUPERVACUO
Brother, let my opinion sway you once,
I speak it for the best, to have him die
Surest and soonest; if the signet come
Unto the judges’ hands, why, then his doom
Will be deferr’d till sittings and court-days,
Juries and further. Faiths are bought and sold;
Oaths in these days are but the skin of gold.
 

AMBITIOSO
In troth, ’tis true too!
 

SUPERVACUO
Then let’s set by the judges
And fall to the officers; ’tis but mistaking
The duke our father’s meaning, and where he nam’d
“Ere many days,” ’tis but forgetting that
And have him die i’ th’ morning.
 

AMBITIOSO
Excellent;
Then am I heir, duke in a minute.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside] Nay,
And he were once puff’d out, here is a pin
Should quickly prick your bladder.
 

AMBITIOSO
[Bless’d] occasion!
He being pack’d, we’ll have some trick and wile
To wind our younger brother out of prison
That lies in for the rape; the lady’s dead,
And people’s thoughts will soon be buried.
 

SUPERVACUO
We may with safety do’t, and live and feed;
The duchess’ sons are too proud to bleed.
 

AMBITIOSO
We are, i’faith, to say true. Come, let’s not linger.
I’ll to the officers; go you before
And set an edge upon the executioner.
 

SUPERVACUO
Let me alone to grind him.
 

AMBITIOSO
Meet; farewell.
 

Exit [Supervacuo].
 

I am next now; I rise just in that place
Where thou’rt cut off: upon thy neck, kind brother.
The falling of one head lifts up another.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Outside the prison
 

Enter with the Nobles, Lussurioso from prison.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My lords, I am so much indebted to your loves
For this, oh, this delivery!
 

FIRST NOBLE
But our duties,
My lord, unto the hopes that grow in you.
 

LUSSURIOSO
If e’er I live to be myself, I’ll thank you.
Oh liberty, thou sweet and heavenly dame!
But hell for prison is too mild a name.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

The prison
 

Enter Ambitioso and Supervacuo, with Officers.
 

AMBITIOSO
Officers, here’s the duke’s signet, your firm warrant,
Brings the command of present death along with it
Unto our brother, the duke’s son; we are sorry
That we are so unnaturally employ’d
In such an unkind office, fitter far
For enemies than brothers.
 

SUPERVACUO
But you know,
The duke’s command must be obey’d.
 

FIRST OFFICER
It must and shall my lord; this morning then.
So suddenly?
 

AMBITIOSO
Ay, alas, poor good soul,
He must breakfast betimes; the executioner
Stands ready to put forth his cowardly valour.
 

SECOND OFFICER
Already?
 

SUPERVACUO
Already, i’faith. Oh, sir, destruction hies,
And that is least impudent soonest dies.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Troth, you say true, my lord. We take our leaves;
Our office shall be sound: we’ll not delay
The third part of a minute.
 

AMBITIOSO
Therein you show
Yourselves good men and upright officers.
Pray let him die as private as he may;
Do him that favour, for the gaping people
Will but trouble him at his prayers
And make him curse and swear, and so die black.
Will you be so far kind?
 

FIRST OFFICER
It shall be done, my lord.
 

AMBITIOSO
Why, we do thank you; if we live to be,
You shall have a better office.
 

SECOND OFFICER
Your good lordship.
 

SUPERVACUO
Commend us to the scaffold in our tears.
 

FIRST OFFICER
We’ll weep and do your commendations.
 

Exeunt [Officers].
 

AMBITIOSO
Fine fools in office!
 

SUPERVACUO
Things fall out so fit.
 

AMBITIOSO
So happily! Come, brother, ere next clock
His head will be made serve a bigger block.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

Junior brother’s cell in the prison
 

Enter in prison Junior brother.
 

JUNIOR
Keeper.
 

[Enter the Keeper.]
 

KEEPER
My lord.
 

JUNIOR
No news lately from our brothers?
Are they unmindful of us?
 

KEEPER
My lord, a messenger came newly in
And brought this from ‘em.
 

[He hands him a letter.]
 

JUNIOR
Nothing but paper comforts?
I look’d for my delivery before this
Had they been worth their oaths. Prithee be from us.
 

[Exit the Keeper.]
 

Now what say you, forsooth? Speak out, I pray.
 

[Opens and reads the] letter.
 

“Brother be of good cheer.”
‘Slud, it begins like a whore with good cheer!
“Thou shalt not be long a prisoner.”
Not five and thirty year like a bankrout, I think so.
“We have thought upon a device to get thee out by a trick.”
By a trick! Pox a’ your trick and it be so long a-playing!
“And so rest comforted, be merry and expect it suddenly.”
Be merry, hang merry, draw and quarter merry, I’ll be mad!
Is’t not strange that a man should lie in a whole month for a woman? Well, we shall see how sudden our brothers will be in their promise. I must expect still a trick! I shall not be long a prisoner!
 

[Enter the Keeper with four Officers.]
 

How now, what news?
 

KEEPER
Bad news, my lord; I am discharg’d of you.
 

JUNIOR
Slave, call’st thou that bad news? I thank you, brothers!
 

KEEPER
My lord, ‘twill prove so; here come the officers
Into whose hands I must commit you.
 

JUNIOR
Ha, officers? What, why?
 

FIRST OFFICER
You must pardon us, my lord;
Our office must be sound: here is our warrant,
The signet from the duke; you must straight suffer.
 

JUNIOR
Suffer? I’ll suffer you to be gone, I’ll suffer you
To come no more! What would you have me suffer?
 

SECOND OFFICER
My lord, those words were better chang’d to prayers;
The time’s but brief with you: prepare to die.
 

JUNIOR
Sure ’tis not so.
 

THIRD OFFICER
It is too true, my lord.
 

JUNIOR
I tell you ’tis not, for the duke my father
Deferr’d me till next sitting, and I look
E’en every minute, threescore times an hour,
For a release, a trick wrought by my brothers.
 

FIRST OFFICER
A trick, my lord? If you expect such comfort,
Your hopes as fruitless as a barren woman:
Your brothers were the unhappy messengers
That brought this powerful token for your death.
 

JUNIOR
My brothers? No, no!
 

SECOND OFFICER
’Tis most true, my lord.
 

JUNIOR
My brothers to bring a warrant for my death?
How strange this shows!
 

THIRD OFFICER
There’s no delaying time.
 

JUNIOR
Desire ‘em hither, call ‘em up, my brothers!
They shall deny it to your faces.
 

FIRST OFFICER
My lord,
They’re far enough by this, at least at court,
And this most strict command they left behind ‘em,
When grief swum in their eyes: they show’d like brothers,
Brimful of heavy sorrow; but the duke
Must have his pleasure.
 

JUNIOR
His pleasure?
 

FIRST OFFICER
These were their last words which my memory bears:
“Commend us to the scaffold in our tears.”
 

JUNIOR
Pox dry their tears! What should I do with tears?
I hate ‘em worse than any citizen’s son
Can hate salt water. Here came a letter now,
New-bleeding from their pens, scarce stinted yet;
Would I’d been torn in pieces when I tore it.
Look, you officious whoresons, words of comfort:
“Not long a prisoner.”
 

FIRST OFFICER
It says true in that, sir, for you must suffer presently.
 

JUNIOR
A villainous duns upon the letter! Knavish exposition! Look you then here, sir: “we’ll get thee out by a trick,” says he.
 

SECOND OFFICER
That may hold too, sir, for you know a trick is commonly four cards, which was meant by us four officers.
 

JUNIOR
Worse and worse dealing!
 

FIRST OFFICER
The hour beckons us.
The heads-man waits; lift up your eyes to heaven.
 

JUNIOR
I thank you, faith; good, pretty, wholesome counsel.
I should look up to heaven, as you said,
Whilst he behind me cozens me of my head;
Ay, that’s the trick.
 

THIRD OFFICER
You delay too long, my lord.
 

JUNIOR
Stay, good authority’s bastards, since I must
Through brothers’ perjury die, oh, let me venom
Their souls with curses!
 

FIRST OFFICER
Come, ’tis no time to curse.
 

JUNIOR
Must I bleed then without respect of sign? Well,
My fault was sweet sport, which the world approves;
I die for that which every woman loves.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 5.
 

A lodge
 

Enter Vindici with Hippolito his brother.
 

VINDICI
Oh, sweet, delectable, rare, happy, ravishing!
 

HIPPOLITO
Why, what’s the matter, brother?
 

VINDICI
Oh, ’tis able
To make a man spring up and knock his forehead
Against yon silver ceiling!
 

HIPPOLITO
Prithee tell me.
Why, may not I partake with you? You vow’d once
To give me share to every tragic thought.
 

VINDICI
By th’ mass, I think I did too.
Then I’ll divide it to thee: the old duke
Thinking my outward shape and inward heart
Are cut out of one piece — for he that prates his secrets,
His heart stands a’ th’ outside — hires me by price
To greet him with a lady
In some fit place veil’d from the eyes a’ th’ court,
Some dark’ned, blushless angle, that is guilty
Of his forefathers’ lusts and great-folks’ riots,
To which I easily, to maintain my shape,
Consented, and did wish his impudent grace
To meet her here in this unsunned lodge,
Wherein ’tis night at noon, and here the rather,
Because unto the torturing of his soul
The bastard and the duchess have appointed
Their meeting too in this luxurious circle,
Which most afflicting sight will kill his eyes
Before we kill the rest of him.
 

HIPPOLITO
‘Twill, i’faith, most dreadfully digested.
I see not how you could have miss’d me, brother.
 

VINDICI
True, but the violence of my joy forgot it.
 

HIPPOLITO
Ay, but where’s that lady now?
 

VINDICI
Oh, at that word
I’m lost again; you cannot find me yet:
I’m in a throng of happy apprehensions!
He’s suited for a lady; I have took care
For a delicious lip, a sparkling eye:
You shall be witness brother.
Be ready; stand with your hat off.
 

Exit.
 

HIPPOLITO
Troth, I wonder what lady it should be?
Yet ’tis no wonder, now I think again,
To have a lady stoop to a duke that stoops unto his men.
’Tis common to be common through the world:
And there’s more private common shadowing vices
Than those who are known both by their names and prices.
[Taking off his hat] ’Tis part of my allegiance to stand bare
To the duke’s concubine, and here she comes.
 

Enter [Vindici] with the skull of his love dress’d up in tires.
 

VINDICI
Madam, his grace will not be absent long.
Secret? Ne’er doubt us, madam; ‘twill be worth
Three velvet gowns to your ladyship. Known?
Few ladies respect that. Disgrace? A poor, thin shell;
’Tis the best grace you have to do it well.
I’ll save your hand that labour; I’ll unmask you.
 

[Draws back the tires.]
 

HIPPOLITO
Why, brother, brother!
 

VINDICI
Art thou beguil’d now? Tut, a lady can
At such, all hid, beguile a wiser man.
Have I not fitted the old surfeiter
With a quaint piece of beauty? Age and bare bone
Are e’er allied in action: here’s an eye
Able to tempt a great man to serve God,
A pretty, hanging lip that has forgot now to dissemble;
Methinks this mouth should make a swearer tremble,
A drunkard clasp his teeth and not undo ‘em
To suffer wet damnation to run through ‘em.
Here’s a cheek keeps her colour, let the wind go whistle:
Spout rain, we fear thee not; be hot or cold
Alls one with us. And is not he absurd
Whose fortunes are upon their faces set,
That fear no other God but wind and wet?
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, y’ave spoke that right.
Is this the form that living shone so bright?
 

VINDICI
The very same;
And now methinks I [could] e’en chide myself
For doting on her beauty, tho’ her death
Shall be reveng’d after no common action.
Does the silkworm expend her yellow labours
For thee? For thee does she undo herself?
Are lordships sold to maintain ladyships
For the poor benefit of a bewitching minute?
Why does yon fellow falsify highways
And put his life between the judge’s lips
To refine such a thing, keeps horse and men
To beat their valours for her?
Surely we’re all mad people, and they
Whom we think are, are not; we mistake those:
’Tis we are mad in sense, they but in clothes.
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, and in clothes too we; give us our due.
 

VINDICI
Does every proud and self-affecting dame
Camphor her face for this, and grieve her maker
In sinful baths of milk, when many an infant starves,
For her superfluous outside fall for this?
Who now bids twenty pound a-night, prepares
Music, perfumes, and sweetmeats? All are hush’d;
Thou mayst lie chaste now! It were fine, methinks,
To have thee seen at revels, forgetful feasts,
And unclean brothels; sure ’twould fright the sinner
And make him a good coward, put a reveller
Out of his antic amble,
And cloy an epicure with empty dishes.
Here might a scornful and ambitious woman
Look through and through herself; see, ladies, with false forms
You deceive men but cannot deceive worms.
Now to my tragic business. Look you, brother,
I have not fashion’d this only for show
And useless property; no, it shall bear a part
E’en in [its] own revenge.
 

[Applies poison to the skull’s mouth.]
 

This very skull,
Whose mistress the duke poisoned, with this drug,
The mortal curse of the earth, shall be reveng’d
In the like strain, and kiss his lips to death.
As much as the dumb thing can, he shall feel:
What fails in poison, we’ll supply in steel.
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, I do applaud thy constant vengeance,
The quaintness of thy malice above thought.
 

VINDICI
So ’tis laid on. Now come and welcome, duke;
I have her for thee. I protest it, brother:
Methinks she makes almost as fair a sign
As some old gentlewoman in a periwig.
Hide thy face now for shame; thou hadst need have a mask now:
’Tis vain when beauty flows, but when it fleets,
This would become graves better than the streets.
 

HIPPOLITO
You have my voice in that. Hark, the duke’s come!
 

VINDICI
Peace, let’s observe what company he brings,
And how he does absent ‘em, for you know
He’ll wish all private: brother, fall you back a little
With the bony lady.
 

HIPPOLITO
That I will.
 

VINDICI
So, so: now nine years’ vengeance crowd into a minute!
 

[Enter the Duke talking to his Gentlemen.]
 

DUKE
You shall have leave to leave us, with this charge:
Upon your lives, if we be miss’d by th’ duchess
Or any of the nobles, to give out
We’re privately rid forth.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Oh, happiness!
 

DUKE
With some few honourable gentlemen, you may say;
You may name those that are away from court.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
Your will and pleasure shall be done, my lord.
 

[Exeunt the Gentlemen.]
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Privately rid forth!
He strives to make sure work on’t. — Your good grace?
 

DUKE
Piato, well done. Hast brought her? What lady is’t?
 

VINDICI
Faith, my lord, a country lady, a little bashful at first, as most of them are, but after the first kiss, my lord, the worst is past with them. Your grace knows now what you have to do; sh’as somewhat a grave look with her, but — 
 

DUKE
I love that best: conduct her.
 

VINDICI
Have at all.
 

DUKE
In gravest looks the greatest faults seem less;
Give me that sin that’s rob’d in holiness.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Back with the torch; brother, raise the perfumes.
 

DUKE
How sweet can a duke [breathe]? Age has no fault;
Pleasure should meet in a perfumed mist.
Lady, sweetly encount’red. I came from court:
I must be bold with you — 
 

[Kisses the skull.]
 

Oh, what’s this? Oh!
 

VINDICI
Royal villain, white devil!
 

DUKE
Oh!
 

VINDICI
Brother,
Place the torch here, that his affrighted eyeballs
May start into those hollows. Duke, dost know
Yon dreadful vizard? View it well: ’tis the skull
Of Gloriana, whom thou poisoned’st last.
 

DUKE
Oh, ‘t ‘as poisoned me!
 

VINDICI
Didst not know that till now?
 

DUKE
What are you two?
 

VINDICI
Villains all three! The very ragged bone
Has been sufficiently reveng’d!
 

DUKE
Oh, Hippolito? Call treason!
 

HIPPOLITO stamping on him
Yes, my good lord: treason, treason, treason!
 

DUKE
Then I’m betray’d!
 

VINDICI
Alas, poor lecher in the hands of knaves:
A slavish duke is baser than his slaves.
 

DUKE
My teeth are eaten out!
 

VINDICI
Hadst any left?
 

HIPPOLITO
I think but few.
 

VINDICI
Then those that did eat are eaten.
 

DUKE
Oh, my tongue!
 

VINDICI
Your tongue? ‘Twill teach you to kiss closer,
Not like a [slobbering] Dutchman! You have eyes still:
Look, monster, what a lady hast thou made me,
My once betrothed wife!
 

DUKE
Is it thou, villain? Nay, then — 
 

VINDICI
’Tis I, ’tis Vindici, ’tis I!
 

HIPPOLITO
And let this comfort thee: our lord and father
Fell sick upon the infection of thy frowns
And died in sadness; be that thy hope of life!
 

DUKE
Oh!
 

VINDICI
He had his tongue, yet grief made him die speechless.
Puh, ’tis but early yet; now I’ll begin
To stick thy soul with ulcers, I will make
Thy spirit grievous sore: it shall not rest,
But like some pestilent man toss in thy breast. Mark me, duke,
Thou’rt a renowned, high, and mighty cuckold.
 

DUKE
Oh!
 

VINDICI
Thy bastard, thy bastard rides a-hunting in thy brow.
 

DUKE
Millions of deaths!
 

VINDICI
Nay, to afflict thee more,
Here in this lodge they meet for damned clips;
Those eyes shall see the incest of their lips.
 

DUKE
Is there a hell besides this, villains?
 

VINDICI
Villain?
Nay, heaven is just: scorns are the hires of scorns;
I ne’er knew yet adulterer without horns.
 

HIPPOLITO
Once ere they die ’tis quitted.
 

[Music within.]
 

VINDICI
Hark, the music!
Their banquet is prepar’d; they’re coming.
 

DUKE
Oh, kill me not with that sight!
 

VINDICI
Thou shalt not lose that sight for all thy dukedom.
 

DUKE
Traitors, murderers!
 

VINDICI
What? Is not thy tongue eaten out yet?
Then we’ll invent a silence. Brother, stifle the torch.
 

DUKE
Treason, murther!
 

VINDICI
Nay, faith, we’ll have you hush’d now with thy dagger.
Nail down his tongue, and mine shall keep possession
About his heart: if he but gasp he dies;
We dread not death to quittance injuries. Brother,
If he but wink, not brooking the foul object,
Let our two other hands tear up his lids,
And make his eyes like comets shine through blood;
When the bad bleeds, then is the tragedy good.
 

HIPPOLITO
Whist, brother: music’s at our ear, they come.
 

Enter [Spurio] the bastard meeting the Duchess. [They kiss.]
 

SPURIO
Had not that kiss a taste of sin, ‘twere sweet.
 

DUCHESS
Why, there’s no pleasure sweet but it is sinful.
 

SPURIO
True, such a bitter sweetness fate hath given;
Best side to us is the worst side to heaven.
 

DUCHESS
Push, come: ’tis the old duke thy doubtful father;
The thought of him rubs heaven in thy way,
But I protest by yonder waxen fire,
Forget him or I’ll poison him.
 

SPURIO
Madam, you urge a thought which ne’er had life.
So deadly do I loathe him for my birth,
That if he took me hasp’d within his bed,
I would add murther to adultery,
And with my sword give up his years to death.
 

DUCHESS
Why, now thou’rt sociable! Let’s in and feast.
Loud’st music sound: pleasure is banquet’s guest.
 

[Loud music.] Exeunt.
 

DUKE
I cannot brook — 
 

[Vindici stabs the Duke, who dies.]
 

VINDICI
The brook is turn’d to blood.
 

HIPPOLITO
Thanks to loud music.
 

VINDICI
’Twas our friend indeed:
’Tis state in music for a duke to bleed.
The dukedom wants a head, tho’ yet unknown;
As fast as they peep up, let’s cut ‘em down.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 6.
 

The prison
 

Enter the Duchess’ two sons, Ambitioso and Supervacuo.
 

AMBITIOSO
Was not this execution rarely plotted?
We are the duke’s sons now.
 

SUPERVACUO
Ay, you may thank my policy for that.
 

AMBITIOSO
Your policy for what?
 

SUPERVACUO
Why, was ‘t not my invention, brother,
To slip the judges, and in lesser compass,
Did not I draw the model of his death,
Advising you to sudden officers
And e’en extemporal execution?
 

AMBITIOSO
Heart, ’twas a thing I thought on too.
 

SUPERVACUO
You thought on’t too! ‘Sfoot, slander not your thoughts
With glorious untruth! I know ’twas from you.
 

AMBITIOSO
Sir, I say ’twas in my head.
 

[SUPERVACUO]
Ay, like your brains then,
Ne’er to come out as long as you liv’d.
 

AMBITIOSO
You’d have the honour on’t, forsooth, that your wit
Led him to the scaffold.
 

SUPERVACUO
Since it is my due,
I’ll publish ‘t, but I’ll ha’t in spite of you.
 

AMBITIOSO
Methinks y’are much too bold; you should a little
Remember us, brother, next to be honest duke.
 

SUPERVACUO
Ay, it shall be as easy for you to be duke
As to be honest, and that’s never, i’faith.
 

AMBITIOSO
Well, cold he is by this time, and because
We’re both ambitious, be it our amity,
And let the glory be shar’d equally.
 

SUPERVACUO
I am content to that.
 

AMBITIOSO
This night our younger brother shall out of prison;
I have a trick.
 

SUPERVACUO
A trick? Prithee, what is’t?
 

AMBITIOSO
We’ll get him out by a wile.
 

SUPERVACUO
Prithee, what wile?
 

AMBITIOSO
No, sir, you shall not know it till ‘t be done,
For then you’d swear ‘twere yours.
 

[Enter an Officer, holding a severed head.]
 

SUPERVACUO
How now, what’s he?
 

AMBITIOSO
One of the officers.
 

SUPERVACUO
Desired news.
 

AMBITIOSO
How now, my friend?
 

OFFICER
My lords, under your pardon, I am allotted
To that desertless office, to present you
With the yet bleeding head.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside to Ambitioso] Ha, ha, excellent!
 

AMBITIOSO
[Aside to Supervacuo] All’s sure our own: brother, canst weep, think,st thou?
’Twould grace our flattery much; think of some dame:
‘Twill teach thee to dissemble.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside to Ambitioso] I have thought;
Now for yourself.
 

AMBITIOSO
Our sorrows are so fluent,
Our eyes o’erflow our tongues; words spoke in tears
Are like the murmurs of the waters; the sound
Is loudly heard, but cannot be distinguish’d.
 

SUPERVACUO
How died he, pray?
 

OFFICER
Oh, full of rage and spleen!
 

SUPERVACUO
He died most valiantly then; we’re glad to hear it.
 

OFFICER
We could not woo him once to pray.
 

AMBITIOSO
He show’d himself a gentleman in that:
Give him his due.
 

OFFICER
But in the stead of prayer,
He drew forth oaths.
 

SUPERVACUO
Then did he pray, dear heart,
Although you understood him not.
 

OFFICER
My lords,
E’en at his last, with pardon be it spoke,
He curs’d you both.
 

SUPERVACUO
He curs’d us? ‘Las, good soul!
 

AMBITIOSO
It was not in our powers, but the duke’s pleasure.
[Aside to Supervacuo] Finely dissembled a’ both sides. Sweet fate,
Oh, happy opportunity!
 

Enter Lussurioso.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Now, my lords.
 

[AMBITIOSO, SUPERVACUO]
Oh!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why do you shun me, brothers?
You may come nearer now;
The savour of the prison has forsook me.
I thank such kind lords as yourselves, I’m free.
 

AMBITIOSO
Alive!
 

SUPERVACUO
In health!
 

AMBITIOSO
Releas’d!
We were both e’en amaz’d with joy to see it.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I am much to thank you.
 

SUPERVACUO
Faith, we spar’d no tongue unto my lord the duke.
 

AMBITIOSO
I know your delivery, brother,
Had not been half so sudden but for us.
 

SUPERVACUO
Oh, how we pleaded!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Most deserving brothers,
In my best studies I will think of it.
 

Exit Lussurioso.
 

AMBITIOSO
Oh, death and vengeance!
 

SUPERVACUO
Hell and torments!
 

AMBITIOSO
Slave, cam’st thou to delude us?
 

OFFICER
Delude you, my lords?
 

SUPERVACUO
Ay, villain, where’s this head now?
 

OFFICER
Why, here, my lord.
Just after his delivery, you both came
With warrant from the duke to behead your brother.
 

AMBITIOSO
Ay, our brother, the duke’s son.
 

OFFICER
The duke’s son,
My lord, had his release before you came.
 

AMBITIOSO
Whose head’s that then?
 

OFFICER
His whom you left command for, your own brother’s.
 

AMBITIOSO
Our brother’s? Oh, furies!
 

SUPERVACUO
Plagues!
 

AMBITIOSO
Confusions!
 

SUPERVACUO
Darkness!
 

AMBITIOSO
Devils!
 

SUPERVACUO
Fell it out so accursedly?
 

AMBITIOSO
So damnedly?
 

SUPERVACUO
Villain, I’ll brain thee with it!
 

OFFICER
Oh, my good lord!
 

[Exit Officer, running.]
 

SUPERVACUO
The devil overtake thee!
 

AMBITIOSO
Oh, fatal!
 

SUPERVACUO
Oh, prodigious to our bloods!
 

AMBITIOSO
Did we dissemble?
 

SUPERVACUO
Did we make our tears women for thee?
 

AMBITIOSO
Laugh and rejoice for thee?
 

SUPERVACUO
Bring warrant for thy death?
 

AMBITIOSO
Mock off thy head?
 

SUPERVACUO
You had a trick, you had a wile, forsooth!
 

AMBITIOSO
A murrain meet ‘em! There’s none of these wiles
That ever come to good: I see now
There is nothing sure in mortality but mortality.
Well, no more words; shalt be reveng’d, i’faith.
Come, throw off clouds now, brother, think of vengeance
And deeper-settled hate. Sirrah, sit fast:
We’ll pull down all, but thou shalt down at last.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1
 

The palace
 

Enter Lussurioso with Hippolito.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Hippolito.
 

HIPPOLITO
My lord, has your good lordship
Ought to command me in?
 

LUSSURIOSO
I prithee leave us.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] How’s this? Come and leave us?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Hippolito.
 

HIPPOLITO
Your honour,
I stand ready for any duteous employment.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Heart, what mak’st thou here?
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] A pretty, lordly humour:
He bids me to be present, to depart;
Something has stung his honour.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Be nearer, draw nearer:
Ye are not so good, methinks; I’m angry with you.
 

HIPPOLITO
With me, my lord? I’m angry with myself for’t.
 

LUSSURIOSO
You did prefer a goodly fellow to me.
’Twas wittily elected, ’twas; I thought
H’ad been a villain, and he proves a knave,
To me a knave.
 

HIPPOLITO
I chose him for the best, my lord.
’Tis much my sorrow if neglect in him,
Breed discontent in you.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Neglect? ’Twas will! Judge of it:
Firmly to tell of an incredible act,
Not to be thought, less to be spoken of,
‘Twixt my stepmother and the bastard, oh,
Incestuous sweets between ‘em!
 

HIPPOLITO
Fie, my lord!
 

LUSSURIOSO
I, in kind loyalty to my father’s forehead,
Made this a desperate arm, and in that fury
Committed treason on the lawful bed,
And with my sword e’en [ras’d] my father’s bosom,
For which I was within a stroke of death.
 

HIPPOLITO
Alack, I’m sorry.
 

Enter Vindici [disguised as Piato].
 

[Aside] ‘Sfoot, just upon the stroke
Jars in my brother; ‘twill be villainous music.
 

VINDICI
My honoured lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Away! Prithee forsake us;
Hereafter we’ll not know thee.
 

VINDICI
Not know me, my lord? Your lordship cannot choose.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Be gone, I say: thou art a false knave.
 

VINDICI
Why, the easier to be known, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Push, I shall prove too bitter with a word,
Make thee a perpetual prisoner,
And lay this ironage upon thee!
 

VINDICI
Mum,
For there’s a doom would make a woman dumb.
[Aside] Missing the bastard, next him, the wind’s come about;
Now ’tis my brother’s turn to stay, mine to go out.
 

Exit Vindici.
 

LUSSURIOSO
H’as greatly mov’d me.
 

HIPPOLITO
Much to blame, i’faith.
 

LUSSURIOSO
But I’ll recover to his ruin: ’twas told me lately,
I know not whether falsely, that you’d a brother.
 

HIPPOLITO
Who I? Yes, my good lord, I have a brother.
 

LUSSURIOSO
How chance the court ne’er saw him? Of what nature?
How does he apply his hours?
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, to curse fates,
Who, as he thinks, ordain’d him to be poor,
Keeps at home full of want and discontent.
 

LUSSURIOSO
There’s hope in him, for discontent and want
Is the best clay to mould a villain of.
Hippolito, wish him repair to us,
If there be ought in him to please our blood;
For thy sake we’ll advance him and build fair
His meanest fortunes, for it is in us
To rear up towers from cottages.
 

HIPPOLITO
It is so, my lord, he will attend your honour;
But he’s a man in whom much melancholy dwells.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why, the better; bring him to court.
 

HIPPOLITO
With willingness and speed.
[Aside] Whom he cast off e’en now must now succeed.
Brother, disguise must off;
In thine own shape now I’ll prefer thee to him:
How strangely does himself work to undo him.
 

Exit.
 

LUSSURIOSO
This fellow will come fitly; he shall kill
That other slave that did abuse my spleen
And made it swell to treason. I have put
Much of my heart into him; he must die.
He that knows great men’s secrets and proves slight,
That man ne’er lives to see his beard turn white.
Ay, he shall speed him; I’ll employ the brother:
Slaves are but nails to drive out one another.
He being of black condition, suitable
To want and ill content, hope of preferment
Will grind him to an edge.
 

The Nobles enter.
 

FIRST NOBLE
Good days unto your honour.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My kind lords, I do return the like.
 

SECOND NOBLE
Saw you my lord the duke?
 

LUSSURIOSO
My lord and father, is he from court?
 

FIRST NOBLE
He’s sure from court,
But where, which way his pleasure took, we know not,
Nor can we hear on’t.
 

[Enter the Duke’s Gentlemen.]
 

LUSSURIOSO
Here come those should tell.
Saw you my lord and father?
 

[FIRST GENTLEMAN]
Not since two hours before noon, my lord,
And then he privately rid forth.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, he’s [rid] forth?
 

FIRST NOBLE
’Twas wondrous privately.
 

SECOND NOBLE
There’s none i’ th’ court had any knowledge on’t.
 

LUSSURIOSO
His grace is old and sudden; ’tis no treason
To say the duke my father has a humour
Or such a toy about him: what in us
Would appear light, in him seems virtuous.
 

[FIRST GENTLEMAN]
’Tis oracle, my lord.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

The palace
 

Enter [Vindici] and Hippolito, Vindici out of his disguise.
 

HIPPOLITO
So, so, all’s as it should be; y’are yourself.
 

VINDICI
How that great villain puts me to my shifts!
 

HIPPOLITO
He that did lately in disguise reject thee
Shall, now thou art thyself, as much respect thee.
 

VINDICI
‘Twill be the quainter fallacy; but, brother,
‘Sfoot, what use will he put me to now, think’st thou?
 

HIPPOLITO
Nay, you must pardon me in that, I know not:
H’as some employment for you, but what ’tis
He and his secretary, the devil, knows best.
 

VINDICI
Well, I must suit my tongue to his desires,
What colour soe’er they be, hoping at last
To pile up all my wishes on his breast.
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, brother, he himself shows the way.
 

VINDICI
Now the duke is dead, the realm is clad in clay:
His death being not yet known, under his name
The people still are govern’d. Well, thou his son
Art not long-liv’d; thou shalt not ‘joy his death:
To kill thee then, I should most honour thee,
For ’twould stand firm in every man’s belief
Thou’st a kind child and only died’st with grief.
 

HIPPOLITO
You fetch about well, but let’s talk in present.
How will you appear in fashion different,
As well as in apparel, to make all things possible?
If you be but once tripp’d, we fall forever.
It is not the least policy to be doubtful;
You must change tongue: familiar was your first.
 

VINDICI
Why, I’ll bear me in some strain of melancholy
And string myself with heavy-sounding wire,
Like such an instrument, that speaks merry
Things sadly.
 

HIPPOLITO
Then ’tis as I meant:
I gave you out at first in discontent.
 

VINDICI
I’ll turn myself, and then — 
 

[Enter Lussurioso.]
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside to Vindici] ‘Sfoot, here he comes!
Hast thought upon’t?
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Salute him, fear not me.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Hippolito.
 

HIPPOLITO
Your lordship.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What’s he yonder?
 

HIPPOLITO
’Tis Vindici, my discontented brother,
Whom ‘cording to your will I’ve brought to court.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Is that thy brother? Beshrew me, a good presence;
I wonder h’as been from the court so long. [To Vindici] Come nearer.
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, Lord Lussurioso, the duke[‘s] son.
 

[Vindici] snatches off his hat and makes legs to him.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Be more near to us; welcome, nearer yet.
 

VINDICI
How don you? God you god den.
 

LUSSURIOSO
We thank thee.
How strangely such a coarse, homely salute
Shows in the palace, where we greet in fire
Nimble and desperate tongues; should we name
God in a salutation, ’twould ne’er be stood on’t. Heaven!
Tell me, what has made thee so melancholy?
 

VINDICI
Why, going to law.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Why, will that make a man melancholy?
 

VINDICI
Yes, to look long upon ink and black buckram: I went me to law in anno quadregesimo secundo, and I waded out of it in anno sextagesimo tertio.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What, three and twenty years in law?
 

VINDICI
I have known those that have been five and fifty, and all about pullen and pigs.
 

LUSSURIOSO
May it be possible such men should breath,
To vex the terms so much?
 

VINDICI
’Tis food to some, my lord. There are old men at the present that are so poisoned with the affectation of law-words, having had many suites canvass’d, that their common talk is nothing but Barbary Latin: they cannot so much as pray but in law, that their sins may be remov’d with a writ of error, and their souls fetch’d up to heaven with a sasarara.
 

[LUSSURIOSO]
It seems most strange to me,
Yet all the world meets round in the same bent:
Where the heart’s set, there goes the tongue’s consent.
How dost apply thy studies, fellow?
 

VINDICI
Study? Why, to think how a great, rich man lies a-dying, and a poor cobbler tolls the bell for him; how he cannot depart the world, and see the great chest stand before him; when he lies speechless, how he will point you readily to all the boxes; and when he is past all memory, as the gossips guess, then thinks he of forfeitures and obligations; nay, when to all men’s hearings he whirls and rattles in the throat, he’s busy threat’ning his poor tenants; and this would last me now some seven years thinking or thereabouts. But I have a conceit a-coming in picture upon this: I draw it myself, which, i’faith la, I’ll present to your honour; you shall not choose but like it, for your lordship shall give me nothing for it.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Nay, you mistake me then,
For I am publish’d bountiful enough;
Let’s taste of your conceit.
 

VINDICI
In picture, my lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, in picture.
 

VINDICI
Marry, this it is:
“A usuring father to be boiling in hell,
And his son and heir with a whore dancing over him.”
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] H’as par’d him to the quick.
 

LUSSURIOSO
The conceit’s pretty, i’faith,
But take ‘t upon my life, ‘twill ne’er be lik’d.
 

VINDICI
No? Why, I’m sure the whore will be lik’d well enough.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Ay, if she were out a’ th’ picture, he’d like her then himself.
 

VINDICI
And as for the son and heir, he shall be an eyesore to no young revellers, for he shall be drawn in cloth-of-gold breeches.
 

LUSSURIOSO
And thou hast put my meaning in the pockets
And canst not draw that out; my thought was this:
To see the picture of a usuring father
Boiling in hell, our rich men would ne’er like it.
 

VINDICI
Oh, true, I cry you heartily mercy! I know the reason, for some of ‘em had rather be damn’d indeed than damn’d in colours.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] A parlous melancholy; h’as wit enough
To murder any man, and I’ll give him means. — 
I think thou art ill-monied.
 

VINDICI
Money! Ho, ho!
‘T ‘as been my want so long, ’tis now my scoff.
I’ve e’en forgot what colour silver’s of.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] It hits as I could wish.
 

VINDICI
I get good clothes
Of those that dread my humour, and for tableroom,
I feed on those that cannot be rid of me.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Giving him gold] Somewhat to set thee up withal.
 

VINDICI
Oh, mine eyes!
 

LUSSURIOSO
How now, man?
 

VINDICI
Almost struck blind!
This bright, unusual shine to me seems proud;
I dare not look till the sun be in a cloud.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] I think I shall affect his melancholy. — 
How are they now?
 

VINDICI
The better for your asking.
 

LUSSURIOSO
You shall be better yet if you but fasten
Truly on my intent; now y’are both present,
I will unbrace such a close, private villain
Unto your vengeful swords, the like ne’er heard of,
Who hath disgrac’d you much and injur’d us.
 

HIPPOLITO
Disgraced us, my lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, Hippolito.
I kept it here till now that both your angers
Might meet him at once.
 

VINDICI
I’m covetous
To know the villain.
 

LUSSURIOSO
You know him: that slave pander,
Piato, whom we threatened last
With iron’s perpetual prisonment.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] All this is I.
 

HIPPOLITO
Is’t he, my lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
I’ll tell you,
You first preferr’d him to me.
 

VINDICI
Did you, brother?
 

HIPPOLITO
I did indeed.
 

LUSSURIOSO
And the ingrateful villain,
To quit that kindness, strongly wrought with me,
Being as you see a likely man for pleasure,
With jewels to corrupt your virgin sister.
 

HIPPOLITO
Oh, villain!
 

VINDICI
He shall surely die that did it.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, far from thinking any virgin harm,
Especially knowing her to be as chaste
As that part which scarce suffers to be touch’d,
Th’ eye would not endure him.
 

VINDICI
Would you not, my lord?
’Twas wondrous honourably done.
 

LUSSURIOSO
But with some [fine] frowns kept him out.
 

VINDICI
Out, slave!
 

LUSSURIOSO
What did me he but in revenge of that
Went of his own free will to make infirm
Your sister’s honour, whom I honour with my soul
For chaste respect, and not prevailing there,
As ’twas but desperate folly to attempt it,
In mere spleen, by the way, waylays your mother,
Whose honour being a coward as it seems
Yielded by little force.
 

VINDICI
Coward indeed!
 

LUSSURIOSO
He, proud of their advantage, as he thought,
Brought me these news for happy, but I,
Heaven forgive me for’t — 
 

VINDICI
What did your honour?
 

LUSSURIOSO
In rage push’d him from me,
Trampled beneath his throat, spurn’d him, and bruis’d:
Indeed I was too cruel, to say troth.
 

HIPPOLITO
Most nobly manag’d.
 

VINDICI
Has not heaven an ear? Is all lightning wasted?
 

LUSSURIOSO
If I now were so impatient in a modest cause,
What should you be?
 

VINDICI
Full mad: he shall not live
To see the moon change.
 

LUSSURIOSO
He’s about the palace;
Hippolito, entice him this way, that thy brother
May take full mark of him.
 

HIPPOLITO
Heart, that shall not need, my lord,
I can direct him so far.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Yet for my hate’s sake,
Go, wind him this way; I’ll see him bleed myself.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Taking Vindici aside] What now, brother?
 

VINDICI
Nay, e’en what you will: y’are put to’t, brother.
 

HIPPOLITO
An impossible task, I’ll swear,
To bring him hither that’s already here.
 

Exit Hippolito.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Thy name, I have forgot it.
 

VINDICI
[Vindici], my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
’Tis a good name, that.
 

VINDICI
Ay, a revenger.
 

LUSSURIOSO
It does betoken courage: [thou] shouldst be valiant
And kill thine enemies.
 

VINDICI
That’s my hope, my lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
This slave is one.
 

VINDICI
I’ll doom him.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Then I’ll praise thee.
Do thou observe me best, and I’ll best raise thee.
 

Enter Hippolito.
 

VINDICI
Indeed, I thank you.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Now, Hippolito,
Where’s the slave pander?
 

HIPPOLITO
Your good lordship
Would have a loathsome sight of him, much offensive.
He’s not in case now to be seen, my lord;
The worst of all the deadly sins is in him:
That beggarly damnation, drunkenness.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Then he’s a double slave.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] ’Twas well convey’d
Upon a sudden wit.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What, are you both
Firmly resolv’d? I’ll see him dead myself.
 

VINDICI
Or else let not us live.
 

LUSSURIOSO
You may direct
Your brother to take note of him.
 

HIPPOLITO
I shall.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Rise but in this and you shall never fall.
 

VINDICI
Your honour’s vassals.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] This was wisely carried.
Deep policy in us makes fools of such:
Then must a slave die when he knows too much.
 

Exit Lussurioso.
 

VINDICI
Oh, thou almighty patience, ’tis my wonder
That such a fellow, impudent and wicked,
Should not be cloven as he stood,
Or with a secret wind burst open!
Is there no thunder left, or is’t kept up
In stock for heavier vengeance? There it goes!
 

HIPPOLITO
Brother, we lose ourselves.
 

VINDICI
But I have found it.
‘Twill hold, ’tis sure; thanks, thanks to any spirit
That mingled it ‘mongst my inventions!
 

HIPPOLITO
What is’t?
 

VINDICI
’Tis sound and good, thou shalt partake it:
I’m hir’d to kill myself.
 

HIPPOLITO
True.
 

VINDICI
Prithee mark it:
And the old duke being dead but not convey’d,
For he’s already miss’d too, and you know
Murder will peep out of the closest husk.
 

HIPPOLITO
Most true.
 

VINDICI
What say you then to this device,
If we dress’d up the body of the duke?
 

HIPPOLITO
In that disguise of yours.
 

VINDICI
Y’are quick, y’ave reach’d it.
 

HIPPOLITO
I like it wondrously.
 

VINDICI
And being in drink, as you have publish’d him,
To lean him on his elbow, as if sleep had caught him,
Which claims most interest in such sluggy men.
 

HIPPOLITO
Good yet, but here’s a doubt:
[We], thought by th’ duke’s son to kill that pander,
Shall when he is known be thought to kill the duke.
 

VINDICI
Neither. Oh, thanks, it is substantial!
For that disguise being on him, which I wore,
It will be thought I, which he calls the pander,
Did kill the duke and fled away in his apparel,
Leaving him so disguis’d to avoid swift pursuit.
 

HIPPOLITO
Firmer and firmer.
 

VINDICI
Nay, doubt not ’tis in grain;
I warrant it hold colour.
 

HIPPOLITO
Let’s about it.
 

VINDICI
But, by the way too, now I think on’t, brother,
Let’s conjure that base devil out of our mother.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

The palace
 

Enter the Duchess arm in arm with the bastard [Spurio]; he seemeth lasciviously to her. After them, enter Supervacuo, running with a rapier, his brother [Ambitioso] stops him.
 

SPURIO
Madam, unlock yourself; should it be seen,
Your arm would be suspected.
 

DUCHESS
Who is’t that dares suspect, or this or these?
May not we deal our favours where we please?
 

SPURIO
I’m confident you may.
 

Exeunt [Duchess and Spurio].
 

AMBITIOSO
‘Sfoot, brother, hold!
 

SUPERVACUO
Woult let the bastard shame us?
 

AMBITIOSO
Hold, hold, brother;
There’s fitter time than now.
 

SUPERVACUO
Now, when I see it!
 

AMBITIOSO
’Tis too much seen already.
 

SUPERVACUO
Seen and known,
The nobler she’s, the baser is she grown.
 

AMBITIOSO
If she were bent lasciviously, the fault
Of mighty women that sleep soft. Oh, death,
Must she needs choose such an unequal sinner
To make all worse?
 

SUPERVACUO
A bastard, the duke’s bastard!
Shame heap’d on shame!
 

AMBITIOSO
Oh, our disgrace!
Most women have small [waist] the world throughout,
But [their] desires are thousand miles about.
 

SUPERVACUO
Come, stay not here, let’s after and prevent,
Or else they’ll sin faster than we’ll repent.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

Vindici’s house
 

Enter [Vindici] and Hippolito bringing out [their] mother [Gratiana], one by one shoulder, and the other by the other, with daggers in their hands.
 

VINDICI
Oh, thou for whom no name is bad enough!
 

[GRATIANA]
What means my sons? What, will you murder me?
 

VINDICI
Wicked, unnatural parent!
 

HIPPOLITO
Fiend of women!
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh! Are sons turn’d monsters? Help!
 

VINDICI
In vain.
 

[GRATIANA]
Are you so barbarous to set iron nipples
Upon the breast that gave you suck?
 

VINDICI
That breast
Is turned to quarled poison.
 

[GRATIANA]
Cut not your days for’t: am not I your mother?
 

VINDICI
Thou dost usurp that title now by fraud,
For in that shell of mother breeds a bawd.
 

[GRATIANA]
A bawd? Oh, name far loathsomer than hell!
 

HIPPOLITO
It should be so, knew’st thou thy office well.
 

[GRATIANA]
I hate it!
 

VINDICI
Ah, is’t possible, you powers on high,
That women should dissemble when they die?
 

[GRATIANA]
Dissemble!
 

VINDICI
Did not the duke’s son direct
A fellow of the world’s condition hither,
That did corrupt all that was good in thee,
Made thee uncivilly forget thyself,
And work our sister to his lust?
 

[GRATIANA]
Who, I?
That had been monstrous! I defy that man
For any such intent: none lives so pure
But shall be soil’d with slander.
Good son, believe it not.
 

VINDICI
Oh, I’m in doubt,
Whether I’m myself or no.
Stay, let me look again upon this face.
Who shall be sav’d when mothers have no grace?
 

HIPPOLITO
’Twould make one half despair.
 

VINDICI
I was the man.
Defy me now? Let’s see do’t modestly.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, hell unto my soul!
 

VINDICI
In that disguise, I sent from the duke’s son,
Tried you, you, and found you base metal
As any villain might have done.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, no,
No tongue but yours could have bewitch’d me so.
 

VINDICI
Oh, nimble in damnation, quick in tune;
There is no devil could strike fire so soon!
I am confuted in a word.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, sons,
Forgive me; to myself I’ll prove more true:
You that should honour me, I kneel to you.
 

VINDICI
A mother to give aim to her own daughter.
 

HIPPOLITO
True, brother, how far beyond nature ’tis,
Tho’ many mothers do’t.
 

VINDICI
Nay, and you draw tears once, go you to bed.
Wet will make iron blush and change to red:
Brother, it rains, ‘twill spoil your dagger; house it.
 

HIPPOLITO
’Tis done.
 

VINDICI
I’faith, ’tis a sweet shower; it does much good.
The fruitful grounds and meadows of her soul
Has been long dry: pour down thou blessed dew.
Rise, mother; troth, this shower has made you higher.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, you heavens!
Take this infectious spot out of my soul;
I’ll rinse it in seven waters of mine eyes.
Make my tears salt enough to taste of grace.
To weep is to our sex naturally given,
But to weep truly, that’s a gift from heaven.
 

VINDICI
Nay, I’ll kiss you now. Kiss her, brother.
Let’s marry her to our souls, wherein’s no lust,
And honourably love her.
 

HIPPOLITO
Let it be.
 

VINDICI
For honest women are so [seld] and rare,
’Tis good to cherish those poor few that are.
Oh, you of easy wax, do but imagine
Now the disease has left you, how leprously
That office would have cling’d unto your forehead.
All mothers that had any graceful hue
Would have worn masks to hide their face at you;
It would have grown to this: at your foul name
Green-colour’d maids would have turn’d red with shame.
 

HIPPOLITO
And then our sister, full of hire and baseness — 
 

VINDICI
There had been boiling lead again.
The duke’s son’s great concubine!
A drab of state, a cloth-a’-silver slut,
To have her train borne up and her soul trail
I’ th’ dirt: great!
 

HIPPOLITO
To be miserably great; rich,
To be eternally wretched.
 

VINDICI
Oh, common madness!
Ask but the thriving’st harlot in cold blood,
She’d give the world to make her honour good.
Perhaps you’ll say but only to th’ duke’s son
In private; why, she first begins with one
Who afterward to thousand proves a whore:
“Break ice in one place, it will crack in more.”
 

[GRATIANA]
Most certainly applied.
 

HIPPOLITO
Oh, brother, you forget our business.
 

VINDICI
And well rememb’red; joy’s a subtle elf:
I think man’s happiest when he forgets himself.
Farewell, once dried, now holy-wat’red mead;
Our hearts wear feathers that before wore lead.
 

[GRATIANA]
I’ll give you this, that one I never knew
Plead better for and ‘gainst the devil than you.
 

VINDICI
You make me proud on’t.
 

HIPPOLITO
Commend us in all virtue to our sister.
 

VINDICI
Ay, for the love of heaven, to that true maid.
 

[GRATIANA]
With my best words.
 

VINDICI
Why, that was motherly said.
 

Exeunt [Vindici and Hippolito].
 

[GRATIANA]
I wonder now what fury did transport me?
I feel good thoughts begin to settle in me.
Oh, with what forehead can I look on her
Whose honour I’ve so impiously beset?
 

[Enter Castiza.]
 

And here she comes.
 

CASTIZA
Now, mother, you have wrought with me so strongly
That what for my advancement, as to calm
The trouble of your tongue: I am content.
 

[GRATIANA]
Content to what?
 

CASTIZA
To do as you have wish’d me,
To prostitute my breast to the duke’s son,
And to put myself to common usury.
 

[GRATIANA]
I hope you will not so!
 

CASTIZA
Hope you I will not?
That’s not the hope you look to be saved in.
 

[GRATIANA]
Truth, but it is.
 

CASTIZA
Do not deceive yourself;
I am as you e’en out of marble wrought.
What would you now? Are ye not pleas’d yet with me?
You shall not wish me to be more lascivious
Than I intend to be.
 

[GRATIANA]
Strike not me cold.
 

CASTIZA
How often have you charg’d me on your blessing
To be a cursed woman! When you knew
Your blessing had no force to make me lewd,
You laid your curse upon me. That did more;
The mother’s curse is heavy: where that fights,
Suns set in storm and daughters lose their lights.
 

[GRATIANA]
Good child, dear maid, if there be any spark
Of heavenly intellectual fire within thee,
Oh, let my breath revive it to a flame!
Put not all out with woman’s wilful follies.
I am recover’d of that foul disease
That haunts too many mothers. Kind, forgive me;
Make me not sick in health: if then
My words prevail’d when they were wickedness,
How much more now when they are just and good?
 

CASTIZA
I wonder what you mean. Are not you she
For whose infect persuasions I could scarce
Kneel out my prayers, and had much ado
In three hours reading to untwist so much
Of the black serpent as you wound about me?
 

[GRATIANA]
’Tis unfruitful, held tedious to repeat what’s past;
I’m now your present mother.
 

CASTIZA
Push, now ’tis too late.
 

[GRATIANA]
Bethink again, thou know’st not what thou sayst.
 

CASTIZA
No? Deny advancement, treasure, the duke’s son?
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, see,
I spoke those words, and now they poison me!
What will the deed do then?
Advancement? True, as high as shame can pitch.
For treasure, whoe’er knew a harlot rich,
Or could build by the purchase of her sin
An hospital to keep their bastards in?
The duke’s son! Oh, when women are young courtiers,
They are sure to be old beggars!
To know the miseries most harlots taste,
Thou’dst wish thyself unborn when thou art unchaste.
 

CASTIZA
Oh, mother, let me twine about your neck,
And kiss you till my soul melt on your lips:
I did but this to try you.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, speak truth!
 

CASTIZA
Indeed, I did not, for no tongue has force
To alter me from honest.
If maidens would, men’s words could have no power.
A virgin honour is a crystal tower,
Which being weak is guarded with good spirits:
Until she basely yields no ill inherits.
 

[GRATIANA]
Oh, happy child! Faith and thy birth hath saved me.
‘Mongst thousands daughters happiest of all others!
[Be] thou a glass for maids, and I for mothers.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

A room in the palace
 

Enter [Vindici] and Hippolito [with the Duke’s corpse in Piato’s clothes, which they prop up in chair].
 

VINDICI
So, so, he leans well; take heed you wake him not, brother.
 

HIPPOLITO
I warrant you, my life for yours.
 

VINDICI
That’s a good lay, for I must kill myself!
Brother, that’s I: that sits for me, do you mark it?
And I must stand ready here to make away myself yonder: I must sit to be kill’d, and stand to kill myself. I could vary it not so little as thrice over again, ‘t ‘as some eight returns like Michaelmas Term.
 

HIPPOLITO
That’s enow, a’ conscience.
 

VINDICI
But, sirrah, does the duke’s son come single?
 

HIPPOLITO
No, there’s the hell on’t, his faith’s too feeble to go alone; he brings flesh-flies after him that will buzz against suppertime and hum for his coming out.
 

VINDICI
Ah, the fly-flop of vengeance beat ‘em to pieces! Here was the sweetest occasion, the fittest hour, to have made my revenge familiar with him, show him the body of the duke his father, and how quaintly he died like a politician in huggermugger, made no man acquainted with it, and in catastrophe slain him over his father’s breast, and oh, I’m mad to lose such a sweet opportunity!
 

HIPPOLITO
Nay, push, prithee be content! There’s no remedy present; may not hereafter times open in as fair faces as this?
 

VINDICI
They may if they can paint so well.
 

HIPPOLITO
Come, now to avoid all suspicion, let’s forsake this room, and be going to meet the duke’s son.
 

VINDICI
Content, I’m for any weather.
 

Enter Lussurioso.
 

Heart, step close, here he comes!
 

HIPPOLITO
My honour’d lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, me; you both present?
 

VINDICI
E’en newly, my lord, just as your lordship enter’d now; about this place we had notice given he should be, but in some loathsome plight or other.
 

HIPPOLITO
Came your honour private?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Private enough for this: only a few
Attend my coming out.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Death rot those few!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Stay, yonder’s the slave.
 

VINDICI
Mass, there’s the slave indeed, my lord!
[Aside] ’Tis a good child, he calls his father slave.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, that’s the villain, the damn’d villain: softly,
Tread easy.
 

VINDICI
Puh, I warrant you, my lord,
We’ll stifle in our breaths.
 

LUSSURIOSO
That will do well.
[Aside] Base rogue, thou sleepest thy last; ’tis policy
To have him kill’d in’s sleep, for if he wak’d
He would betray all to them.
 

VINDICI
But, my lord — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ha, what sayst?
 

VINDICI
Shall we kill him now he’s drunk?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ay, best of all.
 

VINDICI
Why, then he will ne’er live to be sober.
 

LUSSURIOSO
No matter, let him reel to hell.
 

VINDICI
But being so full of liquor, I fear he will put out all the fire — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Thou art a mad beast.
 

VINDICI
And leave none to warm your lordship’s golls withal,
For he that dies drunk falls into hellfire
Like a bucket a’ water, qush, qush.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Come, be ready, nake your swords; think of your wrongs:
This slave has injur’d you.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Troth, so he has,
And he has paid well for’t.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Meet with him now.
 

VINDICI
You’ll bear us out, my lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Puh, am I a lord for nothing think you? Quickly, now.
 

VINDICI
Sa, sa, sa! [Stabs the corpse.] Thump, there he lies.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Nimbly done. Ha? Oh, villains, murderers,
’Tis the old duke my father!
 

VINDICI
That’s a jest.
 

LUSSURIOSO
What stiff and cold already?
Oh, pardon me to call you from your names;
’Tis none of your deed: that villain Piato,
Whom you thought now to kill, has murder’d him
And left him thus disguis’d.
 

HIPPOLITO
And not unlikely.
 

VINDICI
Oh, rascal! Was he not asham’d
To put the duke into a greasy doublet?
 

LUSSURIOSO
He has been cold and stiff who knows how long?
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Marry, that do I!
 

LUSSURIOSO
No words, I pray, of anything intended.
 

VINDICI
Oh, my lord!
 

HIPPOLITO
I would fain have your lordship think that we have small reason to prate.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Faith, thou sayst true; I’ll forthwith send to court
For all the nobles, bastard, duchess, all,
How here by miracle we found him dead,
And in his raiment that foul villain fled.
 

VINDICI
That will be the best way, my lord, to clear us all: let’s cast about to be clear.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ho, Nencio, Sordido, and the rest!
 

Enter all [Lussurioso’s attendants].
 

[SORDIDO]
My lord.
 

[NENCIO]
My lord.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Be witnesses of a strange spectacle:
Choosing for private conference that sad room,
We found the duke my father ‘geal’d in blood.
 

[SORDIDO]
My lord, the duke! Run, hie thee, Nencio,
Startle the court by signifying so much.
 

[Exit Nencio.]
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Thus much by wit a deep revenger can:
When murder’s known, to be the clearest man.
We’re fardest off, and with as bold an eye
Survey his body as the standers-by.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My royal father, too basely let blood
By a malevolent slave!
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside to Vindici] Hark, he calls thee slave again.
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Ha’s lost, he may.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, sight, look hither! See, his lips are gnawn with poison!
 

VINDICI
How! His lips? By th’ mass, they be!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, villain! Oh, rogue! Oh, slave! Oh, rascal!
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside] Oh, good deceit! He quits him with like terms.
 

[Enter Ambitioso, Supervacuo, Spurio, Duchess, the Duke’s Gentlemen, Nobles, and guards.]
 

FIRST NOBLE
Where?
 

SECOND NOBLE
Which way?
 

AMBITIOSO
Over what roof hangs this prodigious comet
In deadly fire?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Behold, behold, my lords:
The duke my father’s murder’d by a vassal
That owes this habit, and here left disguis’d.
 

DUCHESS
My lord and husband!
 

SECOND NOBLE
Reverend majesty!
 

FIRST NOBLE
I have seen these clothes often attending on him.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] That nobleman has been i’ th’ country, for he does not lie.
 

SUPERVACUO
[Aside to Ambitioso] Learn of our mother; let’s dissemble too.
I am glad he’s vanish’d; so I hope are you.
 

AMBITIOSO
[Aside to Supervacuo] Ay, you may take my word for’t.
 

SPURIO
[Aside] Old Dad dead?
Ay, one of his cast sins will send the fates
Most hearty commendations by his own son.
I’ll tug the new stream till strength be done.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Where be those two that did affirm to us
My lord the duke was privately rid forth?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Oh, pardon us, my lords, he gave that charge
Upon our lives if he were miss’d at court
To answer so; he rode not anywhere,
We left him private with that fellow here.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Confirm’d.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh heavens, that false charge was his death!
Impudent beggars, durst you to our face,
Maintain such a false answer? Bear him straight
To execution.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
My lord!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Urge me no more.
In this excuse may be call’d half the murther.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] You’ve sentenc’d well.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Away, see it be done.
 

[Exit the First Gentleman, guarded.]
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Could you not stick? See what confession doth.
Who would not lie when men are hang’d for truth?
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside to Vindici] Brother, how happy is our vengeance?
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Why, it hits,
Past the apprehension of indifferent wits.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My lord, let post-horse be sent
Into all places to entrap the villain.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Post-horse? Ha, ha!
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
My lord, we’re something bold to know our duty.
You father’s accidentally departed;
The titles that were due to him meet you.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Meet me? I’m not at leisure, my good lord;
I’ve many griefs to dispatch out a’ th’ way.
[Aside] Welcome, sweet titles! — Talk to me, my lords,
Of sepulchers and mighty emperors’ bones,
That’s thought for me.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] So, one may see by this
How foreign markets go:
Courtiers have feet a’ th’ nines and tongues a’ th’ twelves;
They flatter dukes and dukes flatter themselves.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
My lord, it is your shine must comfort us.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Alas, I shine in tears like the sun in April.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
You’re now my lord’s grace.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My lord’s grace? I perceive you’ll have it so.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
’Tis but your own.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Then heavens give me grace to be so.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] He prays well for himself.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
Madam, all sorrows
Must run their circles into joys; no doubt but time
Will make the murderer bring forth himself.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] He were an ass then, i’faith.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
In the mean season,
Let us bethink the latest funeral honours
Due to the duke’s cold body, and withal,
Calling to memory our new happiness,
Spread in his royal son: lords, gentlemen,
Prepare for revels.
 

VINDICI
[Aside] Revels!
 

NOBLE
Time hath several falls.
Griefs lift up joys, feasts put down funerals.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Come then, my lords, my favours to you all.
[Aside] The duchess is suspected foully bent;
I’ll begin dukedom with her banishment.
 

Exeunt Duke [Lussurioso], Nobles, [Gentlemen, Attendants,] and Duchess.
 

HIPPOLITO
[Aside to Vindici] Revels!
 

VINDICI
[Aside to Hippolito] Ay, that’s the word; we are firm yet:
Strike one strain more and then we crown our wit.
 

Exeunt brothers [Vindici and Hippolito].
 

SPURIO
Well, have the fairest mark, so said the duke when he begot me,
And if I miss his heart or near about,
Then have at any: a bastard scorns to be out.
 

[Exit Spurio.]
 

SUPERVACUO
Not’st thou that Spurio, brother?
 

[AMBITIOSO]
Yes, I note him to our shame.
 

SUPERVACUO
He shall not live; his hair shall not grow much longer: in this time of revels, tricks may be set afoot. Seest thou yon new moon? It shall out-live the new duke by much; this hand shall dispossess him, then we’re mighty.
A masque is treason’s license; that build upon:
’Tis murder’s best face when a vizard’s on.
 

Exit [Supervacuo].
 

AMBITIOSO
Is’t so? [’Tis] very good.
And do you think to be duke then, kind brother?
I’ll see fair play: drop one and there lies t’other.
 

Exit Ambitioso.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

Vindici’s house
 

Enter [Vindici] and Hippolito, with Piero and other Lords.
 

VINDICI
My lords, be all of music; strike old griefs into other countries
That flow in too much milk and have faint livers,
Not daring to stab home their discontents:
Let our hid flames break out as fire, as lightning,
To blast this villainous dukedom vex’d with sin;
Wind up your souls to their full height again.
 

PIERO
How?
 

FIRST LORD
Which way?
 

THIRD LORD
Any way: our wrongs are such,
We cannot justly be reveng’d too much.
 

VINDICI
You shall have all enough. Revels are toward,
And those few nobles that have long suppress’d you
Are busied to the furnishing of a masque,
And do affect to make a pleasant tale on’t.
The masquing suits are fashioning; now comes in
That which must glad us all: we to take pattern
Of all those suits, the colour, trimming, fashion,
E’en to an undistinguish’d hair almost,
Then ent’ring first, observing the true form,
Within a strain or two we shall find leisure
To steal our swords out handsomely,
And when they think their pleasure sweet and good,
In midst of all their joys, they shall sigh blood.
 

PIERO
Weightily, effectually.
 

THIRD LORD
Before the t’other masquers come.
 

VINDICI
We’re gone, all done and past.
 

PIERO
But how for the duke’s guard?
 

VINDICI
Let that alone;
By one and one their strengths shall be drunk down.
 

HIPPOLITO
There are five hundred gentlemen in the action
That will apply themselves and not stand idle.
 

PIERO
Oh, let us hug your bosoms!
 

VINDICI
Come, my lords,
Prepare for deeds; let other times have words.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

The palace banqueting hall
 

In a dumb show, the possessing of the young duke [Lussurioso] with all his Nobles. Then sounding music, a furnish’d table is brought forth; then enters the duke [Lussurioso] and his [three] Nobles to the banquet. A blazing star appeareth.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
Many harmonious hours and choicest pleasures
Fill up the royal numbers of your years.
 

LUSSURIOSO
My lords, we’re pleas’d to thank you [aside] tho’ we know
’Tis but your duty now to wish it so.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
That shine makes us all happy.
 

THIRD NOBLE
[Aside] His grace frowns?
 

SECOND NOBLE
[Aside] Yet we must say he smiles.
 

FIRST NOBLE
[Aside] I think we must.
 

LUSSURIOSO
[Aside] That foul, incontinent duchess we have banish’d;
The bastard shall not live: after these revels
I’ll begin strange ones; he and the stepsons
Shall pay their lives for the first subsidies.
We must not frown so soon, else ‘t ‘ad been now.
 

FIRST NOBLE
My gracious lord, please you prepare for pleasure:
The masque is not far off.
 

LUSSURIOSO
We are for pleasure.
[To the comet] Beshrew thee, what art thou mad’st me start?
Thou hast committed treason: a blazing star!
 

FIRST NOBLE
A blazing star? Oh, where, my lord?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Spy out!
 

SECOND NOBLE
See, see, my lords: a wondrous, dreadful one.
 

LUSSURIOSO
I am not pleas’d at that ill-knotted fire,
That bushing, flaring star. Am not I duke?
It should not quake me now: had it appear’d
Before it, I might then have justly fear’d;
But yet they say, whom art and learning weds,
When stars [wear] locks, they threaten great men’s heads.
Is it so? You are read, my lords.
 

FIRST NOBLE
May it please your grace,
It shows great anger.
 

LUSSURIOSO
That does not please our grace.
 

SECOND NOBLE
Yet here’s the comfort, my lord: many times
When it seems most, it threatens fardest off.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Faith, and I think so too.
 

FIRST NOBLE
Beside, my lord,
You’re gracefully establish’d with the loves
Of all your subjects: and for natural death,
I hope it will be threescore years a-coming.
 

LUSSURIOSO
True. No more but threescore years?
 

FIRST NOBLE
Fourscore I hope, my lord.
 

SECOND NOBLE
And fivescore, I.
 

THIRD NOBLE
But ’tis my hope, my lord, you shall ne’er die.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Give me thy hand; these others I rebuke.
He that hopes so is fittest for a duke.
Thou shalt sit next me; take your places, lords:
We’re ready now for sports; let ‘em set on.
[To the comet] You thing, we shall forget you quite anon!
 

THIRD NOBLE
I hear ‘em coming, my lord.
 

Enter the Masque of Revengers: the two brothers [Vindici and Hippolito] and two Lords more.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Ah, ’tis well.
[Aside] Brothers and bastard, you dance next in hell.
 

The Revengers dance. At the end, steal out their swords and these four kill the four at the table in their chairs. It thunders.
 

VINDICI
Mark thunder?
Dost know thy cue, thou big-voic’d crier?
Dukes’ groans are thunder’s watchwords.
 

HIPPOLITO
So, my lords, you have enough.
 

VINDICI
Come, let’s away, no ling’ring.
 

HIPPOLITO
Follow, go.
 

Exeunt [Hippolito and the two lords].
 

VINDICI
No power is angry when the lustful die;
When thunder claps, heaven likes the tragedy.
 

Exit Vindici.
Enter the other masque of intended murderers: stepsons [Ambitioso, Supervacuo], bastard [Spurio], and a Fourth Man [Ambitioso’s henchman], coming in dancing; the duke [Lussurioso] recovers a little in voice and groans, calls, “A guard, treason,” at which they all start out of their measure, and turning towards the table, they find them all to be murdered.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, oh!
 

SPURIO
Whose groan was that?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Treason, a guard!
 

AMBITIOSO
How now? All murder’d!
 

SUPERVACUO
Murder’d!
 

FOURTH MAN
And those his nobles?
 

AMBITIOSO
Here’s a labour sav’d:
I thought to have sped him. ‘Sblood, how came this?
 

[SUPERVACUO]
Then I proclaim myself: now I am duke.
 

AMBITIOSO
Thou duke! Brother, thou liest.
 

[Kills Supervacuo.]
 

SPURIO
Slave, so dost thou!
 

[Kills Ambitioso.]
 

FOURTH MAN
Base villain, hast thou slain my lord and master?
 

[Kills Spurio.] Enter the first men [Vindici, Hippolito, the two Lords].
 

VINDICI
Pistols, treason, murder! Help, guard my lord the duke!
 

[Enter Antonio, guards.]
 

HIPPOLITO
Lay hold upon this traitor!
 

[The guards seize the Fourth Man.]
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh!
 

VINDICI
Alas, the duke is murder’d!
 

HIPPOLITO
And the nobles!
 

VINDICI
Surgeons, surgeons! Heart, does he breathe so long?
 

ANTONIO
A piteous tragedy, able to [make]
An old man’s eyes bloodshot.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh!
 

VINDICI
Look to my lord the duke! [Aside] A vengeance throttle him!
[To the Fourth Man] Confess, thou murd’rous and [unhallowed] man,
Didst thou kill all these?
 

FOURTH MAN
None but the bastard I.
 

VINDICI
How came the duke slain then?
 

FOURTH MAN
We found him so.
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh, villain!
 

VINDICI
Hark!
 

LUSSURIOSO
Those in the masque did murder us.
 

VINDICI
Law you now, sir.
Oh, marble impudence! Will you confess now?
 

FOURTH MAN
[‘Sblood], ’tis all false!
 

ANTONIO
Away with that foul monster,
Dipp’d in a prince’s blood!
 

FOURTH MAN
Heart, ’tis a lie!
 

ANTONIO
Let him have bitter execution.
 

[Exit Fourth Man, guarded.]
 

VINDICI
[Aside] New marrow! No, I cannot be express’d! — 
How fares my lord the duke?
 

LUSSURIOSO
Farewell to all;
He that climbs highest has the greatest fall.
My tongue is out of office.
 

VINDICI
Air, gentlemen, air!
[Whispering] Now thou’lt not prate on’t, ’twas [Vindici] murd’red thee — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh!
 

VINDICI
Murd’red thy father — 
 

LUSSURIOSO
Oh!
 

VINDICI
And I am he.
Tell nobody. [Lussurioso dies.] So, so, the duke’s departed.
 

ANTONIO
It was a deadly hand that wounded him.
The rest, ambitious who should rule and sway,
After his death were so made all away.
 

VINDICI
My lord was unlikely.
 

HIPPOLITO
Now the hope
Of Italy lies in your reverend years.
 

VINDICI
Your hair will make the silver age again,
When there was fewer but more honest men.
 

ANTONIO
The burden’s weighty and will press age down;
May I so rule that heaven [may] keep the crown.
 

VINDICI
The rape of your good lady has been quitted
With death on death.
 

ANTONIO
Just is the law above.
But of all things it puts me most to wonder
How the old duke came murd’red.
 

VINDICI
Oh, my lord!
 

ANTONIO
It was the strangeliest carried, I not [heard]
Of the like.
 

HIPPOLITO
’Twas all done for the best, my lord.
 

VINDICI
All for your grace’s good; we may be bold to speak it now,
’Twas somewhat witty carried, tho’ we say it.
’Twas we two murd’red him.
 

ANTONIO
You two?
 

VINDICI
None else, i’faith, my lord; nay, ’twas well manag’d.
 

ANTONIO
Lay hands upon those villains!
 

[Guards seize Vindici and Hippolito.]
 

VINDICI
How? On us?
 

ANTONIO
Bear ‘em to speedy execution.
 

VINDICI
Heart, was’t not for your good, my lord?
 

ANTONIO
My good! Away with ‘em! Such an old man as he!
You that would murder him would murder me.
 

VINDICI
Is’t come about?
 

HIPPOLITO
‘Sfoot, brother, you begun.
 

VINDICI
May not we set as well as the duke’s son?
Thou hast no conscience: are we not reveng’d?
Is there one enemy left alive amongst those?
’Tis time to die when we are ourselves our foes.
When murders shut deeds close, this curse does seal ‘em:
If none disclose ‘em they themselves reveal ‘em!
This murder might have slept in tongueless brass
But for ourselves, and the world died an ass.
Now I remember too, here was Piato
Brought forth a knavish sentence: no doubt, said he,
But time will make the murderer bring forth himself.
’Tis well he died; he was a witch.
And now, my lord, since we are in forever,
This work was ours which else might have been slipp’d,
And if we list, we could have nobles clipp’d
And go for less than beggars, but we hate
To bleed so cowardly; we have enough. I’faith,
We’re well: our mother turn’d, our sister true,
We die after a nest of dukes. Adieu.
 

Exeunt [Vindici and Hippolito, guarded].
 

ANTONIO
How subtly was that murder clos’d! Bear up
Those tragic bodies; ’tis a heavy season:
Pray heaven their blood may wash away all treason.
 

[Exeunt omnes.]
 

FINIS
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Dramatis Personæ
 

FRIPPERY, the broker-gallant
PRIMERO, the bawd-gallant
[Justinian] GOLDSTONE, the cheating-gallant
PURSENET, the pocket-gallant
TAILBY, the whore-gallant
FITSGRAVE, a gentleman
BUNGLER, cousin to Mistress Newcut
PYAMONT
ARTHUR, servant to Frippery
FULK, servant to Goldstone
BOY, servant to Pursenet
JACK, servant to Tailby
MARMADUKE, servant to Mistress Newcut
[Two FELLOWS]
[Jeronimo Bedlam, a SERVANT friendly to Fitsgrave]
[A SERVANT of the Mitre]
[VINTNER, named Jack]
[Two DRAWERS]
[Two GENTLEMEN]
[TAILOR]
[SERVANTS to Mistresses Cleveland, Newbold, and Tiffany]
[Two CONSTABLES]
[PAINTER]
KATHERINE, a wealthy orphan
MISTRESS NEWCUT, a merchant’s wife
NOVICE
[Three] COURTESANS
 




Induction
 

Presenter, or Prologue, passing over the stage; the bawd-gallant [Primero], with three wenches gallantly attired, meets him; the whore-gallant [Tailby], the pocket-gallant [Pursenet], the cheating-gallant [Goldstone], kiss these three wenches, and depart in a little whisper and wanton action. Now, for the other, the broker-gallant [Frippery], he sits at home yet, I warrant you, at this time of day, summing up his pawns. Hactenus quasi inductio, a little glimpse giving.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A room in Frippery’s house.
 

[Frippery discovered summing up his pawns, one Fellow standing by him.] Enter a Second Fellow [led in by Arthur].
 

ARTHUR
Is your pawn good and sound, sir?
 

SECOND FELLOW
I’ll pawn my life for that, sir.
 

ARTHUR
Place yourself there then; I will seek to prefer it presently. My master is very jealous of the pestilence; marry, the pox sits at meat and meal with him.
 

[Second Fellow retires.]
 

FRIPPERY
[Reads] “Lent the fifth day of September to Mistress Onset upon her gown [and] taffeta petticoat with three broad silver laces, three pound fifteen shillings. Lent to Justice Cropshin upon both his velvet jackets, five pound ten shillings. Lent privately to my Lady Newcut upon her gilt casting-bottle and her silver lie-pot, fifty-five shillings.”
 

ARTHUR
Sir — 
 

FRIPPERY
[Reads] “Lent to Sir Oliver Needy upon his taffeta cloak, beaver hat, and perfumed leather-jerkin, six pound five shillings.”
 

ARTHUR
May it please your worship — 
 

FRIPPERY
[Reads] “Lent to Master Andrew Lucifer upon his flame-coloured doublet and blue taffeta hose” — Top the candle, sirrah; methinks the light burns blue: when came that suit in?
 

ARTHUR
‘T’as lain above the year now.
 

FRIPPERY
Fire and brimstone! Cut it out into matches; the white linings will serve for tinder.
 

ARTHUR
And with little help, sir; they are almost black enough already. Sir, here’s another come with a pawn.
 

FRIPPERY
Keep him aside awhile, and reach me hither the bill of the last week.
 

ARTHUR
’Tis here at hand, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Now, sir, what’s your pawn?
 

FIRST FELLOW
The second part of a gentlewoman’s gown, sir; the lower half, I mean.
 

FRIPPERY
I apprehend you easily, the breeches of the gown.
 

FIRST FELLOW
Very proper, for she wears the doublet at home; a guest that lies in my house, sir; she looks every hour for her cousin out a’ th’ country.
 

FRIPPERY
O, her cousin lies here; ‘a may mistake in that. My friend, of what parish is your pawn?
 

FIRST FELLOW
Parish? Why, Saint Clement’s, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
[To Second Fellow] I’ll come to you presently. [To First Fellow] What parish is your pawn, my friend? [Reads] “Saint Bride’s, five; Saint Dunstan’s, none; Saint Clement’s, three.” Three at Clement’s? Away with your pawn, sir, your parish is infected! I will neither purchase the plague for sixpence in the pound and a groat bill-money, nor venture my small stock into contagious parishes: you have your answer; fare you well, as fast as you can, sir.
 

FIRST FELLOW
The pox arrest you, sir, at the suit of the suburbs!
 

FRIPPERY
Ay, welcome, welcome.
 

FIRST FELLOW
For, I think, plague scorns your company.
 

Exit.
 

FRIPPERY
I rank with chief gallants; I love to smell safely. [Reads] “Lent in the vacation to Master Proctor upon his spiritual gown five angels, and upon his corporal doublet fifteen shillings; sum, three pound five shillings.”
 

ARTHUR
Sir — 
 

FRIPPERY
Now, sir?
 

ARTHUR
[Bringing forward a trunk] Here’s one come in with a trunk of apparel.
 

FRIPPERY
Whence comes it?
 

ARTHUR
From Saint Martin’s-in-the-Field.
 

FRIPPERY
Saint Martin’s-in-the-Field? [Reads] “Saint Mary Maudlin, two; Saint Martin’s, none.” Here’s an honest fellow; let him appear, sir.
 

ARTHUR
You may come near, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
O welcome, welcome; what’s your pawn, sir?
 

SECOND FELLOW
Faith, a gentlewoman’s whole suit, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Whole suit? ’Tis well.
 

SECOND FELLOW
A poor, kind soul, troubled with a bad husband; one that puts her to her shifts here.
 

FRIPPERY
He puts here from her shifts, methinks, when she is fain to pawn her clothes.
 

SECOND FELLOW
Look you, sir; a fair satin gown, new taffeta petticoat — 
 

FRIPPERY
Stay, this petticoat has been turned.
 

SECOND FELLOW
Often turned up and down, and you will, but never turned, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Cry you mercy, indeed.
 

SECOND FELLOW
A fine white beaver, pearl band, three falls; I ha’ known her have more in her days.
 

FRIPPERY
Alas, and she be but a gentlewoman of any count or charge, three falls are nothing in these days! Know that: tut, the world’s changed; [gentlewomen’s] falls stand upright now; no sin but has a bolster, that it may lie at ease. Well, what do you borrow of these, sir?
 

SECOND FELLOW
Twelve pounds, and you will, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
How?
 

SECOND FELLOW
They were not her’s for twenty.
 

FRIPPERY
Why, so; our pawn is ever thrice the value of our money, unless in plate and jewels; how should the months be restored and the use else? We must cast it for the twelvemonth, so many pounds, so many months, so many eighteenpences; then the use of these eighteenpences; then the want of the return of those pounds: all these must be laid together; which well considered, the valuation of the pawn had need to sound treble. Can six pound pleasure the gentlewoman?
 

SECOND FELLOW
It may please her, but, like a man of three-score, in the limberest degree.
 

FRIPPERY
I have but one word more to say in’t; twenty nobles is all and the utmost that I will hazard upon’t.
 

SECOND FELLOW
She must be content with’t: the less borrowed, the better paid; come.
 

FRIPPERY
Arthur.
 

ARTHUR
At hand, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Tell out twenty nobles, and take her name in a bill.
 

SECOND FELLOW
I’m satisfied, sir.
 

[Exit with Arthur.]
 

FRIPPERY
Welcome, good Saint Martin’s-in-the-Field, welcome, welcome! I know no other name.
 

Enter Primero.
 

PRIMERO
What, so hard at your prayers?
 

FRIPPERY
A little, sir; summing up my pawns here — what, Master Primero, is it you, sir gallant? And how does all the pretty, sweet ladies, those plump, kind, delicate blisses, ha? whom I kiss in my very thoughts? How do they, gallant?
 

PRIMERO
Why, gallant, if they should not do well in my house, where should it be done, boy? Have I not a glorious situation?
 

FRIPPERY
O, a gallant receipt: violet air, curious garden, quaint walks, fantastical arbours, three back doors, and a coach-gate! Nay, thou’rt admirably seated: little furniture will serve thee; thou’rt never without moveables.
 

PRIMERO
Ay, praise my stars! Ah, the goodly virginities that have been cut up in my house, and the goodly patrimonies that have lain like sops in the gravy! And when those sops were eaten, yet the meat was kept whole for another, and another, and another; for as in one pie twenty may dip their sippits, so upon one woman forty may consume their patrimonies.
 

FRIPPERY
Excellent, Master Primero!
 

PRIMERO
Well, I’ll pray for women while I live;
They’re the profitablest fools, I’ll say that for ‘em,
A man can keep about his house; the prettiest kind fowl,
So tame, so gentle, e’en to strangers’ hands
So soon familiar, suffer to be touch’d
Of those they ne’er saw twice: the dove’s not like ‘em.
 

FRIPPERY
Most certain, for that’s honest: but I have
A suit to you.
 

PRIMERO
And so have I to you.
 

FRIPPERY
That happens well: grant mine, and I’ll grant yours.
 

PRIMERO
A match.
 

FRIPPERY
Make me perfect in that trick that got you so much at primero.
 

PRIMERO
O, for the thread tied at your partner’s leg,
The twitch?
 

FRIPPERY
Ay, that twitch and you call’t so.
 

PRIMERO
That secret twitch got me five hundred pound
Ere ’twas first known, and since I ha’ sold it well:
Five hundred pound laid down shall not yet buy
The fee-simple of my twitch: I would be here with’t.
’Twas a best invention;
I’d been a beggar many a lousy year
But for my twitch: it was the prettiest twitch!
Many over-cheated gulls have fatted
Me with the bottom of their patrimonies,
E’en to the last sop, gaped while I fed ‘em,
Who now live by that art that first undid ‘em,
But I must swear you to be secret, close.
 

FRIPPERY
As a maid at ten.
 

PRIMERO
Had you sworn but two years higher
I would ne’er ha’ believ’d you.
 

FRIPPERY
Nay, I let twelve alone,
For after twelve has struck, maids look for one.
 

PRIMERO
I look for one too, and a maid, I think.
 

FRIPPERY
What, to come hither?
 

PRIMERO
Sure, she follows me:
A pretty, fat-eyed wench, with a Venus in her cheek; did but raiment smile upon her, she were nectar for great dons, boy: and that’s my suit to thee.
 

FRIPPERY
And that’s granted already. Of what volume is this book, that I may fit a cover to’t?
 

PRIMERO
Faith, neither in folio nor in decimo sexto, but in octavo, between both; a pretty, middle-sized trug.
 

FRIPPERY
Then I have fitted her already, in my eye, i’faith. Here came a pawn in e’en now will make shift to serve her as fit! Look you, sir [gallant]: satin, taffeta, beaver, fall, and all.
 

PRIMERO
Is it new?
 

FRIPPERY
New? You see it bears her youth as freshly.
 

PRIMERO
A pretty suit of clothes, i’faith: but put case the party should come to redeem ‘em of a sudden?
 

FRIPPERY
Pooh, then your wit’s sickly: have not I the policy, think you, to seem extreme busy, and defer ‘em till the morrow? Against which time that pawn shall be secretly fetched home, and another carried out to supply the place.
 

PRIMERO
I like thy craft well there.
 

FRIPPERY
A general course. O, frippery is an unknown benefit, sir gallant!
 

PRIMERO
And what must I give you for the hire now, i’faith?
 

FRIPPERY
Of the whole suit, for the month?
 

PRIMERO
Ay, for the month.
 

FRIPPERY
Go to, you shall give me but twelvepence a-day; Master Primero, you’re a friend, and I’ll use you so: ’tis got up at your house in an afternoon, i’faith, the hire of the whole month. Ye must think I can distinguish spirits, and put a difference between you and others; you pay no more, i’faith.
 

PRIMERO
I could have offered you no less myself.
 

FRIPPERY
Tut, a man must use a friend as a friend may use him: your house has been a sweet house to me, both for pleasure and profit; I’ll give you your due: omne tulit punctum, you have always kept fine punks in your house, that’s for pleasure, qui miscuit utile dulci, and I have had sweet pawns from ‘em, that’s for profit now.
 

PRIMERO
You flatter, you flatter, sir gallant. But whist! Here she enters: I prithee, question her.
 

Enter Novice.
 

O, you’re welcome!
 

FRIPPERY
Is this your new scholar, Master Primero?
 

PRIMERO
Marry, is she, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
I’ll commend your judgment in a wench while I live: that face will get money, i’faith; ‘twill be a get-penny, I warrant you. [To Novice] Go to, your fortune was choice, pretty bliss, to fall into the regard of so kind a gentleman.
 

NOVICE
I hope so, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
See what his care has provided already for you; you’ll be simply set out to the world! If you’ll have that care now to deserve his pains, O, that will be acceptable! And these be the rudiments you must chiefly point at: to counterfeit cunningly, to wind in gentlemen with powerful attraction to keep his house in name and custom, to dissemble with your own brother, never to betray your fellows’ imperfections nor lay open the state of their bodies to strangers, to believe those that give you, to gull those that believe you, to laugh at all under taffeta; and these be your rudiments.
 

PRIMERO
There’s e’en all, i’faith; we’ll trouble you with no more. Nay, you shall live at ease enough: for nimming away jewels and favours from gentlemen, which are your chief vails, [I] hope that will come naturally enough to you, I need not instruct you; you’ll have that wit, I trust, to make the most of your pleasure.
 

NOVICE
I hope one’s mother-wit will serve for that, sir.
 

PRIMERO
O, properest of all, wench! It must be a she-wit that does those things, and thy mother was quick enough at it in her days.
 

FRIPPERY
Give me leave, sister, to examine you upon two or three particulars: and make you ready, be not ashamed; here’s none but friends. Are you a maid?
 

NOVICE
Yes, in the last quarter, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Very proper, that’s e’en going out: a maid in the last quarter, that’s a whore in the first. Let me see, new moon on Thursday; she’ll be chan[g]ed by that time, too. Are you willing to pleasure gentlemen?
 

NOVICE
We are all born to pleasure our country, forsooth.
 

FRIPPERY
Excellent! Can you carry yourself cunningly, and seem often holy?
 

NOVICE
O, fear not that, sir! My friends were all Puritans.
 

FRIPPERY
I’ll ne’er try her further.
 

PRIMERO
She’s done well, i’faith: I fear not now to turn her loose to any gentleman in Europe.
 

FRIPPERY
You need not, sir: of her own accord, I think she’ll be loose enough without turning. Arthur!
 

Enter Arthur.
 

ARTHUR
Here, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Go, make haste, shift her into that suit presently.
 

ARTHUR
It shall be done.
 

PRIMERO
Arthur, do’t neatly, Arthur.
 

ARTHUR
Fear’t not, sir.
 

PRIMERO
Follow him, wench.
 

NOVICE
With all my heart, sir.
 

[Exeunt Arthur and Novice.]
 

PRIMERO
[But, mass, sir],
In what are we forgetful all this while!
 

FRIPPERY
In what?
 

PRIMERO
The wooing business, man.
 

FRIPPERY
Heart, that’s true!
 

PRIMERO
The gallants will prevent us.
 

FRIPPERY
Are you certain?
 

PRIMERO
I can avouch it: there’s a general meeting
At the deceas’d knight’s house this afternoon;
There’s rivalship enough.
 

FRIPPERY
No doubt in that:
Would either thou or I might bear her from ‘em!
 

PRIMERO
My hopes are not yet faint.
 

FRIPPERY
Nor mine.
 

PRIMERO
Tut, man.
Nothing in women’s hearts sooner win[s] place
Than a grave outside and an impudent face.
 

FRIPPERY
And for both those we’ll fit it.
 

PRIMERO
Ay, if the devil
Be not in’t: make haste.
 

FRIPPERY
I follow straight.
 

Exit Primero.
 

Vanish, thou fog, and sink beneath our brightness,
Abashed at the splendour of such beams!
We scorn thee, base eclipser of our glories,
That wouldst have hid our shine from mortal’s eyes.
Now, gallants, I’m for you, ay, and perhaps before you:
You can appear but glorious from yourselves,
And have your beams but drawn from your own light,
But mine from many: many make me bright.
Here’s a diamond that sometimes graced the finger of a countess; here sits a ruby that ne’er lins blushing for the party that pawned it; here a sapphire. O providence and fortune! My beginning was so poor, I would fain forget it; and I take the only course, for I scorn to think on’t; slave to a trencher, observer of a salt-cellar, privy to nothing but a closestool, or such unsavoury secret[s]: but as I strive to forget the days of my serving, so I shall once remember the first step of my rising; for, having hardly raked five mark together, I rejoiced so in that small stock, which most providentially I ventured by water to Blackwall among fishwives; and in small time, what by weekly return and gainful restitution, it rize to a great body, beside a dish of fish for a present, that stately preserved me a seven-night.
Nor ceas’d it there, but drew on greater profit;
For I was held religious by those
That do profess like abstinence,
And was full often secretly supplied
By charitable Catholics,
Who censur’d me sincerely abstinate,
When merely I for hunger, [not] for zeal,
Eat up the fish, and put their alms to use!
Ha, ha, ha!
But those times are run out; and, for my sake,
Zealous dissemblance has since far’d the worse.
Let me see now, whose cloak shall I wear today to continue change? O Arthur!
 

Enter Arthur.
 

ARTHUR
Here, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Bring down Sir Oliver Needy’s taffeta cloak and beaver hat — I am sure he is fast enough [in the knight’s ward] — and Andrew Lucifer’s rapier and dagger with the embossed girdle and hangers,
 

[Exit Arthur.]
 

for he’s in his third sweat by this time, sipping of the doctor’s bottle, or picking the ninth part of a rack of mutton, dry-roasted, with a leash of nightcaps on his head like the pope’s triple crown, and as many pillows crushed to his back, with, “O the needles!” For he got the pox of a sempster, and it pricked so much more naturally. Quick, Arthur, quick!
 

[Enter Arthur with the pawned items, which Frippery puts on.]
 

Now to the deceas’d knight’s daughter,
Whom many gallants sue to, I ‘mongst many;
For since impudence gains more respect than virtue,
And coin [than] blood, which few can now deny,
Who’re your chief gallants then but such as I?
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A room in Katherine’s house
 

Enter Katherine and Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
You do your beauties injury, sweet virgin,
To lose the time they must rejoice in youth:
There’s no perfection in a woman plac’d
But wastes itself though it be never wasted;
Then judge your wrongs yourself.
 

KATHERINE
Good Master Fitsgrave,
Through sorrow for the knight my father’s death,
Whose being was the [perfection] of my joy
And crown of my desires, I cannot yet
But forcedly on marriage fix my heart:
Yet heaven forbid I should deject your hopes!
Conceive not of me so uncharitably;
I should belie my soul if I should say
You are the man I never should affect.
I understand you thus far, you’re a gentleman,
Whom your estate and virtues may command
To a far worthier breast than this of mine.
 

FITSGRAVE
O cease! I dare not hear such blasphemy.
What is without you worthy I neglect;
In you is plac’d the worth that I respect.
Vouchsafe, unequall’d virgin, [to] accept
This worthless favour from your servant’s arm,
The hallow’d beads, whereon I justly kept
The true and perfect number of my sighs.
Gives a chain of pearl.
 

KATHERINE
Mine cannot equal yours, yet in exchange
Accept and wear it for my sake.
 

Gives a jewel.
 

FITSGRAVE
Even as my [life] I’ll rate it.
 

Enter Goldstone, Pursenet, Tailby, Frippery, Primero, and Boy, at the farther door.
 

GOLDSTONE
Heart! Fitsgrave in such bosom single-loves?
 

PURSENET
So close and private with her!
 

TAILBY
Observe ‘em; he grows proud and bold.
 

FRIPPERY
Why, was not this a general meeting?
 

PRIMERO
By her own consent. Death, how I could taste his blood!
 

KATHERINE
See, the gentlemen,
At my request, do all present themselves.
 

GOLDSTONE
Manifold blisses wait on her desire,
Whose beauty and whose mind so many honour!
 

KATHERINE
I take your wishes thankfully, kind gentlemen,
All here assembled, over whose long suits
I ne’er insulted;
Nor, like that common sickness of our sex,
Grew proud in the abundance of my suitors,
Or number of the days they sued unto me.
Dutiful sorrow for my father’s death,
Not wilful coyness, hath my hours detain’d
So long in silence.
I’m left to mine own choice: so much the more
My care calls on me. If I err through love,
’Tis I must chide myself; I cannot shift
The fault unto my parents, they’re at rest,
And I shall sooner err through love than wealth.
 

GOLDSTONE
Good!
 

PURSENET
Excellent!
 

TAILBY
That likes me well.
 

PRIMERO
Hope still.
 

KATHERINE
And my affections do pronounce you all
Worthy their pure and most entire deserts:
Yet they can choose but one;
Nor do I dissuade any of his hopes,
Because my heart is not yet thoroughly fix’d
On marriage or the man,
But crave the quiet respite of one month,
The month unto this night; against which time
I do invite you all to that election,
Which, on my unstain’d faith and virgin promise,
Shall light amongst no strangers, but yourselves.
May this content you?
 

While she is speaking, the Boy steals from her the chain of pearl.
 

ALL
Glad and content.
 

KATHERINE
’Tis a good time to leave;
Till then commend us to your gentlest thoughts.
 

Exit.
 

ALL
Enough.
 

FITSGRAVE
Ough!
 

The gallants look scurvily upon Fitsgrave, and he upon them. Exeunt Goldstone, Tailby, Frippery, and Primero. As Pursenet is going out, the Boy takes him into a corner.
 

BOY
Hist, master, hist!
 

PURSENET
Boy, how now?
 

BOY
Look you, sir.
 

PURSENET
Her chain of pearl?
 

BOY
I sneck’d it away finely.
 

PURSENET
Active boy,
Thy master’s best revenue, his life and soul!
Thou keep’st ‘em both together: whip away.
 

[Exit Boy.]
 

[Aside] Fall back, fall belly, I must be maintained:
Hope is no purchase;
Nor care I if I miss her. Why I rank
In this design with gallants, there’s full cause;
Policy invites me to it :
’Tis not for love, or for her sake alone;
It keeps my state suspectless and unknown.
 

Exit.
 

FITSGRAVE
Their looks run through and through me, and the stings
Of their snake-hissing whispers pierc’d my hearing.
They’re mad she grac’d me with one private minute
Above their fortunes: I’ve observed ‘em often
Most spitefully aspected toward my happiness,
Beyond all others; but the cause I know not.
A quiet month the virgin has enclos’d
Unto herself; suitors stand without till then:
In which space cunningly I’ll wind myself
Into their bosoms. I’ve bethought the shape;
Some credulous scholar, easily infected
With fashion, time, and humour: unto such
Their deepest thoughts will, like to wanton fishes,
Play above water, and be all parts seen:
For since at me their envy pines, I’ll see
Whether their lives from touch of blame sit free.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

A room in Primero’s house
 

Enter Primero, meeting Mistress Newcut.
 

PRIMERO
Mistress Newcut, welcome: here will be choice of gallants for you anon.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Is all clear? May I venture? Am I not seen of the wicked?
 

PRIMERO
Strange absurdity, that you should come into my house, and ask if you be not seen of the wicked! Push! I take’t unkindly, i’faith: what think you of my house? ’Tis no such common receptacle.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Forgive me, sweet Master Primero: I can be content to have my pleasure as much as another, but I must have a care of my credit; I would not be seen anything else. My husband’s at sea, and a woman shall have an ill report in this world, let her carry herself never so secretly; you know’t, Master Primero. And what choice of gallants be they? Will they be proper gentlemen, think you?
 

PRIMERO
Nay, sure they are as proper as they will be already.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
And I must have choice, you know; I come for no gain, but for sheer pleasure and affection.
 

PRIMERO
You see your old spy-hole yonder; take your stand, please your own eye. I’ll work it so, the gallants shall present themselves before you, and in the most conspicuous fashion.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
That’s all I can desire [aside] till better come. — Look you.
 

PRIMERO
What mean you, lady?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
A trifle, sir, to buy you silver spurs. Good sir, accept it.
 

[Gives money and retires.]
 

PRIMERO
Silver spurs? A pretty emblem! Mark it; all her gifts are about riding still: the other day she sent me boot-hose wrought in silk and gold; now silver spurs. Well, go thy ways, thou’rt as profitable a spirit as e’er lighted into my house.
Come, ladies, come, ’tis late; to music. When?
 

Enter Courtesans and Novice.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
You’re best command us, sir! Our pimp’s grown proud.
 

PRIMERO
To fools and strangers these are gentlewomen
Of sort and worship, knight’s heirs, great in portions,
Boarded here for their music;
And oftentimes ‘t ‘as been so cunningly carried,
That I have had two stolen away at once,
And married at Savoy, and prov’d honest shopkeepers:
And I may safely swear they practis’d music;
They’re natural at prick-song. A small mist
Will dazzle a fool’s eye, and that’s the world:
So I can thump my hand upon the table
With an austere grace, and cry, “One, two, and three,”
Fret, stamp, and curse, foh, ‘twill pass well for me.
 

Enter Boy.
 

How now, sirrah?
 

BOY
They’re coming in, sir, and strangers in their company.
 

PRIMERO
Tune apace, ladies. [To Boy] Be ready for the song, sirrah.
 

Enter Goldstone, Pursenet, Frippery, Tailby, Fitsgrave disguised, and Bungler.
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, I beseech you, gallants, be more inward with this gentleman; [his parts deserve it].
 

PURSENET
Whence comes he, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
Piping hot from the university; he smells of buttered loaves yet; an excellent scholar, [aside] but the arrantest ass! [Presenting Bungler] For this our solicitor, he’s a rare fellow five-and-forty mile hence, believe that: his friends are of the old fashion, all in their graves; and now has he the leisure to follow all new fashions, ply the brothels, practise salutes and cringes.
 

PURSENET
O!
 

GOLDSTONE
Now dear acquaintance,
I’ll bring you to see fashions.
 

FITSGRAVE
What house is this, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
O, of great name: here music is profess’d;
Here sometimes ladies practise, and the meanest,
Daughters to men of worship,
Whom gentlemen, such as ourselves, may visit,
Court, clip, and exercise our wits upon;
It is a profess’d courtesy.
 

FITSGRAVE
A pretty recreation, i’faith!
 

GOLDSTONE
I seldom saw so few here: you shall have ‘em sometimes in every corner of the house, with their viols betwixt their legs, and play the sweetest strokes; ’twould e’en filch your soul almost out of your bosom.
 

FITSGRAVE
Pax on’t, we spoil ourselves for want of these things at university.
 

GOLDSTONE
You have no such natural happiness: let’s draw near.
 

PRIMERO
Gentlemen, you are all most respectively welcome.
 

GOLDSTONE
We are bold and insatiate suitors, sir, to the breath of your music, and the dear sight of those ladies.
 

PRIMERO
And what our poor skill can invite you to,
You’re kindly welcome: you must pardon ‘em, gentlemen,
Virgins and bashful, besides new beginners:
’Tis not a whole month since they were first enter’d.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] Seven year in my knowledge.
 

PRIMERO
They blush at their very lessons; they’ll not endure
To hear of a stop, a prick, or a semiquaver.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
O, out upon you !
 

PRIMERO
La, I tell you. You’ll bear me witness, gentlemen,
If their complaints come to their parents’ ears,
They’re words of art I teach ‘em, nought but art.
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, ’tis most certain.
 

BUNGLER
For all scholars know that musica est ars.
 

ALL THE COURTESANS
O, beastly word!
 

PRIMERO
Look to the ladies, gentlemen.
 

GOLDSTONE
Kiss again.
 

PURSENET
Come, another.
 

TAILBY
This a good interim.
 

[Exit.]
 

PRIMERO
What have you done, sir?
 

BUNGLER
Why, what have I done?
 

PRIMERO
Saw you their stomachs queasy, and come with such gross meat?
 

BUNGLER
Why, is’t not Latin, sir?
 

PRIMERO
Latin? Why, then, let the next to’t be Latin too.
 

PURSENET
So, enough.
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, I can assure you thus far, I that never knew the language have heard so much that ars is Latin for art; and it may well be, too, for there’s more art in’t nowadays than ever was.
 

PRIMERO
Is’t possible?
I’m sorry then I’ve followed it so far.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
A scholar call you him?
 

PRIMERO
Music must not jar:
The offence is satisfied. Come, to the song;
Begin, sir.
 

The song; and he keeps time, shows several humours and moods: the boy in his pocket nims away Fitsgrave’s jewel here, and exit.
 

BUNGLER
Not a whole month since you were entered, ladies?
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside] None that shall see their cunning will believe it.
 

PRIMERO
It is no affliction, gentlemen.
 

BUNGLER
I care not much, i’faith, if I write down to my father presently to send up my sister in all haste that I may place her here at this music-school.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
[Looking in] ‘Slid, ’tis the fool my cousin! I would not for the value of three recreations he had seen me here.
 

PRIMERO
How like you your new prize?
 

BUNGLER
Pray, give me leave;
I have not yet sufficiently admir’d her.
 

PRIMERO
My wits must not stand idle. ‘Slife, he’s in a sick trance!
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] A cheat or two among these mistresses
Would not be ill bestow’d; I affect none,
But for my prey: such are their affections,
I know it; how could drabs and cheaters live else?
Then since the world rolls on dissimulation,
I’ll be the first dissembler.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Prithee, love, comfort, choice,
My only wish, in thee I am confin’d!
Deny me anything, a slight chain of pearl?
 

PURSENET
Nay, an’t be but slight — 
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Being denied,
I prize it slight; but given me by my love,
Light shall not be so dear unto my eye,
Mine eye unto the body, as the gift.
 

PURSENET
How have I power to deny this to you,
That command all? My fortunes are thy servants,
And thou the mistress both of them and me.
 

Gives her the chain.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
The truest that e’er breathed!
 

GOLDSTONE
To a gentleman
That thus so long has so sincerely lov’d you
As I myself, ne’er was less pity shown.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Why, I never was held cruel.
 

GOLDSTONE
But to me.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Nor to you.
 

GOLDSTONE
Go to, ‘t ‘as scar’d you much.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
I’m sorry your conceit is so unkind
To think me so.
 

GOLDSTONE
When had I other argument?
I’ve often tender’d you my love and service,
And that in no mean fashion;
Yet were you ne’er that requiteful mistress
That grac’d me with one favour;
‘Slight, not so much as such a pretty ring;
Pax on’t, ‘t’as almost broke my heart.
 

Takes off her ring.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Has took it off! ‘Sfoot, Master [Goldstone]!
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, where a man loves most, there to be scanted!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
My ring, come, come — 
 

GOLDSTONE
What reckon I a satin gown or two,
If she were wise?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Life! My ring, sir, come — 
 

GOLDSTONE
Have you the face, i’faith?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Give me my ring.
 

GOLDSTONE
Prithee, hence; by this light you get none on’t.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
How?
 

GOLDSTONE
I hold your favours of more pure esteem,
Than to part from ‘em; faith, I do, howe’er
You think of me.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Push, pray, sir — 
 

GOLDSTONE
Hark you, go to;
You’ve lost much by unkindness; go your ways.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
‘Sfoot!
 

GOLDSTONE
But yet there’s no time past; you may redeem it.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Come, I cannot miss it, i’ faith; beside,
The gentleman that bestowed it on me
Swore to me it cost him twenty nobles.
 

GOLDSTONE
Twenty nobles? Pox of twenty nobles!
But you must cost me more, you pretty villain:
Ah, you little rogue!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Come, come, I know you’re but in jest.
 

GOLDSTONE
In jest? No, you shall see.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
No way will get it:
[Aside] As good give it him now, and hope for somewhat.
 

GOLDSTONE
True love made jest!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
I did but try thy faith,
How fast thou’dst hold it. Now I see a woman
May venture worthy favours to thy trust,
And have ‘em truly kept; and I protest,
Had I drawn’t from thee, I should ne’er ha’ lov’d thee;
I know that.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Sfoot, I was ne’er so wronged in my life!
Think you I’m in jest with you? What, with my love?
I could find lighter subjects, you shall see;
And time will show how much you injure me.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
The ring, were it thrice worth, I freely give,
For I know you’ll requite it.
 

GOLDSTONE
Will I live?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Enough.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] Why, this was well come off now:
Where’s my old serving-man? Not yet return’d?
O, here he peeps.
 

Enter Fulk.
 

Now, sirrah?
 

FULK
May it please your worship: they’re done artificially, i’faith, boy.
 

GOLDSTONE
Both the great beakers?
 

FULK
Both, lad.
 

GOLDSTONE
Just the same size?
 

FULK
Ay, and the marks as just.
 

GOLDSTONE
So, fall off respectively now.
 

FULK
My lord desires your worship of all love — 
 

GOLDSTONE
His lordship must hold me excused till morning; I’ll not break company tonight. Where sup we, gallants?
 

PURSENET
At Mermaid.
 

GOLDSTONE
Sup there who list, I have forsworn the house.
 

FULK
[Aside] For the truth is, this plot must take effect at Mitre.
 

Exit.
 

[PURSENET]
Faith, I’m indifferent.
 

BUNGLER
So are we, gentlemen.
 

PURSENET
Name the place, Master Goldstone.
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, the Mitre, in my mind, for neat attendance, diligent boys, and, push, excels it far!
 

ALL
Agreed, the Mitre then.
 

[PURSENET]
Boy! [Aside] Some goodness toward: the boy’s whipped away.
 

FITSGRAVE
The jewel, heart, the jewel!
 

GOLDSTONE
How now, sir? What mov’d you?
 

FITSGRAVE
Nothing, sir;
A spice of poetry, a kind a’ fury,
A disease runs among scholars.
 

GOLDSTONE
Mass, it made you stamp.
 

FITSGRAVE
Whew,
‘Twill make some stamp and stare, make a strange noise,
Curse, swear, beat tire-men, and kick players’ boys;
The effects are very fearful.
 

PURSENET
Bless me from’t!
 

FITSGRAVE
O, you need not fear it, sir. [Aside] Hell of this luck!
 

GOLDSTONE
Hark, he’s at it again!
 

PURSENET
Some pageant-plot,
Or some device for the tilt-yard: disturb him not.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside] How can I gain her love, when I have lost her favour?
 

[GOLDSTONE]
What money hast about thee? [Look you, sir, I must be fain to pawn a fair stone here for ordinary expenses: a pox of my tenants! I give ‘em twenty days after the quarter, and they cut out forty.]
 

FRIPPERY
Why, you might take the forfeiture of their leases then.
 

GOLDSTONE
I know I might; but what’s their course? The rogues come me up all together, with geese and capons, and petitions in pigs’ snouts, which would move any man, i’faith, were his stomach ne’er so great; and to see how pitifully the pullen will look, it makes me after relent, and turn my anger into a quick fire to roast ‘em — nay, touch’t and spare it not.
 

FRIPPERY
’Tis right: well, what does your worship borrow of this, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
The stone’s twenty nobles.
 

FRIPPERY
Nay, hardly.
 

GOLDSTONE
As I am a right gentleman.
 

FRIPPERY
It comes near it indeed: well, here’s five pound in gold upon’t.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Twill serve; and the ring safe and secret?
 

FRIPPERY
As a virgin’s.
 

GOLDSTONE
I wish no higher. What, gallants, are you constant? Does the place hold?
 

ALL
The Mitre.
 

GOLDSTONE
Sir, in regard of our continued boldness and trouble, which love to your music hath made us guilty of, shall we entreat your worship’s company, with these sweet ladies, your professed scholars, to take part of a poor supper with myself and these gentlemen at the Mitre?
 

FRIPPERY
Pray, Master Primero.
 

PURSENET
I beseech you, sir, let it be so.
 

PRIMERO
O, pardon me, sweet gentlemen; the world’s apt to censure. I have the charge of them, they’re left in trust, they’re virgins: and I dare not hazard their fames; the least touch mars ‘em: and what would their right worshipful parents think, if the report should fly to them, that they were seen with gentlemen in a tavern?
 

GOLDSTONE
All this may be prevented: what serves your coach for?
They may come coach’d and mask’d.
 

PRIMERO
You put me to’t, sir;
Yet I must say again, I fear the drawers
And vintner’s boys will be familiar with them,
And think ‘em mistresses.
 

PURSENET
There are those places where respect seems slighter;
More censure is belonging to the Mitre?
You know that, sir.
 

PRIMERO
Gentlemen, you prevail.
 

GOLDSTONE
We’ll all expect you there.
 

PRIMERO
And we’ll not fail.
 

FITSGRAVE
The devil will ne’er dissemble with them so,
As you for them.
 

GOLDSTONE
Come, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
What else? Let’s go.
 

Exeunt [all except Primero, Courtesans and Novice]. Enter Tailby.
 

PRIMERO
How cheer you, sir?
 

TAILBY
Faith, like the moon, more bright,
Decreas’d in body, but re-made in light;
Here thou shalt share some of my brightness with me.
 

[Gives Primero gold.]
 

PRIMERO
By my faith, they’re comfortable beams, sir.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Come,
Where have you spent the time now from my sight?
I’m jealous of thy action.
 

TAILBY
Push! I did but walk
A turn or two in the garden.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
What made you there?
 

TAILBY
Nothing but cropp’d a flower.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Some woman’s honour, I believe.
 

TAILBY
[Showing her a flower] Foh! Is this a woman’s honour?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Much about one,
When both are pluck’d, their sweetness is soon gone.
 

TAILBY
Prithee, be true to me.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
When did I fail?
 

TAILBY
Yet I am ever doubtful that [you] sin.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
I do account the world but as my spoil,
To adorn thee:
My love is artificial to all others,
But purity to thee. Dost thou want gold?
Here, take this chain of pearl, supply thyself:
Be thou but constant, firm, and just to me,
Rich heirs shall want ere want come near to thee.
 

TAILBY
Upon thy lip I seal sincerity.
 

Exit First Courtesan.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Was this your vow to me?
 

TAILBY
Pox, what’s a kiss to be quite rid of her?
She’s su’d so long, I was asham’d of her:
’Twas but her cheek I kiss’d neither, to save her Ionging.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
’Tis not a kiss I weigh.
 

TAILBY
Had you weigh’d this,
‘T ‘ad lack’d above five ounces of a true one;
No kiss that e’er weigh’d lighter.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
’Tis thy love that I suspect.
 

TAILBY
My love? Why, by this — What shall I swear by?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Swear by this jewel; keep thy oath, keep that.
 

TAILBY
By this jewel, then, no creature can be perfect
In my love but thy dear self.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
I rest [content].
 

Exit.
 

TAILBY
Ha, ha, ha! Let’s laugh at ‘em, sweet soul.
 

NOVICE
Ay, they may laugh at me;
I was a novice, and believ’d your oaths.
 

TAILBY
Why, what do you think of me? Make I no difference
[‘Tween] seven years’ prostitution and seven days?
Why, you’re but in the wane of a maid yet.
You wrong my health in thinking I love them:
Do not I know their populous imperfections?
Why, they cannot live till Easter,
Let ‘em show the fairest side to th’ world,
Like hundreds more, whose clothes e’en stand upright
In silver, when their bodie[s] are ready
To drop through ‘em; such there be; they may deceive
The world, they ne’er shall me.
 

NOVICE
Forgive my doubts;
And for some satisfaction wear this ring,
From which I vow’d ne’er but to thee to part.
 

TAILBY
With which thou ever bind’st me to thy heart.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
My pocket pick’d? This was no brothel-house!
A music school? Damnation has fine shapes:
I paid enough for the song, I’ve lost a jewel
To me more precious than their souls to them
That gave consent to filch it. I’ll hunt hard,
Waste time and money, trace and wheel about,
But I will find these secret mischiefs out.
 

Enter Servant.
 

[Aside] How now? What’s he?
O, a servant to my love: being thus disguis’d,
I’ll learn some news. — Now, sir? You belong to me.
 

SERVANT
I do, sir; but I cannot stay to say so. Nay, good sir, detain me not; I am going in all haste to inquire or lay wait for a chain of pearl, nimmed out of her pocket the fifth of November, a dismal day.
 

FITSGRAVE
Ha! A chain of pearl, sayst thou?
 

SERVANT
A chain of pearl, sir, which one Master Fitsgrave, a gentleman and a suitor, fastened upon her as a pledge of his love.
 

FITSGRAVE
Ha!
 

SERVANT
Urge me no more, I have no more to say
Your friend, Jeronimo Bedlam.
 

Exit.
 

FITSGRAVE
Thou’rt a mad fellow indeed.
Some comfort yet, that hers is missing too;
I feel my soul at much more ease: both stol’n!
When griefs have partners they are better borne.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

A room in Primero’s house
 

Enter Tailby.
 

TAILBY
[Singing] O, the parting of us twain
Hath caus’d me mickle pain!
And I shall ne’er be married
Until I see my muggle again.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
[Looking in] Hist!
 

PRIMERO
Ha?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
The nimble gentleman, in the celestial stockings — 
 

PRIMERO
Has the best smock-fortune to be beloved of women. [Singing] Valle loo lo, lille lo lillo, valle loo lee lo lillo!
 

TAILBY
[Singing] Valle loo lo, lille [lo] lillo, valle loo lee lo lillo!
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Ah, sweet gentleman, he keeps it up stately!
 

PRIMERO
Well held, i’faith, sir: mass, and now I remember too, I think you ne’er saw my little banqueting box above since I altered it.
 

TAILBY
Why, have you altered that?
 

PRIMERO
O, divinely, sir! The pictures are all new run over again.
 

TAILBY
Fie!
 

PRIMERO
For what had the painter done, think you? Drew me Venus naked, which is the grace of a man’s room, you know; and, when he had done, drew a number of oaken leaves before her: had not lawn been a hundred times softer, made a better show, and been more gentlewoman-like?
 

TAILBY
More lady-like a great deal.
 

PRIMERO
Come, you shall see how ’tis altered now; I do not think but you’ll like her.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 4.
 

A room in the Mitre
 

Enter all at once[: Primero, Courtesans, Novice, Goldstone, Pursenet, Frippery, Tailby, Bungler, Fulk, Arthur, Boy, and Servant.]
 

PRIMERO
Where be your liveries?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
They attend without.
 

PRIMERO
Go, call the coach.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

Gentlemen, you have excelled in kindness as we in boldness.
 

TAILBY
So you think amiss, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Kind ladies, we commit you to sweet dreams,
Ourselves unto the fortune of the dice.
Dice, ho!
 

Exit Primero.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
You rest firm mine?
 

TAILBY
E’en all my soul to thee.
 

Exit First Courtesan.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
You keep your vows?
 

TAILBY
Why, do I breathe or see?
 

Exit Second Courtesan.
 

NOVICE
Is your love constant?
 

TAILBY
Ay, to none but thee.
 

Exit Novice.
 

Now gone, ay, now I love nor them nor thee;
‘Slife, I should be cloy’d, should I love one in three.
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

PURSENET
O, here’s Master Bouser now.
 

FITSGRAVE
Save you, sweet gentlemen.
 

TAILBY
Sweet Master Bouser, welcome.
 

PURSENET
When come these dice?
 

VINTNER
[Within] Anon, anon, sir.
 

PURSENET
Yet anon, anon, sir!
 

GOLDSTONE
[Taking Fulk aside] Hast thou shown art in ‘em?
 

FULK
You shall be judge, sir; here be the tavernbeakers, and here peep out the fine alchemy knaves, looking like, well, sir, most of our gallants, that seem what they are not.
 

GOLDSTONE
Peace, villain, am not I in presence?
 

FULK
Why, that puts me in mind of the jest, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Again, you [chatterer]?
 

FULK
Nay, compare ‘em, and spare ‘em not.
 

GOLDSTONE
The bigness of the bore, just the same size; the marks, no difference. Away, put money in thy pocket, and offer to draw in upon the least occasion.
 

FULK
I am no babe, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Hist!
 

FULK
What’s the matter now?
 

GOLDSTONE
Give me a pair of false dice ere you go.
 

FULK
Pax on’t, you’re so troublesome too, you cannot remember a thing before! If I stay a little longer, I shall be staid anon.
 

Enter Vintner.
 

VINTNER
Here be dice for your worships.
 

PURSENET
Oh, come, come!
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] The vintner himself?
I’ll shift away these beakers by a slight.
 

VINTNER
Master Goldstone — 
 

GOLDSTONE
How now, you conjuring rascal?
 

VINTNER
Bless your good worship; you’re in humours, methinks.
 

GOLDSTONE
Humours? Say that again.
 

VINTNER
I said no such word, sir.
[Aside] Would I had my beakers out on’s fingers!
 

GOLDSTONE
What’s thy name, vintner?
 

VINTNER
Jack, and please your worship.
 

GOLDSTONE
Turn knight, like thy companions, scoundrel, live upon usury, wear thy gilt spurs at thy girdle for fear of slubbering.
 

VINTNER
Oh no, I hope I shall have more grace than so, sir! Pray, let me help your worship.
 

GOLDSTONE
Cannot I push ‘em together without your help?
 

VINTNER
O, I beseech your worship! They’re the two standards of my house.
 

GOLDSTONE
Standards? There lie your standards.
 

VINTNER
Good your worship. [Aside] I am glad they are out of his fingers: my wife shall lock ‘em up presently; they shall see no sun this twelvemonth’s day for this trick.
 

GOLDSTONE
Let me come to the sight of your standards again.
 

VINTNER
Your worship shall pardon me. [Aside] Now you shall not see ‘em in haste, I warrant ye.
 

GOLDSTONE
I do not desire’t. Ha, ha!
 

Exit Vintner with beakers.
 

FITSGRAVE
Why, Master Goldstone!
 

GOLDSTONE
I am for you, gallants. Master Bouser, cry you mercy, sir: why supped you from us?
 

FITSGRAVE
Faith, sir, I met with a couple of my fellow pupils at university, and so we renewed our acquaintance and supped together.
 

GOLDSTONE
Fie, that’s none of the newest fashion, I must tell you that, Master Bouser: you must never take acquaintance of any ‘a th’ university when you are at London; nor any of London when you’re at university. You must be more forgetful, i’faith; every place ministers his acquaintance abundantly.
 

BUNGLER
He tells you true, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
I warrant you here’s a gentleman will ne’er commit such an absurdity.
 

BUNGLER
Who, I? No: ’tis well known, if I be disposed, I’ll forget any man in a seven-night, and yet look him in the face: nay, let him ride but ten mile from me, and come home again, it shall be at my choice whether I’ll remember him or no: I have tried that.
 

GOLDSTONE
This is strange, sir.
 

BUNGLER
’Tis as a man gives his mind to’t, sir: and now you bring me in, I remember ’twas once my fortune to be cozened of all my clothes, and with my clothes my money; a poor shepherd, pitying, me, took me in and relieved me.
 

GOLDSTONE
’Twas kindly done of him, i’faith.
 

BUNGLER
Nay, you shall see now: ’twas his fortune likewise, not long after, to come to me in much distress, i’faith, and with weeping eyes; and do you think l remembered him?
 

GOLDSTONE
You could not choose.
 

BUNGLER
By my troth, not I; I forgot him quite, and never remembered him to this hour.
 

GOLDSTONE
And yet knew who he was?
 

BUNGLER
As well as I know you, i’faith: ’tis a gift given to some above others.
 

[FITSGRAVE]
[Aside] To fools and knaves; they never miss on’t.
 

BUNGLER
Does any make such a wonder at this? Why, alas! ’Tis nothing to forget others! What say you to those that forget themselves?
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, then, to dice.
Come, set me, gallants, set.
 

FRIPPERY
Ay, fall to’t, gentlemen.
[Aside] I shall hear some news from some of you anon:
I’ve th’ art to know which lose, and ne’er look on.
I’ll be ready with all the worst money I can find about me. — 
Arthur!
 

ARTHUR
Here, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
Stand ready.
 

ARTHUR
Fear not me, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
These are mine, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
[Aside] Here’s a washed angel;
It shall away : here’s Mistress Rose-noble
Has lost her maidenhead, crack’d in the ring;
She’s good enough for gamesters, and to pass
From man to man: for gold presents at dice
Your harlot, in one hour won and lost thrice;
Every man has a fling at her.
 

TAILBY
Again? Pax of these dice!
 

BUNGLER
’Tis ill to curse the dead, sir.
 

[TAILBY]
Mew, where should I wish
The pox but among bones?
 

FITSGRAVE
He tells you right, sir.
 

TAILBY
I ne’er have any luck at these odd hands;
None here to make us six? Why, Master Frip!
 

FRIPPERY
I am very well here, I thank you, sir: I had rather be telling my money myself than have others count it for me; ’tis the scurviest music in the world, methinks, to hear my money gingle in other men’s pockets; I never had any mind to’t, i’faith.
 

TAILBY
‘Slud, play six or play four, I’ll play no more.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Sfoot, you see there’s none here to draw in.
 

FULK
Rather than you should be destitute, gentlemen, I’ll play my ten pound, if my master’s worship will give me leave.
 

PURSENET
Come.
 

TAILBY
He shall, he shall.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pray, excuse me, gentlemen. [To Fulk] ‘Sfoot, how now, goodman rascal? What, because you served my grandfather when he went ambassador, and got some ten pound by th’ hand, has that put such spirit in you to offer to draw in among gentlemen of worship, knave?
 

TAILBY
Pray, sir, let’s entreat so much for once.
 

PURSENET
’Tis a usual grace, i’faith, sir; you’ve many gentlemen will play with their men.
 

BUNGLER
Ay, and with their maids too, i’faith.
 

PURSENET
Good sir, give him leave.
 

GOLDSTONE
Yes, come, and you be weary on’t; I pray draw near, sir.
 

FULK
Not so, sir.
 

TAILBY
Come, fool, fear nothing; I warrant ‘t ye has given thee leave: stand here by me. Come now, set round, gentlemen, set.
 

PURSENET
How the poor fellow shakes! Throw lustily, man.
 

FULK
At all, gentlemen!
 

TAILBY
Well said, i’faith.
 

[Fulk throws the dice.]
 

PURSENET
They’re all [thine].
 

TAILBY
By my troth, I am glad the fellow has such luck, ‘twill encourage him well.
 

FULK
At my master’s worship alone!
 

GOLDSTONE
Now, sir slave?
 

FULK
At my master’s worship alone!
 

GOLDSTONE
So, saucy rascal!
 

FULK
At my master’s worship alone!
 

GOLDSTONE
You’re a rogue, and will be ever one.
 

FULK
By my troth, gentlemen, at all again for once.
 

[Fulk throws the dice.]
 

TAILBY
Take ‘em to thee, boy, take ‘em to thee; thou’rt worthy of ‘em, i’faith.
 

GOLDSTONE
Gentlemen, faith, I am angry with you: go and suborn my knave again me here, to make him proud and peremptory!
 

TAILBY
Troth, that’s but your conceit, sir; the fellow’s an honest fellow, and knows his duty, I dare swear for him.
 

PURSENET
Heart, I am sick already!
 

GOLDSTONE
Whither goes Master [Pursenet]?
 

PURSENET
Play on; I’ll take my turn, sir. Boy!
 

BOY
Master?
 

PURSENET
Pist! [Taking him aside] A supply; carry’t closely, my little fooker. How much?
 

BOY
Three pound, sir.
 

PURSENET
Good boy! Take out another lesson. — How now, gentlemen?
 

TAILBY
Devil’s in’t, did you e’er see such a hand?
 

PURSENET
I set you these three angels.
 

BOY
[Aside] My master may set high, for all his stakes are drawn out of other men’s pockets.
 

[Exit.]
 

FULK
As I said, gentlemen.
 

PURSENET
Deuce ace!
 

FULK
At all your right worshipful worships!
 

ALL
Death and vengeance!
 

GOLDSTONE
Hell, darkness!
 

TAILBY
Hold, sir.
 

PURSENET
Master Goldstone — 
 

GOLDSTONE
Hinder me not, sweet gentlemen. [To Fulk] You rascal, I banish thee the board.
 

TAILBY
I’faith, but you shall not, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Touch a die, and thou darest! Come you in with your lousy ten pound, you slave, among gentlemen of worship, and win thirty at a hand?
 

TAILBY
Why, will you kick again luck, sir?
 

BUNGLER
As long as the poor fellow ventures the loss of his own money, who can be offended at his fortunes?
 

FULK
I have a master here! Many a gentleman would be glad to see his man come forward, aha.
 

PURSENET
Pray, be persuaded, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Slife, here’s none cuts my throat in play but he; I have observ’d it, an unlucky slave ’tis.
 

BUNGLER
Methinks his luck’s good enough, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Upon condition, gentlemen, that I may ever bar him from the board hereafter, I am content to wink at him.
 

PURSENET
Faith, use your own pleasure hereafter; h’as won our money now. [To Fulk] Come to th’ table, sir; your master’s friends with you.
 

FULK
Pray, gentlemen — 
 

TAILBY
The fiend’s in’t, I think: I left a fair chain of pearl at my lodging, too, like an ass, and ne’er remembered it; that would ha’ been a good pawn now. [To Frippery] Speak, what do you lend upon these, Master Frip? [Offering his weapons, with girdle and hangers] I care not much if you take my beaver hat too, for I perceive ’tis dark enough already, and it does but trouble me here.
 

FRIPPERY
Very well, sir; why, now I can lend you three pound, sir.
 

TAILBY
Prithee, do’t quickly then.
 

FRIPPERY
There ’tis in six angels.
 

TAILBY
Very compendiously.
 

FRIPPERY
Here, Arthur, run away with these presently; I’ll enter ‘em into th’ shopbook tomorrow.
 

[Exit Arthur with pawned items.]
 

[Writing] “Item, one gilt hatch’d rapier and dagger, with a fair embroidered girdle and hangers, with which came also a beaver hat with a correspondent band.”
 

TAILBY
Push! I’faith, sir, you’re to blame; you have snibbed the poor fellow too much; he can scarce speak, he cleaves his words with sobbing.
 

FULK
Haff, haff, haff, haff at all, gentlemen.
 

GOLDSTONE
Ah, rogue, I’ll make you know yourself!
 

FULK
At the fairest!
 

PURSENET
Out, i’faith! Two aces.
 

GOLDSTONE
I am glad of that; come, pay me all these, goodman cloak-bag.
 

PURSENET
Why, are you the fairest, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
You need not doubt of that, sir. — Five angels, you scoundrel!
 

[TAILBY]
Fie a’ these dice! Not one hand tonight! There they go, gentlemen, at all, i’faith!
 

PURSENET
Pay all with two treys and a quater.
 

TAILBY
All curses follow ‘em! Pay yourselves withal. I’ll pawn myself to’t, but I’ll see a hand tonight: not once hold in! Here, Master Frip, lend me you hand, quick, quick; so.
 

[Takes off his doublet.]
 

FRIPPERY
What do you borrow of this doublet now?
 

TAILBY
Ne’er saw the world three days.
 

FRIPPERY
Go to; in regard you’re a continual customer I’ll use you well, and pleasure you with five angels upon’t.
 

TAILBY
Let me not stand too long i’ th’ cold for them.
 

BUNGLER
Had ever country gentleman such fortune? All swoopt away! I’d need repair to th’ broker’s.
 

TAILBY
If you be in that mind, sir, there sits a gentleman will furnish you upon any pawn as well as the publickst broker of ‘em all.
 

BUNGLER
Say you so, sir? There’s comfort in that, i’faith.
 

FRIPPERY
[Writing] “Item, upon his orange-tawny satin doublet, five angels.”
 

BUNGLER
But, by your leave, sir, next comes the breeches.
 

FRIPPERY
O, I have tongue fit for anything.
 

BUNGLER
Saving your tale, sir; ’tis given me to understand that you are a gentleman i’ th’ hundred, and deal in the premises aforesaid.
 

FRIPPERY
Master Bungler, Master Bungler, you’re mightily mistook: I am content to do a gentleman a pleasure for once, so his pawn be neat and sufficient.
 

BUNGLER
Why, what say you to my grandfather’s seal-ring here?
 

FRIPPERY
Ay, marry, sir, this is somewhat like.
 

BUNGLER
Nay, view it well; an ancient arms, I can tell you.
 

FRIPPERY
What’s this, sir?
 

BUNGLER
The great cod-piece, with nothing in’t.
 

FRIPPERY
How!
 

BUNGLER
The word about it, Parturiunt montes.
 

FRIPPERY
What’s that, I pray, sir?
 

BUNGLER
“You promise to mount us.”
 

FRIPPERY
And belike he was not so good as his word?
 

BUNGLER
So it should seem by the story, for so our names came to be Bunglers.
 

FRIPPERY
A lamentable hearing, that so great a house should shrink and fall to ruin!
 

PURSENET
Two quaters, and yet lose it? Heart! Boy!
 

[Enter Boy.]
 

[Aside to him] I’faith, what is’t?
 

BOY
[Aside to him] Five pound, sir.
 

PURSENET
[Aside] By my troth, this boy goes forward well; ye shall see him come to his preferment i’ th’ end!
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, how now? Who’s that, gentlemen? A bargeman?
 

TAILBY
I never have any luck, gallants, till my doublet’s off; I’m not half nimble enough at this, old cinque-quater drivel-beard.
 

[FULK]
Your worship must pay me all these, sir.
 

TAILBY
There, and feast the devil with ‘em!
 

PURSENET
Hell gnaw these dice!
 

GOLDSTONE
What, do you give over, gallants?
 

FULK
[Aside to Goldstone] Is’t not time?
 

TAILBY
I protest I have but one angel left to guide me home to my lodging.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside to Fulk] How much, thinkest?
 

FULK
[Aside to Goldstone] Some fourscore angels, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside to Fulk] Peace, we’ll join powers anon, and see how strong we are in the whole number. Mass, yon gilt goblet stands so full in mine eye, the whoreson tempts me; it comes like cheese after a great feast, to disgest the rest: he will hardly ‘scape me, i’faith, I see that by him already: back for a parting blow now. — Boy!
 

Enter Vintner.
 

VINTNER
Anon, anon, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Fetch a pennyworth of soft wax to seal letters.
 

VINTNER
I will, sir.
 

Exit.
 

TAILBY
Nay, had not I strange casting? Thrice together two quaters and a deuce!
 

PURSENET
Why, was not I as often haunted with two treys and a quater?
 

Enter Vintner.
 

VINTNER
There’s wax for your worship. [To offstage] Anon, anon, sir.
 

Exit.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside to Fulk] Screen me a little, you whoreson old cross-biter.
 

FULK
[Aside to Goldstone] Why, what’s the business? Filch it on hob goblet?
 

PURSENET
And what has Master Bouser lost?
 

FITSGRAVE
Faith, not very deeply, sir; enough for a scholar, some half a score royals.
 

PURSENET
‘Sfoot, I have lost as many with spurs at their heels.
 

Enter Vintner with two Drawers.
 

GOLDSTONE
Come, gallants, shall we stumble?
 

TAILBY
What’s a’ clock?
 

FIRST DRAWER
Here’s none on’t, Dick; the goblet’s carried down.
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, ’tis upon the point of three, boy.
 

[SECOND DRAWER
What’s to be done, sirs?]
 

VINTNER
All’s paid, and your worships are welcome; only there’s a goblet missing, gentlemen, and cannot be found about house.
 

GOLDSTONE
How, a goblet?
 

PURSENET
What manner a’ one?
 

VINTNER
A gilt goblet, sir, of an indifferent size.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Sfoot, I saw such a one lately.
 

VINTNER
It cannot be found now, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Came there no strangers here?
 

VINTNER
No, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
[’Tis] a marvellous matter, that a goblet should be gone, and none but we in the room; the loss is [near] all, here as we are; keep the door, vintner.
 

VINTNER
No, I beseech your worship.
 

GOLDSTONE
By my troth, vintner, we’ll have a privy search for this. What, we are not all one woman’s children.
 

VINTNER
I beseech ye, gentlemen, have not that conceit of me, that I suspect your worships.
 

GOLDSTONE
Tut, you are an ass; do you know every man’s nature? There’s a broker i’ th’ company.
 

PURSENET
[Aside to Boy] ‘Slife, you have not stole the goblet, boy, have you?
 

BOY
[Aside to Pursenet] Not I, sir.
 

PURSENET
[Aside to Boy] I was afraid.— ’Tis a good cause, i’faith, let each man search his fellow: we’ll begin with you.
 

TAILBY
I shall save somebody a labour, gentlemen, for I’m half searched already.
 

PURSENET
I thought the goblet had hung here, i’faith; none here, nor here.
 

GOLDSTONE
Seek about floor. What was the goblet worth, vintner?
 

VINTNER
Three pound ten shillings, sir; no more.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pox on’t, gentlemen, ’tis but angels apiece: it shall be a brace of mine, rather than I would have our reputations breathed upon by all comers; for you must think they’ll talk on’t in all companies — such a night, in such a company, such a goblet: ‘sfoot, it may grow to a gangrene in our credits, and be incurable.
 

TAILBY
Faith, I am content.
 

FRIPPERY
So am I.
 

PURSENET
There’s my angel too.
 

GOLDSTONE
So, and mine. [To Vintner] I’ll tell thee what, the missing of this goblet has dismayed the gentlemen much.
 

VINTNER
I am sorry for that, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Yet they send thee this comfort by me; if they see thee but rest satisfied, and depart away contented, which will appear in thy countenance, not three times thrice the worth of the goblet shall hang between them and thee, both in their continual custom and all their acquaintances.
 

VINTNER
I thank their worships all; I am satisfied.
 

GOLDSTONE
Say it again. — Do you hear, gentlemen?
 

VINTNER
I thank your worships all; I am satisfied.
 

Exeunt Vintner and Drawers.
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, la, was not this better than hazarding our reputations upon trifles, and in such public as a tavern, such a questionable place?
 

TAILBY
True.
 

PURSENET
Faith, it was well thought on.
 

[GOLDSTONE]
Nay, keep your way, gentlemen: I have sworn, Master Bouser, I will be last, i’faith.
 

[Exeunt all except Goldstone and Fulk.]
 

Rascal, the goblet!
 

FULK
Where, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
Peep yon, sir, under.
 

FULK
Here, sir.
 

He draws out the goblet. Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

A room in Tailby’s lodging
 

Enter Tailby reading a letter.
 

TAILBY
[Reading] “My husband is rode from home: make no delay; I know, if your will be as free as your horse, you will see me yet ere dinner. From Kingston, this eleventh of November.” Hah! These women are such creatures, such importunate, sweet souls, they’ll scarce give a man leave to be ready; that’s their only fault, i’faith: if they be once set upon a thing, why, there’s no removing of ‘em, till their pretty wills be fulfilled. O, pity thy poor oppressed client here, sweet Cupid, that has scarce six hours’ vacation in a month, his causes hang in so many courts, yet never suffer my French adversary, nor his big swoll’n confederates, to overthrow me,
Who without mercy would my blood carouse,
And lay me in prison in a doctor’s house.
Thy clemency, great Cupid! Peace, who comes here?
 

Enter Pursenet.
 

PURSENET
Sir gallant, well encountered.
 

TAILBY
I both salute and take my leave together.
 

PURSENET
Why, whither so fast, sir?
 

TAILBY
Excuse me, pray;
I’m in a little haste; my horse waits for me.
 

PURSENET
What, some journey toward?
 

TAILBY
A light one, i’faith, sir.
 

PURSENET
I’m sorry that my business so commands me,
I cannot ride with you; but I make no question
You have company enough.
 

TAILBY
Alas, not any!
[Aside] Nor do I desire it. — Why, ’tis but a Kingston yonder.
 

PURSENET
O, cry you mercy, sir.
 

TAILBY
‘Scape but one reach,
There’s a little danger thither.
 

PURSENET
True, a little of Combe Park.
 

TAILBY
You’ve nam’d the place, sir; that’s all I fear, i’faith.
 

PURSENET
Farewell, sweet Master Tailby.
 

Exit Tailby.
 

This fell out happily;
I’ll call this purchase mine before I greet him;
E’en where his fear lies most, there will I meet him.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Combe Park
 

Enter Pursenet with a scarf over his face, and Boy.
 

PURSENET
Boy.
 

BOY
Sir?
 

PURSENET
Walk my horse behind yon thicket; give a word if you descry.
 

BOY
I have all perfect, sir.
 

Exit.
 

PURSENET
So; he cannot now be long. What with my boy’s dexterity at ordinaries, and my gelding’s celerity over hedge and ditch, but we make pretty shift to rub out a gallant; for I have learnt these principles:
Stoop thou to th’ world, ‘twill on thy bosom tread;
It stoops to thee, if thou advance thy head.
The mind being far more excellent than fate,
’Tis fit our mind then be above our state.
Why should I write my extremities in my brow,
To make them loathe me that respect me now?
If every man were in his courses known,
Legs that now honour him might spurn him down.
To conclude, nothing seems as it is but honesty, and that makes it so little regarded amongst us.
 

BOY
[Within] Ela, ha, ho!
 

PURSENET
The boy? He’s hard at hand;
I’ll cross him suddenly: and here he comes.
 

Enter Tailby.
 

Stand!
 

TAILBY
Ha!
 

PURSENET
Deliver your purse, sir.
 

TAILBY
I feared none but this place, i’faith; nay, when my mind gives me a thing once — 
 

PURSENET
Quick, quick, sir, quick; I must despatch three robberies yet ere night.
 

TAILBY
I’m glad you have such good doings, by my troth, sir.
 

PURSENET
You’ll fare ne’er a whit the better for your flattery, I warrant you, sir.
 

TAILBY
I speak sincerely; ’tis pity such a proper-parted gentleman should want; nor shall you, as long as I have’t about me.
 

[Pursenet rifles his pockets.]
 

Nay, search and spare not: there’s a purse in my left pocket, as I take it, with fifteen pound in gold in’t, and there’s a fair chain of pearl in the other: nay, I’ll deal truly you; it grieves me, i’faith, when I see such goodly men in distress; I’ll rather want it myself than they should go without it.
 

PURSENET
And that shows a good nature, sir.
 

TAILBY
Nay, though I say it, I have been always counted a man of a good nature;
I might have hanged myself ere this time else.
Pray, use me like a gentleman; take all,
But injury not my body.
 

PURSENET
You must pardon me, sir;
I must a little play the usurer,
And bind you, for mine own security.
 

TAILBY
Alas! There’s no conscience in that, sir! Shall
I enter into bond and pay money too?
 

PURSENET
Tut, I must not be betrayed.
 

TAILBY
Hear me but what
I say, sir; I do protest I would not be he
That should betray a man, to be prince of the world.
 

PURSENET
Mass, that’s the devil — l thank you heartily — 
For he’s call’d prince a’ th’ world.
 

TAILBY
You take me still at worst.
 

PURSENET
Swear on this sword then,
To set spurs to your horse, not to look back,
To give no marks to any passenger.
 

TAILBY
Marks? Why, I think you have left me ne’er a penny, sir.
 

PURSENET
I mean, no marks of me.
 

TAILBY
I understand you, sir.
 

PURSENET
Swear then.
 

TAILBY
I’faith, I do, sir.
 

PURSENET
Away!
 

TAILBY
I’m gone, sir. [Aside] By my troth, of a fierce thief he seems to be a very honest gentleman.
 

Exit.
 

PURSENET
Why, this was well adventur’d, trim a gallant!
Now, with a courteous and long-thirsting eye,
Let me behold my purchase,
And try the soundness of my bones with laughter.
How? Is not this the chain of pearl I gave
To that perjured harlot? ’Tis, ‘sfoot, ’tis,
The very chain! O damned mistress! Ha!
And this the purse which, not five days before,
I sent her filled with fair spur-royals? Heart,
The very gold! ‘Slife, is this no robbery?
How many oaths flew toward heaven,
Which ne’er came half-way thither, but, like firedrakes,
Mounted a little, gave a crack, and fell:
Feign’d oaths bound up to sink more deep to hell.
What folded paper’s this? Death, ’tis her hand!
[Reading] “Master Tailby, you know with what affection I love you.” You do? “I count the world but as my prey to maintain you.” The more dissembling quean you, I must tell you. “I have sent you an embroidered purse here with fifty fair spur-royals in’t.” A pox on you for your labour, wench! “And I desire you of all loves to keep that chain of pearl from Master Pursenet’s sight.” He cannot, strumpet; I behold it now, unto thy secret torture. “So fare thee well, but be constant and want nothing” — as long as I ha’t, i’faith, methinks it should have gone so. Well, what a horrible age do we live in, that a man cannot have a quean to himself! Let him but turn his back, the best of her is chipp’d away like a court loaf, that when a man comes himself, has nothing but bumbast; and these are two simple chippings here. Does my boy pick and I steal to enrich myself, to keep her, to maintain him? Why, this is right the sequence of the world. A lord maintains her, she maintains a knight, he maintains a whore, she maintains a captain. So in like manner the pocket keeps my boy, he keeps me, I keep her, she keeps him; it runs like quicksilver from one to another. ‘Sfoot, I perceive I have been the chief upholder of this gallant all this while: it appears true, we that pay dearest for our pasture are ever likely worse used. ‘Sfoot, he has a nag can run for nothing, has his choice, nay, and gets by the running of [her]. O fine world, strange devils, and pretty damnable affections!
 

BOY
[Within] Lela, ha, ho!
 

PURSENET
There, boy, again: what news there?
 

Enter Boy.
 

BOY
Master, pist, master!
 

PURSENET
How now, boy?
 

BOY
I have descried a prize.
 

PURSENET
Another, lad?
 

BOY
The gull, the scholar.
 

PURSENET
Master Bouser?
 

BOY
Ay;
Comes along this way.
 

PURSENET
Without company?
 

BOY
As sure as he is your own.
 

PURSENET
Back to thy place, boy.
 

Exit Boy.
 

I have the luck today to rob in safety;
Two precious cowards! Whist; I hear him.
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

Stand!
 

FITSGRAVE
You lie; I came forth to go.
 

PURSENET
Deliver your purse.
 

FITSGRAVE
’Tis better in my pocket.
 

PURSENET
How now? At disputations, signior fool?
 

FITSGRAVE
I’ve so much logic to confute a knave,
A thief, a rogue!
 

[Attacks and strikes Pursenet down.]
 

PURSENET
Hold, hold, sir, and you be
A gentleman, hold! Let me rise.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside] Heart!
’Tis the courtesy of his scarf unmask’d him to me
Above the lip by chance: I’ll counterfeit. — 
Light,
Because I am a scholar, you think belike
That scholars have no metal in ‘em, but you
Shall find I have not done with you, cousin.
 

[Beats Pursenet.]
 

PURSENET
As you’re a gentleman!
 

FITSGRAVE
As you’re a rogue!
 

PURSENET
Keep on upon your way, sir.
 

FITSGRAVE
You bade me stand — 
 

PURSENET
I have been once down for that.
 

FITSGRAVE
And then deliver.
 

PURSENET
Deliver me from you, sir!
O, pax on’t, has wounded me!
Ela, ha, ho: my horse, my horse, boy!
 

Exit.
 

FITSGRAVE
Have you your boy so ready? O thou world,
How art thou muffled in deceitful forms!
There’s such a mist of these, and still hath been,
The brightness of true gentry is scarce seen.
This journey was most happily assign’d;
I’ve found him dross both in his means and mind.
What paper’s this he dropp’d? I’ll look on’t as I go.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Near Combe Park
 

Enter Pursenet and Boy.
 

PURSENET
A gull call you him? Let me always set upon wise men; they’ll be afraid of their lives; they have a feeling of their iniquities, and [know] what ’tis to die with fighting: ‘sfoot, this gull lays on without fear or wit. How deep’s it, sayst thou, boy?
 

BOY
By my faith, three inches, sir.
 

PURSENET
La, this was long of you, you rogue!
 

BOY
Of me, sir?
 

PURSENET
Forgive me, dear boy; my wound ached, and I grew angry: there’s hope of life, boy, is there not?
 

BOY
Pooh, my life for yours!
 

[Exit Boy.]
 

PURSENET
A comfortable boy in man’s extremes! I was ne’er so afraid in my life but the fool would have seen my face: he had me at such advantage, he might have commanded my scarf. I ‘scaped well there; ‘t ‘ad choked me; my reputation had been past recovery: yet live I unsuspected, and still fit for gallant’s choice societies. But here I vow, if e’er I see this Bouser when he cannot see me, either in by-lane, privilege[d] place, court, alley or come behind him when he’s standing,
Or take him when he reels from a tavern late,
Pissing again a conduit, wall, or gate;
When he’s in such a plight, and clear from me[n],
I’ll do that I’m ashamed to speak till then.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

A street
 

Enter two Gentlemen[, Fitsgrave and the First Gentleman].
 

FITSGRAVE
Nay, read forward. I have found three of your gallants, like your bewitching shame, merely sophistical: there’s your bawd-gallant, your pocket-gallant, and your whore-gallant.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
[Reading] “Master Tailby—”
 

FITSGRAVE
That’s he.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
[Reading] “I count the world but as my prey to maintain you.”
 

FITSGRAVE
That’s just the phrase and style of ‘em all to him; they meet altogether in one effect, and it may well hold, too, for they all jump upon one cause, subaudi lechery.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
What shapes can flattery take! Let me entreat you,
Both in the virgin’s right and our good hopes,
Since your hours are so fortunate, to proceed.
 

FITSGRAVE
Why, he’s base that fares until he crown his deed.
 

Exit [with First Gentleman].
 




Act III Scene 5.
 

A room in Primero’s house
 

Enter Pursenet (his arm in a scarf) and Boy, meeting First Courtesan.
 

PURSENET
[Aside] See that dissembling devil, that perjur’d strumpet!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Welcome, my soul’s best wish. O, out, alas!
Thy arm bound in a scarf? I shall swoon instantly.
 

PURSENET
Heart, and I’ll fetch you again in the same tune.
O my unmatch’d love, if any spark of life remain,
Look up, my comfort, my delight, my — 
 

FIRST COURTESAN
O good, O good!
 

PURSENET
The organ of her voice is tun’d again;
There’s hope in women when their speech returns;
See, like the moon after a black eclipse,
She by degrees recovers her pure light.
How cheers my love?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
As one new-wak’d out of a deadly trance,
The fit scarce quiet.
 

PURSENET
’Twas terrible for the time;
I’d much ado to fetch you.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
[Aside] ‘Shrew your fingers! — 
How came my comfort wounded? Speak.
 

PURSENET
Faith, in a fray last night.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
In a fray? Will you lose your blood so vainly?
Many a poor creature lacks it. Tell me, how?
What was the quarrel?
 

PURSENET
Loath to tell you that.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Loath to tell me?
 

PURSENET
Yet ’twas my cause of coming.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Why, then, must not I know it?
 

PURSENET
Since you urge it,
You shall: you’re a strumpet!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
O, news abroad, sir!
 

PURSENET
Say you so?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Why, you knew that the first night you lay with me.
 

PURSENET
Nay, not to me only, but to the world.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Speak within compass, man.
 

PURSENET
Faith, you know none,
You sail without.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
I have the better skill then.
 

PURSENET
At my first step into a tavern-room, to spy
That chain of pearl wound on a stranger’s arm
You begg’d of me!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
How? You mistook it sure.
 

PURSENET
By heaven, the very self-same chain!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
O, cry you mercy, ’tis true, I’d forgot it: ’tis Saint George’s day tomorrow: I lent it to my cousin only to grace his arm before his mistress.
 

PURSENET
Notable cunning!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
And is this all now, i’faith?
 

PURSENET
Not; I durst go further.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Why, let me never possess your love if you see not that again a’ Thursday morning: I take’t unkindly, i’faith, you should fall out with me for such a trifle.
 

PURSENET
Better and better!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Come, a kiss, and friends!
 

PURSENET
Away!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
By this hand, I’ll spoil your arm and you will not.
 

PURSENET
More for this than the devil — 
 

Enter Goldstone, Tailby, Fitsgrave, Bungler, and Courtesans.
 

GOLDSTONE
Yea, at your book so hard?
 

PURSENET
Against my will. [Aside] Are you there, Signior Logic? A pox of you, sir!
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, how now? What has fate sent us here, in the name of Venus, goddess of Cyprus?
 

PURSENET
A freebooter’s pink, sir, three or four inches deep.
 

GOLDSTONE
No more? That’s conscionable, i’faith.
 

TAILBY
Troth, I’m sorry for’t: pray, how came it, sir?
 

PURSENET
Faith, by a paltry fray, in Coleman Street.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside] Combe Park, he would say.
 

PURSENET
No less than three at once, sir,
Made a triangle with their swords and daggers,
And all opposing me.
 

FITSGRAVE
And amongst those three only one hurt you, sir?
 

PURSENET
Ex for ex.
 

TAILBY
Troth, and I’ll tell you what luck I had too, since I parted from you last.
 

PURSENET
What, I pray?
 

TAILBY
The day you offered to ride with me, I wish now I’d had your company: ‘sfoot, I was set upon in Combe Park by three too.
 

PURSENET
Bah!
 

TAILBY
Robbed, by this light, of as much gold and jewels as I value at forty pound.
 

PURSENET
Sure Saturn is in the fifth house.
 

TAILBY
I know not that; he may be in the sixth and he will for me: I am sure they were in my pocket wheresoever they [are]; but I’ll ne’er refuse a gentleman’s company again when ’tis offered me, I warrant you.
 

GOLDSTONE
I must remember you ’tis Mitre-night, ladies.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Mass, ’tis indeed Friday today, I’d quite forgot: when a woman’s busy, how the time runs away!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
[Taking Tailby aside] O, you’ve betrayed us both!
 

TAILBY
I understand you not.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
You’ve let him see the chain of pearl I gave you.
 

TAILBY
Who? Him? Will you believe me, by this hand,
He never saw it.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Upon a stranger’s arm he swore to me.
 

TAILBY
Mass, that may be; for the truth is, i’faith,
I was robb’d on’t at Combe Park.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
’Twas that betrayed it.
 

TAILBY
I would [I] had stay’d him;
He was no stranger, he was a thief, i’faith,
For thieves will be no strangers.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
How shall I excuse it?
 

[Bungler seizes the Boy, who had attempted to pick his pocket.]
 

BUNGLER
Nay, I have you fast enough, boy; you rogue!
 

BOY
Good sir, I beseech you, sir, let me go!
 

BUNGLER
A pickpocket! Nay, you shall to Newgate, look you. [To Pursenet] Is this your boy, sir?
 

PURSENET
How now, boy? A monster? Thy arm lined fast in another’s pocket? Where learnt you that manners? What company have you kept a’ late, that you are so transformed into a rogue? That shape I know not. Believe me, sir, I much wonder at the alteration of this boy, where he should get this nature: as good a child to see to, and as virtuous; he has his creed by heart, reads me his chapter duly every night; he will not miss you one tittle in the nine commandments.
 

BUNGLER
There’s ten of ‘em.
 

PURSENET
I fear he skips o’er one, “Thou shalt not steal.”
 

BUNGLER
Mass, like enough.
 

PURSENET
Else grace and memory would quite abash the boy.
[To Boy] Thou graceless imp! Ah, thou prodigious child,
Begot at some eclipse, degenerate rogue,
Shame to thy friends, and to thy master eke!
How far digressing from the noble mind
Of thy brave ancestors, that lie in marble
With their coat-armours o’er ‘em!
 

BUNGLER
Had he such friends?
 

PURSENET
The boy is well descended, though he be a rogue, and has no feeling on’t; yet for my sake, and for my reputation’s, seek not the blood of the boy; he’s near allied to many men of worship now yet living; a fine old man to his father; it would kill his heart, i’faith; he’d away like a chrisom.
 

BUNGLER
Alas, good gentleman!
 

PURSENET
Ah, shameless villain,
Complain’st thou? Dost thou want?
 

BOY
No, no, no, no!
 

PURSENET
Art not well clad? Thy hunger well resisted?
 

BOY
Yes, yes, yes, yes!
 

PURSENET
But thou shall straight to Bridewell.
 

BOY
Sweet master!
 

PURSENET
Live upon bread and water and chap-choke.
 

BOY
I beseech your worship!
 

BUNGLER
[Taking Pursenet aside] Come, I’ll be his surety for once.
 

PURSENET
You shall excuse me indeed, sir.
 

BUNGLER
He will mend: ‘a may prove an honest man for all this. I know gallant gentlemen now that have done as much as this comes to in their youth.
 

PURSENET
Say you so, sir?
 

BUNGLER
And as for Bridewell, that will but make him worse; ‘a will learn more knavery there in one week than will furnish him and his heirs for a hundred year.
 

PURSENET
Deliver the boy!
 

BUNGLER
Nay, I tell you true, sir; there’s none goes in there a quean, but she comes out an arrant whore, I warrant you.
 

PURSENET
The boy comes not there for a million!
 

BUNGLER
No, you had better forgive him by ten parts.
 

PURSENET
True; but ‘a must not know it comes from me.
[To Boy] Down a’ your knees, you rogue,
And thank this gentleman has got your pardon.
 

BOY
O, I thank your worship!
 

PURSENET
[Aside to Boy] A pox on you for a rogue;
You put me to my set speech once a quarter.
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, gentlemen, you quite forget your hour; lead, Master Bouser.
 

[Exeunt all but Goldstone and Second Courtesan.]
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Let me go: you’re a dissembler.
 

GOLDSTONE
How?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Did not you promise me a new gown?
 

GOLDSTONE
Did I not? Yes, faith, did I, and thou shalt have it. [To one offstage] Go, sirrah, run for a tailor presently.
 

Enter Tailor.
 

Let me see for the colour now: orange-tawny, peach colour. What sayst to a watchet satin?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
O, ’tis the only colour I affect!
 

TAILOR
A very orient colour, an’t please your worships. l made a gown on’t for a gentlewoman t’other day, and it does passing well upon her.
 

GOLDSTONE
A watchet satin gown — 
 

TAILOR
There your worship left, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Laid about, tailor.
 

TAILOR
Very good, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
With four fair laces.
 

TAILOR
That will be costly, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
How, you rogue, costly? Out a’ th’ house, you slipshod, sham-legged, brown-thread-penny-skeined rascal!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Nay, my sweet love — 
 

Exit Tailor.
 

GOLDSTONE
Hang him, rogue! He’s but a botcher neither: come, I’ll send thee a fellow worth a hundred of this, if the slave were clean enough.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Before Tailby’s lodging
 

Enter a Servant bringing in a suit of satin, who knocks at Tailby’s door, from which enter Jack.
 

JACK
Who knocks?
 

SERVANT
A Christian: pray, is not this Master Tailby’s lodging? I was directed hither.
 

JACK
Yes, this is my master’s lodging.
 

SERVANT
Cry you mercy, sir: is he yet stirring?
 

JACK
He’s awake, but not yet stirring, for he played away half his clothes last night.
 

SERVANT
My mistress commends her secrets unto him, and presents him by me with a new satin suit here.
 

JACK
Mass, that comes happily.
 

SERVANT
And she hopes the fashion will content him.
 

JACK
There’s no doubt to be had of that, sir: your mistress’s name, pray?
 

[Servant shows Jack his mistress’s name.]
 

You’re much preciously welcome.
 

SERVANT
I thank you uncommonly, sir.
 

JACK
The suit shall be accepted, I warrant you, sir.
 

SERVANT
That’s all my mistress desires, sir.
 

JACK
Fare you well, sir.
 

SERVANT
Fare you well, sir.
 

Exit.
 

JACK
This will make my master leap out of the bed for joy, and dance Wigmore’s galliard in his shirt about the chamber!
 

Exit into the house.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A hall in Tailby’s lodging
 

The music plays on awhile, then enter Tailby, his man [Jack] after, trussing him.
 

TAILBY
Came this suit from Mistress Cleveland?
 

JACK
She sent it secretly, sir.
 

TAILBY
A pretty requiteful squall! I like that woman that can remember a good turn three months after the date; it shows both a good memory and a very feeling spirit.
 

JACK
This came fortunately, sir, after all your ill luck last night.
 

TAILBY
I’d beastly casting, Jack.
 

JACK
O abominable, sir! You had the scurviest hand; the old serving-man swooped up all.
 

TAILBY
I am glad the fortune lighted upon the poor fellow, by my troth; it made his master mad.
 

JACK
Did you mark that, sir? I warrant he has the doggedest master of any poor fellow under the dog-sign: I’d rather serve your worship, I’ll say that behind your back, sir, for nothing, as indeed I have no standing wages at all, your worship knows.
 

TAILBY
O, but your vails, Jack, your vails considered, when you run to and fro between me and mistresses — 
 

JACK
I must confess my vails are able to keep an honest man, go I where I list.
 

TAILBY
Go to then, Jack.
 

JACK
But those vails stand with the state of your body, sir, as long as you hold up your head: if that droop once, farewell you, farewell I, farewell all; and droop it will, though all the caudles in Europe should put to their helping hands to’t: ’tis e’en as uncertain as playing, now up and now [down]; for if the bill down rise to above thirty, here’s no place for players; so if your years rise to above forty, there’s no room for old lechers.
 

TAILBY
And [that’s] the reason all rooms are taken up for young templars.
 

JACK
You’re in the right, sir.
 

TAILBY
Pize on’t, I pawned a good beaver hat to Master Frip last night, Jack: I feel the want of it now.
 

Knocking within.
 

Hark, who’s that knocks?
 

Enter a Servant, bringing in a letter and a beaver hat.
 

SERVANT
Is Master Tailby stirring?
 

JACK
What’s your pleasure with him? He walks here i’ th’ hall.
 

SERVANT
Give your worship good morrow.
 

TAILBY
Welcome, honest lad.
 

SERVANT
A letter from my mistress.
 

TAILBY
Who’s thy mistress?
 

SERVANT
Mistress Newblock.
 

TAILBY
Mistress Newblock, my sincere love; how does she?
 

SERVANT
Faith, only ill in the want of your sight.
 

TAILBY
Alas, dear sweet! I’ve had such business, I protest I ne’er stood still since I saw her.
 

SERVANT
She has sent your worship a beaver hat here, with a band best in fashion.
 

TAILBY
How shall I requite this dear soul?
 

SERVANT
’Tis not a thing fit for me to tell you, sir, for I have three years to serve yet: your worship knows how, I warrant you.
 

TAILBY
I know the drift of her letter; and for the beaver, say I accept it highly.
 

SERVANT
O, she will be a proud woman of that, sir!
 

TAILBY
And hark thee; tell thy mistress, as I’m a gentleman, I’ll despatch her out of hand the first thing I do, a’ my credit: canst thou remember these words now?
 

SERVANT
Yes, sir; as you are a gentleman, you’ll despatch her out of hand the first thing you do.
 

TAILBY
Ay, a’ my credit.
 

SERVANT
O, of your credit; I thought not of that, sir.
 

TAILBY
Remember that, good boy.
 

SERVANT
Fear it not now, sir.
 

Exit.
 

TAILBY
I dreamt tonight, Jack, I should have a secret supply out a’ th’ city.
 

JACK
Your dream crawls out partly well, sir.
 

Enter a Servant, bringing in a purse.
 

What news there now?
 

SERVANT
I have an errand to Master Tailby.
 

JACK
Yonder walks my master.
 

SERVANT
Mistress Tiffany commends her to your worship, and has sent you your ten pound in gold back again, and says she cannot furnish you of the same lawn you desire till after Allhollandtide.
 

TAILBY
Thank her she would let me understand so much.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

Ha, ha!
This wench will live: why, this was sent like a
Workwoman now; the rest are botchers to her.
Faith, I commend her cunning: she’s a fool
That makes her servant fellow to her heart;
It robs her of respect, dams up all duty,
Keeps her in awe e’en of the slave she keeps:
This takes a wise course — I commend her more — 
Sends back the gold I never saw before.
Well, women are my best friends [still], i’faith.
[Take] lands: give me
Good legs, firm back, white hand, black eye, brown hair,
And add but to these five a comely stature;
Let others live by art, and I by nature.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A room with a door opening into Fitsgrave’s chamber
 

Enter Goldstone.
 

GOLDSTONE
Master Bouser, Master Bouser! Ha, ha, ho! Master Bouser!
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] Holla!
 

GOLDSTONE
What, not out of thy kennel, Master Bouser?
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] Master Goldstone? You’re an early gallant, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] A fair cloak yonder, i’faith. — By my troth, a-bed, Master Bouser? You remember your promise well o’ernight!
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] Why, what’s a’ clock, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
Do you ask that now? Why, the chimes are spent at Saint Bride’s.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] ’Tis a gentleman’s hour: faith, Master Goldstone, I’ll be ready in a trice.
 

GOLDSTONE
Away, there’s no trust to you.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] Faith, I’ll come instantly.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] Nay, choose whether you will or no, by my troth, your cloak shall go before you.
 

[Takes Fitsgrave’s cloak.]
 

FITSGRAVE
[Within] Nay, Master Goldstone, I ha’ sworn: do you hear, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
Away, away! Faith, I’m angry with you: pox, a-bed now! I’m ashamed of it.
 

Exit. [As Goldstone goes out, Fitsgrave enters in his shirt.]
 

FITSGRAVE
Foot, my cloak, my cloak, Master Goldstone! ‘Slife, what mean you by this, sir? You’ll bring it back again, I hope. No? Not yet? By my troth, I care very little for such kind of jesting: methinks this familiarity now extends a little too far, unless it be a new fashion come forth this morning secretly; yesterday ’twould have shown unmannerly and saucily. I scarce know yet what to think on’t. Well, there’s no great profit in standing in my shirt, I’ll on with my clothes: h’as bound me to follow the suit: my cloak’s a stranger; he was made but yesterday, and I do not love to trust him alone in company.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

A street
 

Enter Frippery, wearing Fitsgrave’s cloak.
 

FRIPPERY
What may I conjecture of this Goldstone? He has not only pawned to me this cloak, but the very diamond and sapphire which I bestowed upon my new love at Master Primero’s house: the cloak’s new, and comes fitly to do me great grace at a wedding this morning, to which I was solemnly invited. I can continue change more than the proudest gallant of ‘em all, yet never bestow penny of myself, my pawns do so kindly furnish me: but the sight of these jewels is able to cloy me, did I not preserve my stomach the better for the wedding-dinner. A gift could never have come in a more patient hour, nor to be better disgested. Is she proved false? But I’ll not fret today nor chafe my blood.
 

Enter Pursenet.
 

PURSENET
Ha! Yonder goes Bouser: the place is fit. [Calling out to Boy within] Boy, stand with my horse at corner. [Attacking Frippery] I owe you for a pink three inches deep, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
O-O-O!
 

PURSENET
Take that in part of payment for Combe Park.
 

Exit.
 

FRIPPERY
O-O-O!
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
How now, who’s this? ‘Sfoot, one of our gallants knocked down like a calf! Is there such a plague of ‘em here at London, they begin to knock ‘em a’ th’ head already?
 

FRIPPERY
O Master Bouser! Pray, lend me your hand, sir; I am slain!
 

FITSGRAVE
Slain and alive? O cruel execution!
What man so savage-spirited durst presume
To strike down satin on two taffetas cut,
Or lift his hand against a beaver hat?
 

FRIPPERY
Some rogue that owes me money, and had no other means. To a wedding-dinner! I must be dressed myself, methinks.
 

FITSGRAVE
How? Why, this [is] my cloak: life, how came my cloak hither?
 

FRIPPERY
Is it yours, sir? Master Goldstone pawned it to me this morning fresh and fasting, and borrowed five pound upon’t.
 

FITSGRAVE
How, pawned it? Pray, let me hear out this story: come, and I’ll [lead] you to the next barber-surgeon’s. Pawned my cloak?
 

Exit leading out Frippery.
 




Act IV Scene 5.
 

Another street
 

Enter Bungler, Goldstone, and Marmaduke.
 

BUNGLER
How now, Marmaduke? What’s the wager?
 

MARMADUKE
Nay, my care is at end, sir, now I am come to the sight of you. My mistress, your cousin, entreats you to take part of a dinner with her at home at her house, and bring what gentleman you please to accompany you.
 

BUNGLER
Thank my sweet coz: I’ll munch with her, say.
 

MARMADUKE
I’ll tell her so.
 

BUNGLER
Marmaduke — 
 

MARMADUKE
Sir?
 

BUNGLER
Will there be any stockfish, thinkest thou?
 

MARMADUKE
How, sir?
 

BUNGLER
Tell my coz I’ve a great appetite to stockfish, i’faith.
 

[Exit Marmaduke.]
 

Master Goldstone, I’ll entreat you to be the gentleman that shall accompany me.
 

GOLDSTONE
Not me, sir?
 

BUNGLER
You, sir.
 

[GOLDSTONE]
By my troth, concluded. What state bears thy coz, sirrah?
 

BUNGLER
O, a fine merchant’s wife.
 

GOLDSTONE
Or rather, a merchant’s fine wife.
 

BUNGLER
Trust me, and that’s the properer phrase here at London; and ’tis as absurd too to call him fine merchant, for, being at sea, a man knows not what pickle he is in.
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, true.
 

BUNGLER
Yet my coz will be served in plate, I can tell you; she has her silver jugs and her gilt tankards.
 

GOLDSTONE
Fie!
 

BUNGLER
Nay, you shall see a house dressed up, i’faith; you must not think to tread a’ th’ ground when you come there.
 

GOLDSTONE
No? How then?
 

BUNGLER
Why, upon paths made of fig-frails and white blankets cut out in steaks.
 

GOLDSTONE
Away! [Aside] I have thought of a device. — Where shall we meet an hour hence?
 

BUNGLER
In Paul’s.
 

GOLDSTONE
Agreed.
 

Exit Bungler. Enter Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
The broker-gallant and the cheating-gallant:
Now I have found ‘em all, I so rejoice,
That the redeeming of my cloak I weigh not.
I have spied him.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pax, here’s Bouser.
 

FITSGRAVE
Master Goldstone, my cloak! Come, where’s my cloak, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
O, you’re a sure gentleman, especially if a man stand in need of you! He may be slain in a morning to breakfast ere you vouchsafe to peep out of your lodging.
 

FITSGRAVE
How?
 

GOLDSTONE
No less than four gallants, as I’m a gentleman, drew all upon me at once, and opposed me so spitefully, that I not only lost your cloak i’ th’ fray — 
 

FITSGRAVE
Comes it in there?
 

GOLDSTONE
But my rich hangers, sirrah; l think thou hast seen ‘em.
 

FITSGRAVE
Never, i’faith, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Those with the two unicorns, all wrought in pearl and gold: pox on’t, it frets me ten times more than the loss of the paltry cloak: prithee, and thou lovest me, speak no more on’t; it brings the unicorns into my mind, and thou wouldst not think how the conceit grieves me. I will not do thee that disgrace, i’faith, to offer thee any satisfaction, for in my soul I think thou scornest it; thou bearest that mind, in my conscience; I have always said so of thee. Fare thee well: when shall I see thee at my chamber, when?
 

FITSGRAVE
Every day, shortly.
 

GOLDSTONE
I have fine toys to show thee.
 

FITSGRAVE
You win my heart then.
 

Exit Goldstone.
 

The devil scarce knew what a portion he gave his children when he allowed ‘em large impudence to live upon, and so turned ‘em into th’ world: surely he gave away the third part of the riches of his kingdom; revenues are but fools to’t.
The filed tongue and the undaunted forehead
Are mighty patrimonies, wealthier than those
The city-sire or the court-father leaves:
In these behold it: riches oft, like slaves,
Revolt; they bear their foreheads to their graves.
What soonest grasps advancement, men[d]s great suits,
Trips down rich widows, gains repute and name,
Makes way where’er it comes, bewitches all?
Thou, Impudence, the minion of our days,
On whose pale cheeks favour and fortune plays.
Call you these your five gallants?
Trust me, they’re rare fellows:
They live on nothing; many cannot live on something:
Here they may take example. Suspectless virgin,
How easy had thy goodness been beguil’d!
Now only rests, that as to me they’re known
So to the world their base arts may be shown.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 6.
 

The middle aisle of St. Paul’s
 

Enter Pursenet and Boy.
 

PURSENET
Art sure thou sawest him receive’t, boy?
 

BOY
Forty pound in gold, as I’m a gentleman born.
 

PURSENET
Thy father gave the ram’s head, boy?
 

BOY
No, you’re deceiv’d; my mother gave that, sir.
 

PURSENET
What’s thy mother’s is thy father’s.
 

Enter Pyamont.
 

BOY
I’m sorry it holds in the ram’s head. See, here he walks; I was sure he came into Paul’s: the gold had been yours, master, long ere this, but that he wears both his hands in his pockets.
 

PURSENET
How unfortunately is my purpose seated! What the devil should come in his mind to keep in his hands so long? The biting but of a paltry louse would do me great kindness now; [I’d know] not how to requite it: will no rascal creature assist me? Stay, what if I did impudently salute ‘em out? Good. Boy, be ready, boy.
 

BOY
Upon the least advantage, sir.
 

PURSENET
[To Pyamont] You’re most devoutly met in Paul’s, sir.
 

PYAMONT
So are you, but I scarce remember you, sir.
 

PURSENET
O, I cry you mercy, sir; I pray, pardon me; I fear I have tendered an offence, sir: troth, I took you at the first for one Master Dumpling, a Norfolk gentleman.
 

[While Pursenet speaks, the Boy watches in vain for an opportunity to pick Pyamont’s pocket.]
 

PYAMONT
There’s no harm done yet, sir.
 

PURSENET
[Aside] I hope he is there by this time. — How now, boy, hast it?
 

BOY
No, by troth, have I not; this labour’s lost: ’tis in the right pocket, and he kept that hand in sure enough.
 

PURSENET
[Aside] Unpractised gallant! Salute me but with one hand,
Like a counterfeit soldier? O times and manners!
Are we grown beasts? Do we salute by halves?
Are not our limbs at leisure? Where’s comely nurture?
The Italian kiss, or the French cringe,
With the Polonian waist? Are all forgot?
Then misery follows. Surely fate forbade it:
Had he employ’d but his right hand, I’d had it.
 

Enter Bungler.
 

It must be an everlasting device, I think, that procures both his hands out at once.
 

[Exit with Boy.]
 

PYAMONT
Do you walk, sir?
 

BUNGLER
No, I stay a little for a gentleman’s coming, too.
 

PYAMONT
Farewell then, sir: I have forty pound in gold about me, which I must presently send down into the country.
 

BUNGLER
Fare you well, sir.
 

Exit Pyamont.
 

I wonder Master Goldstone spares my company so long; ’tis now about the navel of the day, upon the belly of noon.
 

Enter Goldstone and Fulk, both disguised.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside to Fulk] See where he walks: be sure you let off at a twinkling, now.
 

FULK
[Aside to Goldstone] When did I miss you? — Your worship has forgot you promised Mistress Newcut, your cousin, to dine with her this day.
 

GOLDSTONE
Mass, that was well remembered.
 

BUNGLER
I am bold to salute you, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Sir?
 

BUNGLER
Is Mistress Newcut your cousin, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
Yes, she’s a cousin of mine, sir.
 

BUNGLER
Then I am a cousin of yours, by the sister’s side.
 

GOLDSTONE
Let me salute you then; I shall be glad of your farther acquaintance.
 

BUNGLER
I am a bidden guest there too.
 

GOLDSTONE
Indeed, sir!
 

BUNGLER
Faith, invited this morning.
 

GOLDSTONE
Your good company shall be kindly embraced, sir.
 

BUNGLER
I walk a turn or two here for a gentleman, but I think he’ll either overtake me, or be before me.
 

GOLDSTONE
’Tis very likely, sir. [To Fulk] There, sirrah, go to dinner and about two wait for me.
 

BUNGLER
Nay, let him come between two and three, cousin, for we love to sit long at dinner i’ th’ city.
 

GOLDSTONE
Come, sweet cousin.
 

BUNGLER
Nay, cousin; keep your way, cousin; good cousin, I will not, i’faith, cousin.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 7.
 

A room in Mistress Newcut’s house
 

[Marmaduke is discovered laying the tablecloth.] Enter Mistress Newcut.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Why, how now, sirrah? Upon twelve of the clock, and not the cloth laid yet? Must we needs keep Exchange time still?
 

MARMADUKE
I am about it, forsooth.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
You’re about it, forsooth? You’re still about many things, but you ne’er do one well. I am an ass to keep thee in th’ house, now my husband’s at sea; thou hast no audacity with thee; a foolish, dreaming lad, fitter to be in the garret than in any place else; no grace nor manly behaviour: when didst thou ever come to me but with thy head hanging down? O decheerful ‘prentice, uncomfortable servant!
 

[Exit Marmaduke.]
 

Pray heaven the gull, my cousin, has so much wit left as to bring Master Tailby along with him — my comfort, my delight! — for that was the chiefest cause I did invite him. I bade him bring what gentleman he pleased to accompany him; as far as I durst go: why may he not then make choice of Master Tailby? Had he my wit or feeling he would do’t.
 

Enter Bungler, and Goldstone disguised.
 

BUNGLER
Where’s my sweet cousin here? Does she lack any guests?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Ever such guess as you: you’re welcome, cousin.
 

GOLDSTONE
I am rude, lady.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
You’re most welcome, sir.
 

BUNGLER
There will be a gallant here anon, coz; he promised faithfully.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Who is’t? Master Tailby?
 

BUNGLER
Master Tailby? No, Master Goldstone.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Master Goldstone? I could think well of that Goldstone were’t not for one vild trick he has.
 

GOLDSTONE
What’s that, lady?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
In jest he will pawn his punks for supper.
 

GOLDSTONE
That’s a vild part in him, i’faith, and he my were brother.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Pray, gentlemen, sit awhile; your dinner shall come presently.
 

Exit.
 

GOLDSTONE
[Aside] Yes, Mistress Newcut? At first give me a trip?
A close bite always asks a secret nip.
 

BUNGLER
My cousin here is a very kind-natured soul, i’faith, in her humour.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pooh, you know her not so well as I, coz; I have observed her in all her humours; you ne’er saw her a little waspish, I think.
 

BUNGLER
I have [not], i’faith.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pooh, then ye ne’er saw pretty humour in your life; I can bring her into’t when I list.
 

BUNGLER
Would you could, i’faith!
 

GOLDSTONE
Would I could? By my troth, and I were sure thou couldst keep thy countenance, coz, what a pretty jest have I thought upon already to entertain time dinner!
 

BUNGLER
Prithee, coz, what is’t? I love a jest a’ life, i’faith.
 

GOLDSTONE
Ah, but I am jealous you will not keep your countenance, i’faith! Why, ye shall see a pretty story of a humour. Faith, I’ll try you for once: you know my cousin will wonder when she comes in to see the cloth laid, and ne’er a salt upon the board.
 

BUNGLER
That’s true, i’faith.
 

GOLDSTONE
Now will I stand a while out of sight with it, and give her humour play a little.
 

BUNGLER
Coz, dost thou love me? And thou wilt ever do anything for me, do’t.
 

GOLDSTONE
Marry, I build upon you[r] countenance.
 

BUNGLER
Why, dost thou think I’m an ass, coz?
 

GOLDSTONE
I would be loath to undertake it else; for if you should burst out presently, coz, the jest would be spoiled.
 

BUNGLER
Why, do not I know that? Away, stand close!
 

Exit Goldstone with the salt-cellar.
 

So, so; mum, cousin. A merry companion, i’faith: here will be good sport anon. Whist, she comes.
 

Enter Mistress Newcut.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
I make you [stay] long for a bad dinner here, cousin; if Master Goldstone were come, the meat’s e’en ready.
 

BUNGLER
Some great business detains him, cousin, but he’ll not be long now.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Why, how now? Cuds my life!
 

BUNGLER
Why — 
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Was ever mistress so plagued with a shuttle-headed servant! Why, Marmaduke!
 

Enter Marmaduke.
 

MARMADUKE
I come, forsooth.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Able to shame me from generation to generation!
 

MARMADUKE
Did you call, forsooth?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Come hither, forsooth: did you lay this cloth?
 

MARMADUKE
Yes, forsooth.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Do you use to lay a cloth without a salt, a salt, a salt, a salt, a salt, a salt!
 

MARMADUKE
How many salts would you have? I’m sure I set the best I’ the house upon the board.
 

BUNGLER
How, cousin? [Singing] “Cousin, cousin, did call, coz?”
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Did you see a salt upon the board when you came in?
 

BUNGLER
Pooh!
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Come, come, I thought as much; beshrew your fingers, where is’t now?
 

BUNGLER
Your cousin yonder — 
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Why, the man’s mad!
 

BUNGLER
Cousin, hist, cousin!
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
What say you?
 

BUNGLER
Pooh, I call not you, I call my cousin. Come forth with the salt, cousin! Ha! How? Nobody? Why, was not he that came in e’en now your cousin?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
My cousin? O my bell-salt, O my great bell-salt!
 

Enter Goldstone in his own dress.
 

BUNGLER
The tenor bell-salt. O, here comes Master Goldstone now, cousin; he may tell us some news on him. [To Goldstone] Did you not meet a fellow about door with a great silver salt under his arm?
 

GOLDSTONE
No, sure; I met none such.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Pardon me, sir, I forgot all this while to bid you welcome. I shall loath this room for ever. Take hence the cloth, you unlucky, maple-faced rascal! Come, you shall dine in my chamber, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
No better place, lady.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 8.
 

A street
 

Enter Pyamont.
 

PYAMONT
No less than forty pound in fair gold at one lift! The next shall swoon and swoon again till the devil fetch him, ere I set hand to him. Heart, nothing vexes me so much, but that I paid the goldsmith for the change too not an hour before: had I let it alone in the chain of silver as it was at first, it might have given me some notice at his departure: ‘sfoot, I could fight with a windmill now. Sure ’twas some unlucky villain: why should he come and salute me wrongfully too, mistake me at noonday? Now I think on’t in cold blood, it could not be but an induction to some villainous purpose: well, I shall meet him — 
 

Enter Pursenet.
 

PURSENET
This forty pound came fortunately to redeem my chain of pearl from mortgage: I would not care how often I swooned to have such a good caudle to comfort me; gold and pearl is very restorative.
 

PYAMONT
See, yonder’s the rogue I suspect for foul play! I’ll walk muffled by him, offer some offence or cause of a quarrel, only to try his temper; if he be a coward, he’s the likelier to be a rogue, an infallible note.
 

Jostles Pursenet.
 

PURSENET
What a pox ail you, sir? Would I had been aware of you!
 

PYAMONT
Sir, speak you to me?
 

PURSENET
Not I, sir: pray, keep on your way; I have nothing to say to you.
 

PYAMONT
You’re a rascal!
 

PURSENET
You may say your pleasure, sir; but I hope I go not like a rascal.
 

PYAMONT
Are you fain to fly to your clothes because you’re gallant? Why, there’s no rascal like your gallant rascal, believe that.
 

PURSENET
You have took me at such an hour, faith, you may call me e’en what you please; nothing will move me.
 

PYAMONT
No? I’ll make somewhat move you. Draw! I suspected you were a rogue, and you have purs’d it up well with a coward!
 

PURSENET
Who, my patron?
 

PYAMONT
Keep out, you rascal!
 

PURSENET
The guest that did me the kindness in Paul’s? Hold, as you are a gentleman; you’ll give me breath, sir?
 

Exit running; as he goes out, he drops the chain of pearl.
 

PYAMONT
Are you there with me? A vengeance stop you! You have found breath enough to run away from me. I will never meet this slave hereafter in a morning, but I will breathe myself upon him; since I can have no other satisfaction, he shall save me that forty pound in fence-school.
 

Exit. Enter Goldstone.
 

GOLDSTONE
When things are cleanly carried, sign of judgment:
I was the welcom’st gallant to her alive
After the salt was stolen; then a good dinner,
A fine provoking meal, which drew on apace
The pleasure of a day-bed, and I had it;
This here one ring can witness: when I parted,
Who but “sweet Master Goldstone?”
I left her in that trance. What cannot wit,
So it be impudent, devise and compass?
I’d fain know that fellow now
That would suspect me but for what I am;
He lives not: ’tis all in the conveyance.
What, thou look’st not like a beggar:
What mask’st thou on the ground?
I’ve a hand to help thee up: a fair chain of pearl!
 

[Takes up the chain of pearl which Pursenet had dropped.]
 

Surely a merchant’s wife gives lucky handsel:
They that find pearl may wear’t at a cheap rate;
Marry, my lady dropp’d it from her arm
For a device to tole me to her bed:
I’ve seen as great a matter. Who be these?
I’ll be too crafty for you.
 

Enter Primero and Frippery.
 

O Monsieur Primero, Signior Frip; is it you, gallants?
 

FRIPPERY
Sweet Master Goldstone!
 

[They talk apart.] Enter Tailby and two Constables.
 

TAILBY
Every bawd exceeds me in fortune: Master Primero was robbed of a carkanet upon Monday last; laid the goldsmiths, and found it. I ha’ laid [goldsmith], jeweller, burnisher, broker, and the devil and all, I think, yet could never so much as hear of that chain of pearl: he was a notable thief; he works close. Peace, who be these? Ha, let me see. By this light, there it is! Back, lest they see thee: a happy minute! Goldstone? What an age do we breathe in! Who that saw him now would think he were maintained by purses? So, who that meets me would think I were maintained by wenches? As far as I can see, ’tis all one case, and holds both in one court; we are both maintained by the common roadway! Keep thou thine own heart, thou livest unsuspected. I leese you again now.
 

GOLDSTONE
But, I pray you, tell me, met you no gentlewomen by the way you came?
 

FRIPPERY
Not any: what should they be?
 

GOLDSTONE
Nay, I do but ask, because a gentlewoman’s glove was found near to the place I met you.
 

PRIMERO
Faith, we saw none, sir.
 

TAILBY
Good officers, upon suspicion of felony.
 

SECOND CONSTABLE
Very good, sir.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
What call you the thief’s name you do suspect?
 

TAILBY
Master Justinian Goldstone.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Remember, Master Justinian Goldstone; a terrible world the whilst, my masters!
 

TAILBY
Look you, that’s he: upon him, officers!
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
I see him not yet; which is he, sir?
 

TAILBY
Why, that.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
He a thief, sir? Who, that gentleman i’ th’ satin?
 

TAILBY
E’en he.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Farewell, sir; you’re a merry gentleman.
 

TAILBY
As you will answer it, officers! I’ll bear you out, I’ll be your warrant.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Nay, and you say so. What’s his name then?
 

TAILBY
Justinian Goldstone.
 

[The Constables approach and seize Goldstone.]
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Master Justinian Goldstone, we apprehend you, sir, upon suspicion of felony.
 

GOLDSTONE
Me?
 

TAILBY
You, sir.
 

[Goldstone struggles.]
 

SECOND CONSTABLE
I charge you, in the king’s name, gentlemen, to assist us.
 

GOLDSTONE
Master Tailby!
 

TAILBY
The same man, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Life, what’s the news?
 

TAILBY
Ha’ you forgot Combe Park?
 

GOLDSTONE
Combe Park? No, ’tis in Kingston way.
 

TAILBY
I believe you’ll find it so.
 

GOLDSTONE
I not deny it.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Bear witness, has confessed.
 

GOLDSTONE
What have I confessed? Pair of coxcombs indubitable!
 

TAILBY
I was robb’d finely of this chain of pearl there, and forty fair spur-royals.
 

GOLDSTONE
Did I rob you?
 

TAILBY
There where I find my goods I may suspect, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
I dreamt this would be his end.
 

GOLDSTONE
See how I am wrong’d, gentlemen: as I’ve a soul, I found this chain of pearl not three yards from this place, just when I met you.
 

TAILBY
Ha, ha!
 

FRIPPERY
Yet the law’s such, if he but swear ’tis you, you’re gone.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pox on’t, that e’er I saw’t!
 

FRIPPERY
Can you but swear ’tis he? Do but that, and you tickle him, i’faith.
 

TAILBY
Nay, and it come once to swearing, let me alone.
 

FRIPPERY
Say, and hold; he called my jewels counterfeit, and so cheated the poor wench of ‘em.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Come, bring him away, come.
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Twill call my state in question.
 

Enter Pursenet.
 

PURSENET
[Aside] I think what’s got by theft doth never prosper;
Now lost my chain of pearl. — Come, Master Goldstone,
Let go this; ’tis mine, i’faith.
 

GOLDSTONE
The chain of pearl?
 

PURSENET
By my troth, it’s mine.
 

GOLDSTONE
By my troth, much good do’t you, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
I’m glad in my soul, sir.
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Deliver your weapons.
 

PURSENET
How!
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
You’re apprehended upon suspicion of felony.
 

PURSENET
Felony! What’s that?
 

TAILBY
Was it you, i’faith, sir, all this while, that did me that kindness to ease both my pockets at Combe Park?
 

PURSENET
I, sir?
Pray, gentlemen, draw near; let’s talk among ourselves.
[To First Constable] Stand apart, scoundrel. [To the gallants]
Must every gentleman
Be upbraided in public that flies out
Now and then upon necessity,
To be themes for pedlars and weavers? This should
Not be: ’twas never seen among the Romans,
Nor read we of it in the time of Brute:
Are we more brutish now?
Did I list to blab, do not I know your course
Of life, Master Tailby to be as base
As the basest, maintained by me, by him, by all
Of us, and ‘a second-hand from mistresses?
I’ve their letters here to show.
Why should you be so violent to strip naked
Another’s reputation to the world,
Knowing your own so leprous?
Beside, this chain of pearl and those spur-royals
Came to you falsely; for she broke her faith,
And made her soul a strumpet with her body,
When she sent those; they were ever justly mine.
[To Primero] Pray, what moves you, sir? Why should you shake your head?
You’re clear; sure I should know you, sir: pray, are you not sometimes a pander, and oftener a bawd, sir? Have I never sinned in your banqueting boxes, your bowers and towers? You slave, that keeps fornication upon the tops of trees, the very birds cannot engender in quiet for you! Why, rogue, that goes in good clothes made out of wenches’ cast gowns — 
 

PRIMERO
Nothing goes so near my heart as that.
 

PURSENET
Do you shake your slave’s noddle?
 

TAILBY
And here’s a rascal [look’st] away too — saving the presence of Master Goldstone — a filthy-slimy-lousy-nittical broker, pricked up in pawns from the hat-band to the shoe-string; a necessary hook to hang gentlemen’s suits out i’ th’ air, lest they should grow musty with long lying, which his pawns seldom are guilty of; a fellow of several scents and steams, French, Dutch, Italian, English, and therefore his lice must needs be mongrels: why, bill-money — 
 

GOLDSTONE
I am sorry to hear this among you: you’ve all deceived me; truly I took you for other spirits. You must pardon me henceforward; I have a reputation to look to; I must be no more seen in your companies.
 

FRIPPERY
Nay, nay, nay, nay, Master Goldstone, you must not ‘scape so, i’faith, one word before you go, sir.
 

GOLDSTONE
Pray, despatch then; I would not for half my revenues, i’faith, now, that any gallants should pass by in the meantime, and find me in your companies; nay, as quick as you can, sir.
 

FRIPPERY
You did not take away Master Bouser’s cloak t’other morning, pawned it to me, and borrowed five pound upon’t?
 

GOLDSTONE
Ha!
 

FRIPPERY
’Twas not you neither that finely cheated my little novice at Master Primero’s house of a diamond and sapphire, and swore they were counterfeit, both glass, mere glass, as you were a right gentleman?
 

GOLDSTONE
‘Slife, why were we strangers all this while? ‘Sfoot, I perceive we are all natural brothers! A pox on’s all, are we found, i’faith?
 

FRIPPERY
A cheater!
 

GOLDSTONE
A thief, a lecher, a bawd, and a broker!
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
What mean they to be so merry? I’m afraid they laugh at us, and make fools on’s.
 

GOLDSTONE
Push, leave it to me. [To First Constable] How now, who would you speak withal?
 

FIRST CONSTABLE
Speak withal! Have we waited all this while for a suspected thief?
 

GOLDSTONE
How? You’re scarce awake yet, I think: look well, does any appear like a thief in this company? Away, you slaves! You stand loitering when you should look to the commonwealth: you catch knaves apace now, do you not? They may walk by your nose, you rascals!
 

Exeunt Constables.
 

ALL
Sweet Master Goldstone!
 

GOLDSTONE
You lacked spirit in your company till I came among you: here be five on’s; let’s but glue together, why now the world shall not come between us.
 

PURSENET
If we be true among ourselves.
 

GOLDSTONE
Why, true; we cannot lack to be rich, for we cannot lack riches, nor can our wenches want, nor we want wenches.
 

PRIMERO
Let me alone to furnish you with them.
 

TAILBY
And me.
 

GOLDSTONE
There’s one care past: and as for the knight’s daughter,
Our chiefest business, and least thought upon — 
 

PURSENET
That’s true, i’faith.
 

TAILBY
How shall we agree for her?
 

GOLDSTONE
With as much ease as for the rest. Tomorrow
Brings the night: let’s all appear in the best shape
We may; troth is, we have need on’t: and when
Amongst us five she makes election,
As one she shall choose — 
 

PURSENET
True, she cannot [but] choose.
 

GOLDSTONE
That one so fortunate amongst us five
Shall bear himself more portly, live regarded,
Keep house, and be a countenance to the rest.
 

ALL
[Admirable]!
 

GOLDSTONE
For instance;
[To Pursenet] Put case yourself, after some robbery done,
Were pursu’d hardly, why, there were your shelter,
You know your sanctuary; nay, say you were taken,
His letter to the justice will strike’t dead:
’Tis policy to receive one for the head.
 

ALL
Let’s hug thee, Goldstone.
 

GOLDSTONE
What have I begot?
 

PURSENET
What, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
I must plot for you all; it likes me rarely.
 

TAILBY
Prithee, what is’t, sir?
 

GOLDSTONE
’Twould strike Fitsgrave pale,
And make the other suitors appear blanks.
 

FRIPPERY
For our united mysteries.
 

GOLDSTONE
What if we five presented our full shapes
In a strange, gallant and conceited masque?
 

PURSENET
In a masque? Your thoughts and mine were twins.
 

TAILBY
So the device were subtle, nothing like it.
 

FRIPPERY
Some poet must assist us.
 

GOLDSTONE
Poet?
You’ll take the direct line to have us stag’d?
Why, what lacks Bouser? Are you too well, too safe?
An absolute scholar; easy to be wrought,
No danger in the operation.
 

PURSENET
But have you so much interest?
 

GOLDSTONE
What, in Bouser?
Why, my least word commands him.
 

TAILBY
Then no man fitter.
 

PURSENET
And there’s Master Frip, too,
Can furnish us of masquing suits enow.
 

FRIPPERY
Upon sufficient pawn, I think I can, sir.
 

PURSENET
Pawn? Jew, here, take my chain: pawns among brothers?
We shall thrive! But we must still expect
One rogue in five, and think us happy, too.
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

GOLDSTONE
Last man we spoke on, Master Bouser.
 

ALL
Little Master Bouser, sweet Master Bouser, welcome, i’faith.
 

FITSGRAVE
Are your fathers dead, gentlemen, you’re so merry?
 

GOLDSTONE
By my troth, a good jest! Did not I commend his wit to you, gentlemen? Hark, sirrah Ralph Bouser, cousin Bouser, i’faith, there’s a kind of portion in town, a girl of fifteen hundred, whom we all powerfully affect, and determine to present our parts to her in a masque.
 

FITSGRAVE
In a masque.
 

GOLDSTONE
Right, sir: now, a little of thy brain for a device to present us firm, which we shall never be able to do ourselves, thou knowest that; and with a kind of speech wherein thou mayst express what gallants are, bravely.
 

FITSGRAVE
Pooh, how can I express ‘em otherwise but bravely? Now for a Mercury, and all were fitted.
 

PURSENET
Could not a boy supply it?
 

FITSGRAVE
Why, none better.
 

PURSENET
I have a boy shall put down all the Mercuries i’ th’ town; ‘a will play a Mercury naturally, at his fingers’ end[s], i’faith.
 

FITSGRAVE
Why, then we are suited: for torch-bearers and shield-boys, those are always the writer’s properties; you’re not troubled with them.
 

GOLDSTONE
Come, my little Bouser, do’t finely now, to the life.
 

FITSGRAVE
I warrant you, gentlemen.
 

FRIPPERY
[Aside to Fitsgrave] Hist; give me a little touch above the rest, and you can possible, for I mean to present this chain of pearl to her.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside to Frippery] Now I know that, let me alone to fit you.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

A chamber
 

Enter Courtesans and Mistress Newcut.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Come forth, you wary, private whispering strumpet!
Have we found your close haunts,
Your private watch-towers, and your subtle means?
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
How then?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
You can steal secretly hither,
You mystical quean you, at twilight, twitter-lights!
You have a privilege from your hat, forsooth,
To walk without a man, and no suspicion;
But we poor gentlewomen that go in tires
Have no such liberty, we cannot do thus:
Custom grants that to you that’s shame in us.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Have you done yet?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
You broke the back of one husband already;
And now th’ other’s dead with grief at sea,
With your secret expenses, close stealths, cunning
Filches, and continued banquets in corners.
Then, forsooth, you must have your milk-baths to white you,
Your roseleaves to sweeten you,
Your bean-flour bags to sleek you, and make you soft,
Smooth, and delicate, for lascivious entertainment
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
So, and you think all this while you dance like a thief in a mist, you’re safe, nobody can find you! Pray, were not you a feltmonger’s daughter at first, that run away with a new courtier for the love of gentlewomen’s clothes, and bought the fashion at a dear rate, with the loss of your name and credit? Why, what are all of you but rustical insides and city flesh, the blood of yeomen, and the bum of gentlewomen?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
What, shall we suffer a changeable forepart out-tongue us? Take that!
 

[They attack her.]
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Murder, murder!
 

Enter Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
How now! Why, ladies, a retreat! Come,
You have shown your spirits sufficiently:
You’re all land-captains; and so they shall find
That come in your quarters; but have you the law
Free now to fight and scratch among yourselves,
And let your gallants run away with [others]?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
How!
 

SECOND COURTESAN
Good — 
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Sweet Master Bouser!
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Another?
 

FITSGRAVE
Why then, I perceive you know nothing: why, they are in the way of marriage; a knight’s daughter here in town makes her election among ‘em this night.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
This night?
 

FITSGRAVE
This very night; and they all present themselves in a masque before her: know you not this?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
O traitor Master Goldstone!
 

THIRD COURTESAN
Perjured Master Tailby!
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Without soul?
 

FIRST COURTESAN
She will chase him!
 

FITSGRAVE
You have more cause to join,
And play the grounds of friendship ‘mongst yourselves,
Than rashly run division: I could tell you
A means to pleasure you — 
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Good Master Bouser!
 

FITSGRAVE
But that you’re women, and are hardly secret — 
 

SECOND COURTESAN
We vow it seriously.
 

FITSGRAVE
You should be all there in presence,
See all, hear all, and yet not they perceive you.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
So that — 
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
Sweet Master Bouser, I — 
 

FITSGRAVE
I can
Stand you in stead; for I frame the device.
 

ALL
If ever — 
 

FITSGRAVE
Will you do’t? Hark you — [Whispers.]
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Content.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
And I’ll make one.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
And I another:
We’ll mar the match.
 

[MISTRESS NEWCUT]
When that good news came of my husband’s death,
Goldstone promis’d me marriage, and sware to me — 
 

SECOND COURTESAN
I’ll bring his oaths in question.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
So will I.
 

FITSGRAVE
Agree among yourselves, for shame!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Are we
Resolv’d?
 

SECOND COURTESAN
In this who would not feign?
 

THIRD COURTESAN
Friends all,
For my part.
 

[MISTRESS NEWCUT]
Here’s my lip for mine.
 

THIRD COURTESAN
Round let it go.
 

SECOND COURTESAN
All wrath thus quench’d.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
And I conclude it so.
 

Exeunt [all except Fitsgrave].
 

FITSGRAVE
How all events strike even with my wishes!
Their own invention damns them.
 

[Enter two Gentlemen, Pyamont, and Bungler.]
 

Now, gentlemen,
Stands your assistance firm?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Why, ’tis our own case;
I’m sorry you should doubt.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
We’ll furnish you.
 

Enter Painter with shields.
 

[BUNGLER]
Are these our gallants?
 

FITSGRAVE
Are our gallants these?
 

PAINTER
Here be five shields, sir.
 

FITSGRAVE
Finished already? That’s well: I’ll see thy master shortly.
 

PAINTER
I’m satisfied.
 

Exit.
 

PYAMONT
Prithee, let’s see, Master Fitsgrave.
 

FITSGRAVE
I have blazed them.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
What’s this?
 

[SECOND GENTLEMAN]
Fooh, you should be a gallant too, for you’re no university scholar.
 

FITSGRAVE
Look, this is Pursenet; the device, a purse wide open, and the mouth downward: the word, Alienis ecce crumensis!
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
What’s that?
 

FITSGRAVE
“One that lives out of other men’s pockets.”
 

PYAMONT
That’s right!
 

FITSGRAVE
Here’s Goldstone’s, three silver dice.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
They run high, two cinques and a quater!
 

FITSGRAVE
They’re high-men, fit for his purpose; the word, Fratremque patremque.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Nay, he will cheat his own brother; nay, his own father, i’faith!
 

FITSGRAVE
So much the word imports. Master Primero.
 

[BUNGLER]
Pox, what says he now?
 

FITSGRAVE
The device, an unvalued pearl hid in a cave; the word, Occul[t]os vendit honores.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
What’s that?
 

FITSGRAVE
“One that sells maidenheads by wholesale.”
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Excellently proper!
 

FITSGRAVE
Master Frip.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
That Pythagorical rascal! In a gentleman’s suit today, in a knight’s tomorrow.
 

FITSGRAVE
The device for him, a cuckoo sitting on a tree the word, En avis ex avibus, “one bird made of many!” For you know as the sparrow hatches the cuckoo, so the gentleman feathers the broker.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Let me admire thee, Master Fitsgrave!
 

FITSGRAVE
They will scorn, gentlemen; and to assist them the better, Pursenet’s boy, that little precious pickpocket, has a compendious speech in Latin, and, like a Mercury, presents their dispositions more liberally.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Never were poor gallants so abused.
 

FITSGRAVE
Hang ‘em! They’re counterfeits;
No honest spirit will pity ‘em. This is my crown;
So good men smile, I dread no rascal’s frown.
Away, bestow yourselves secretly o’erhead;
This is the place appointed for the rehearsal,
To practise their behaviours.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We are vanish’d.
 

[Exeunt the two Gentlemen, Pymont, and Bungler, who hide themselves above.] Enter Goldstone, Pursenet, Tailby, Frippery, Primero, and Boy.
 

GOLDSTONE
Master Bouser.
 

PURSENET
Well said, i’faith; off with your cloaks, gallants; let’s fall roundly to our business.
 

TAILBY
Is the boy perfect?
 

FITSGRAVE
That’s my credit, sir, I warrant you.
 

FRIPPERY
If our little Mercury should be out, we should scarce be known what we are.
 

FITSGRAVE
I have took a course for that, fear it not, sir. Look you, first, here be your shields.
 

GOLDSTONE
Ay, where be our shields?
 

PURSENET
Which is mine?
 

TAILBY
Which is mine, Master Bouser? This?
 

FITSGRAVE
I pray, be contained a little, gentlemen; they’ll come all time enough to you, I warrant.
 

PURSENET
This Frip is grown so violent!
 

FITSGRAVE
Yours to begin withal, sir.
 

PURSENET
Well said, Master Bouser!
 

[FITSGRAVE]
First the device, a fair purse wide open, the mouth downward; the word, Alienis ecce crumenis!
 

PURSENET
What’s that, prithee?
 

FITSGRAVE
“Your bounty pours itself forth to all men.”
 

PURSENET
And so it does, i’faith; that’s all my fault, bountiful.
 

FITSGRAVE
Master Goldstone, here’s yours, sir; three silver dice; the word, Fratremque patremque.
 

GOLDSTONE
And what’s that?
 

FITSGRAVE
“Fortune of my side.”
 

GOLDSTONE
Well said, little Bouser, i’faith!
 

TAILBY
What say you to me, sir?
 

FITSGRAVE
For the device, a candle in a corner; the word, Consumptio victis.
 

TAILBY
The meaning of that, sir?
 

FITSGRAVE
“My light is yet in darkness till I enjoy her.”
 

[TAILBY]
Right, sir.
 

PRIMERO
Now mine, sir?
 

FITSGRAVE
The device, an unvalued pearl hid in a cave.
 

PRIMERO
Aha, sirs!
 

FITSGRAVE
The word, Occultos vendit honores.
 

PRIMERO
Very good, I warrant.
 

FITSGRAVE
“A black man’s a pearl in a fair lady’s eye.”
 

PRIMERO
I said ’twas some such thing.
 

FRIPPERY
My turn must need come now: am I fitted, Master Bouser?
 

FITSGRAVE
Trust to me: your device here is a cuckoo sitting on a tree.
 

FRIPPERY
The Welsh leiger; good.
 

FITSGRAVE
The word, En avis ex avibus!
 

FRIPPERY
Ay, marry, sir.
 

FITSGRAVE
Why, do you know what ’tis, sir?
 

FRIPPERY
No, by my troth, not yet, sir.
 

FITSGRAVE
O! “I keep one tune, I recant not.”
 

FRIPPERY
I’m like the cuckoo in that indeed: where I love, I hold.
 

FITSGRAVE
Did I not promise you I would fit you?
 

GOLDSTONE
They’re all very well done, i’faith, and very scholarlike, though I say’t before thy face, little Bouser; but I would not have thee proud on’t now: come, if this be performed well — 
 

PURSENET
Who, the boy? He has performed deeper matters than this.
 

PYAMONT
[Aside] Ay, a pox on him! I think was in my pocket now, and truth were known.
 

BUNGLER
[Aside] I caught him once in mine.
 

FITSGRAVE
Suppose the shields are presented, then you begin, boy.
 

BOY
I representing Mercury, am a pickpocket, and have his part at my fingers’ ends: “Page I am to that great and secret thief, magno illo et secreto latroni—”
 

[FITSGRAVE]
There you make your honour, sir.
 

BOY
At latroni?
 

[FITSGRAVE]
You have it, sir.
 

[PURSENET]
Latroni, that’s mine.
 

FITSGRAVE
[Aside] He confesses the thief’s his.
 

PURSENET
Remember, boy, you point latroni to me.
 

BOY
To you, master.
 

[FITSGRAVE]
Proceed.
 

[BOY]
“These four are his companions; the one a notable cheater, that will cozen his own father—”
 

FITSGRAVE
Master Goldstone.
 

GOLDSTONE
Let me alone, Master Bouser; I can take mine own turn.
 

FITSGRAVE
Why — 
 

GOLDSTONE
Peace.
 

[BOY]
“The second a notorious lecher, maintained by harlots, cujus virtus consumptio corpus.”
 

TAILBY
That’s I, Master Bouser.
 

FITSGRAVE
There you remember your honour, sir.
 

BOY
“Ille leno pretiosissimus, virgineos ob lucrum vendens honores.”
 

PURSENET
It sounds very well, i’faith.
 

BOY
“Postremus ille, quamvis apparatu splendidus, is no other than a broker; these feathers are not his own, sed avis ex avibus: all which to be nothing but truth will appear by the event.”
 

FITSGRAVE
I’faith, here’s all now, gentlemen.
 

GOLDSTONE
Short and pithy.
 

TAILBY
A good boy, i’faith, and a pregnant!
 

PURSENET
I dare put trust in the boy, sir. [To Boy] Forget not, sirrah, at any hand, to point that same latroni to me.
 

BOY
I warrant you, master.
 

GOLDSTONE
Come, gentlemen, the time beckons us away.
 

FITSGRAVE
Ay, furnish, gentlemen, furnish.
 

PURSENET
Hark, one word, Master Bouser: what’s the same latroni? I have a good mind to that word, i’faith.
 

FITSGRAVE
Latroni? Why, “[shrieve] of the shire.”
 

PURSENET
I’faith, and I have shriven some shires in my days.
 

Exeunt Goldstone, Pursenet, Tailby, Frippery, Primero, and Boy.
 

FITSGRAVE
Now, gentlemen, are you satisfied and pleas’d?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Never more amply.
 

FITSGRAVE
Amongst us now falls that desired lot,
For we shall blast five rivals with one plot.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A hall in Katherine’s house
 

Enter Katherine between two ancient Gentlemen.
 

KATHERINE
Grave gentlemen, in whose approved bosoms
My deceas’d father did repose much faith,
You’re dearly welcome: pray, sit, command music;
See nothing want to beautify this night,
That holds my election in her peaceful arms;
Feasts, music, hymns, those sweet celestial [charms].
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
May you be blest in this election.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
That content may meet perfection.
 

HYMN
Sound lute, bandora gittern,
Viol, virginals, and cittern;
Voices spring, and lift aloud
Her name that makes the music proud!
This night perfection
Makes her election.
Follow, follow, follow, follow round,
Look you to that, nay, you to that, nay, you to that:
Anon you will be found, anon you will be found, anon you will be found.
 

Cornets sound: enter the Masque, thus ordered: a torch-bearer, a shield-boy, then a masquer, so throughout; then the shield-boys fall at one end, the torch-bearers at the other; the masquers i’ th’ middle: the torch-bearers are the five gentlemen, the shield-boys the whores in boys’ apparel; the masquers the five gallants: they bow to her; she rises and shows the like: they dance, but first deliver the shields up; she reads. The speech: their action.
 

KATHERINE
[Reads] “Alienis ecce crumenis!”
 

[Pursenet bows to her.]
 

[Reads] “Fratremque patremque.”
 

[Goldstone bows to her.]
 

[Reads] “Consumptio victus.”
 

[Tailby bows to her.]
 

[Reads] “Occultos vendit honores.”
 

[Primero bows to her.]
 

A cuckoo: [reads] “En avis ex avibus!”
 

[Frippery bows to her.]
 

Are you all as the speech and shields display you?
 

GOLDSTONE
We shall prove so.
 

They go to dance, each unhasps his weapon from his side, and gives it to the torch-bearers. Katherine seems distrustful, but then Fitsgrave whispers to her and falls back. At then end of which, all making an honour, Frippery presents her with the chain of pearl.
 

KATHERINE
The very chain of pearl was filch’d from me!
 

[The Boy begins to sneak away.]
 

FITSGRAVE
Hold! Stop the boy there!
 

Boy seized. Pursenet stamps.
 

KATHERINE
Will none lay hands on him?
 

Frippery seized.
 

GOLDSTONE
How now?
 

FRIPPERY
Alas, I’m but a broker! ’Twas pawned to me in my shop.
 

Fitsgrave, Pyamont, and the others discover themselves.
 

TAILBY
Ha, Fitsgrave!
 

PURSENET
Pyamont, and the rest!
 

GOLDSTONE
Where’s Bouser?
 

FITSGRAVE
Here.
 

GOLDSTONE
We are all betrayed!
 

FITSGRAVE
Betrayed? You’re [not worthy to be] to betrayed, you have not so much worth: nay, struggle not with the net, you are caught for this world.
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Would we were out!
 

FITSGRAVE
’Twas I fram’d your device, do you see? ’Twas I!
The whole assembly has took notice of it.
[To Goldstone] That you are a gallant cheater,
So much the pawning of my cloak contains;
[to Pursenet] You a base thief, think of Combe Park; [to Tailby] and tell me
That you’re a hired smockster; here’s her letter,
[to Primero] In which we are certified that you’re a bawd.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
The broker has confessed it.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
So has the boy.
 

TAILBY
That boy will be hanged; he stole the chain at first,
And has thus long maintained his master’s gallantry
 

FITSGRAVE
All which we here present, like captive slaves,
Waiting that doom which their presumption craves.
 

KATHERINE
How easily may our suspectless sex
With fair appearing shadows be deluded!
Dear sir, you have the work so well begun,
That took from you, small glory would be won.
 

FITSGRAVE
Since ’tis your pleasure to refer to me
The doom of these, I have provided so,
They shall not altogether lose their cost:
See, I have brought wives for ‘em.
 

[The women of the masque discover themselves.]
 

GOLDSTONE
Heart, the strumpets! Out, out!
 

TAILBY
Having assum’d, out of their impudence,
The shape of shield-boys!
 

FRIPPERY
To heap full confusion!
 

FIRST COURTESAN
Rather confine us to strict chastity,
A mere impossible task, than to wed these,
Whom we [do] loathe worse than the foul’st disease.
 

GOLDSTONE
O grant ‘em their requests!
 

FITSGRAVE
The doom is past; so, since your aim was marriage,
Either embrace it in these courtesans,
Or have your base acts and felonious lives
Proclaim’d to the indignation of the law,
Which will provide a public punishment.
As for the boy, and that infectious bawd,
We put forth those to whipping.
 

PRIMERO
Whipping? You find not that in the statute to whip satin.
 

FITSGRAVE
Away with him!
 

[Primero and Boy led off.]
 

GOLDSTONE
Since all our shifts are discovered, as far as I can see, ’tis our best course to marry ‘em; we’ll make them get our livings.
 

PURSENET
He says true.
 

MISTRESS NEWCUT
You see how we are threatened: by my troth, wenches, be ruled by me; let’s marry ‘em, and it be but to plague ‘em; for when we have husbands we are under covert-baron, and may lie with whom we list! I have tried that in my t’other husband’s days.
 

ALL THE COURTESANS
A match.
 

FITSGRAVE
I’ll be no more deferr’d: come, when do you join?
 

GOLDSTONE
These forc’d marriages do never come to good.
 

FITSGRAVE
How can they when the[y] come to such as you?
 

PURSENET
The[y] often prove the ruin of great houses.
 

[FITSGRAVE]
Nor, virgin, do I in this seek to entice
All glory to myself; these gentlemen,
[Whom] I am bound to love for kind assistance,
Had great affinity in the plot with me.
 

KATHERINE
To them I give my thanks; myself to thee,
Thrice-worthy Fitsgrave!
 

FITSGRAVE
I have all my wishes.
 

KATHERINE
And I presume there’s none but those can frown,
Whose envies, like the rushes, we tread down.
 

[Exeunt omnes.]
 




ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL
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In collaboration with William Shakespeare
 

This Shakespeare comedy is believed to have been written between 1604 and 1605 and tells the story of Helena, the orphan daughter of a famous physician, who is the ward of the Countess of Rousillon.  Helena is hopelessly in love with the son of the Countess, Count Bertram, who has been sent to the court of the King of France. Despite her beauty and worth, Helena has no hope of attracting Bertram, since she is of low birth and he is a nobleman. However, when word comes that the King is ill, she goes to Paris and, using her father’s arts, cures the fistula from which he suffers. In return, she is given the hand of any man in the realm; she chooses Bertram. Her new husband is appalled at the match, however, and shortly after their marriage flees France, accompanied only by a scoundrel named Parolles, to fight in the army of the Duke of Florence.

The play is based on a tale of Boccaccio’s The Decameron and Shakespeare was likely to have read an English translation of the tale in William Painter’s Palace of Pleasure.  The name of the play comes from a well known English proverb.

Laurie Maguire, Professor of English Language and Literature at Magdalen College, Oxford, has recently argued in ‘Many Hands - A New Shakespeare Collaboration?’ that
Middleton collaborated with Shakespeare on All’s Well that Ends Well.
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The first page of ‘All’s Well that Ends Well’ from the First Folio, 1623
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Dramatis Personæ
 

KING OF FRANCE.
DUKE OF FLORENCE.
BERTRAM, Count of Rousillon.
LAFEU, an old Lord.
PAROLLES, a follower of Bertram.
Steward to the Countess of Rousillon.
LAVACHE, a Clown in her household.
A Page.
COUNTESS OF ROUSILLON, Mother to Bertram.
HELENA, a Gentlewoman protected by the Countess.
An Old Widow of Florence.
DIANA, Daughter to the Widow.
VIOLENTA, MARIANA, Neighbours and Friends to the Widow.
Lords, Officers, Soldiers, &c., French and Florentine.
 

SCENE. — Rousillon, Paris, Florence, Marseilles.
 




Act I. Scene I.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter BERTRAM, the COUNTESS OF ROUSILLON, HELENA, and LAFEU, all in black.
 

Count.  In delivering my son from me, I bury a second husband.
 

Ber.  And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my father’s death anew; but I must attend his majesty’s command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in subjection.
 

Laf.  You shall find of the king a husband, madam; you, sir, a father. He that so generally is at all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue to you, whose worthiness would stir it up where it wanted rather than lack it where there is such abundance.   5
 

Count.  What hope is there of his majesty’s amendment?
 

Laf.  He hath abandoned his physicians, madam; under whose practices he hath persecuted time with hope, and finds no other advantage in the process but only the losing of hope by time.
 

Count.  This young gentlewoman had a father, — O, that ‘had!’ how sad a passage ’tis! — whose skill was almost as great as his honesty; had it stretched so far, would have made nature immortal, and death should have play for lack of work. Would, for the king’s sake, he were living! I think it would be the death of the king’s disease.
 

Laf.  How called you the man you speak of, madam?
 

Count.  He was famous, sir, in his profession, and it was his great right to be so: Gerard de Narbon.   10
 

Laf.  He was excellent indeed, madam: the king very lately spoke of him admiringly and mourningly. He was skilful enough to have lived still, if knowledge could be set up against mortality.
 

Ber.  What is it, my good lord, the king languishes of?
 

Laf.  A fistula, my lord.
 

Ber.  I heard not of it before.
 

Laf.  I would it were not notorious. Was this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon?   15
 

Count.  His sole child, my lord; and bequeathed to my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good that her education promises: her dispositions she inherits, which makes fair gifts fairer; for where an unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there commendations go with pity; they are virtues and traitors too: in her they are the better for their simpleness; she derives her honesty and achieves her goodness.
 

Laf.  Your commendations, madam, get from her tears.
 

Count.  ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season her praise in. The remembrance of her father never approaches her heart but the tyranny of her sorrows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, Helena, go to, no more; lest it be rather thought you affect a sorrow, than have it.
 

Hel.  I do affect a sorrow indeed, but I have it too.
 

Laf.  Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living.   20
 

Hel.  If the living be enemy to the grief, the excess makes it soon mortal.
 

Ber.  Madam, I desire your holy wishes.
 

Laf.  How understand we that?
 

Count.  Be thou blest, Bertram; and succeed thy father
In manners, as in shape! thy blood and virtue   25
Contend for empire in thee; and thy goodness
Share with thy birthright! Love all, trust a few,
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend
Under thy own life’s key: be check’d for silence,   30
But never tax’d for speech. What heaven more will
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down,
Fall on thy head! Farewell, my lord;
’Tis an unseason’d courtier; good my lord,
Advise him.   35
 

Laf.        He cannot want the best
That shall attend his love.
 

Count.  Heaven bless him! Farewell, Bertram.  [Exit.
 

Ber.  [To HELENA.]  The best wishes that can be forged in your thoughts be servants to you! Be comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make much of her.
 

Laf.  Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold the credit of your father.  [Exeunt BERTRAM and LAFEU.   40
 

Hel.  O! were that all. I think not on my father;
And these great tears grace his remembrance more
Than those I shed for him. What was he like?
I have forgot him: my imagination
Carries no favour in ‘t but Bertram’s.   45
I am undone: there is no living, none,
If Bertram be away. It were all one
That I should love a bright particular star
And think to wed it, he is so above me:
In his bright radiance and collateral light   50
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere.
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself:
The hind that would be mated by the lion
Must die for love. ’Twas pretty, though a plague,
To see him every hour; to sit and draw   55
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls,
In our heart’s table; heart too capable
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour:
But now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy
Must sanctify his reliques. Who comes here?   60
One that goes with him: I love him for his sake;
And yet I know him a notorious liar,
Think him a great way fool, solely a coward;
Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him,
That they take place, when virtue’s steely bones   65
Look bleak in the cold wind: withal, full oft we see
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.
 

Enter PAROLLES.
 

Par.  Save you, fair queen!
 

Hel.  And you, monarch!   70
 

Par.  No.
 

Hel.  And no.
 

Par.  Are you meditating on virginity?
 

Hel. Ay.  You have some stain of soldier in you; let me ask you a question. Man is enemy to virginity; how may we barricado it against him?
 

Par.  Keep him out.   75
 

Hel.  But he assails; and our virginity, though valiant in the defence, yet is weak. Unfold to us some war-like resistance.
 

Par.  There is none: man, sitting down before you, will undermine you and blow you up.
 

Hel.  Bless our poor virginity from underminers and blowers up! Is there no military policy, how virgins might blow up men?
 

Par.  Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier be blown up: marry in blowing him down again, with the breach yourselves made, you lose your city. It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase, and there was never virgin got till virginity was first lost. That you were made of is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once lost, may be ten times found: by being ever kept, it is ever lost. ’Tis too cold a companion: away with ‘t!
 

Hel.  I will stand for ‘t a little, though therefore I die a virgin.   80
 

Par.  There’s little can be said in ‘t; ’tis against the rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity is to accuse your mothers, which is most infallible disobedience. He that hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders itself, and should be buried in highways, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheese, consumes itself to the very paring, and so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhibited sin in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but lose by ‘t! Out with ‘t! within the year it will make itself two, which is a goodly increase, and the principal itself not much the worse. Away with ‘t!
 

 
 

Hel.  How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own liking?
 

Par.  Let me see: marry, ill, to like him that ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity that will lose the gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: off with ‘t, while ’tis vendible; answer the time of request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap out of fashion; richly suited, but unsuitable: just like the brooch and the toothpick, which wear not now. Your date is better in your pie and your porridge than in your cheek: and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French withered pears; it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, ’tis a withered pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet ’tis a withered pear. Will you anything with it?
 

Hel.  Not my virginity yet.
There shall your master have a thousand loves,   85
A mother, and a mistress, and a friend,
A phœnix, captain, and an enemy,
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign,
A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear;
His humble ambition, proud humility,   90
His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet,
His faith, his sweet disaster; with a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptious christendoms,
That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he — 
I know not what he shall. God send him well!   95
The court’s a learning-place, and he is one — 
 

Par.  What one, i’ faith?
 

Hel.  That I wish well. ’Tis pity — 
 

Par.  What’s pity?
 

Hel.  That wishing well had not a body in ‘t,   100
Which might be felt; that we, the poorer born,
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes,
Might with effects of them follow our friends,
And show what we alone must think, which never
Returns us thanks.   105
 

Enter a Page.
 

Page.  Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you.  [Exit.
 

Par.  Little Helen, farewell: if I can remember thee, I will think of thee at court.
 

Hel.  Monsieur Parolles, you were born under a charitable star.
 

Par.  Under Mars, I.   110
 

Hel.  I especially think, under Mars.
 

Par.  Why under Mars?
 

Hel.  The wars have so kept you under that you must needs be born under Mars.
 

Par.  When he was predominant.
 

Hel.  When he was retrograde, I think rather.   115
 

Par.  Why think you so?
 

Hel.  You go so much backward when you fight.
 

Par.  That’s for advantage.
 

Hel.  So is running away, when fear proposes the safety: but the composition that your valour and fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear well.
 

Par.  I am so full of businesses I cannot answer thee acutely. I will return perfect courtier; in the which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable of a courtier’s counsel, and understand what advice shall thrust upon thee; else thou diest in thine unthankfulness, and thine ignorance makes thee away: farewell. When thou hast leisure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, remember thy friends. Get thee a good husband, and use him as he uses thee: so, farewell.  [Exit.   120
 

Hel.  Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie
Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky
Gives us free scope; only doth backward pull
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull.
What power is it which mounts my love so high;   125
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye?
The mightiest space in fortune nature brings
To join like likes, and kiss like native things.
Impossible be strange attempts to those
That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose   130
What hath been cannot be: who ever strove
To show her merit, that did miss her love?
The king’s disease, — my project may deceive me,
But my intents are fix’d and will not leave me.  [Exit.
 




Act I. Scene II.
 

Paris.  A Room in the KING’S Palace.
 

Flourish of Cornets.  Enter the KING OF FRANCE, with letters; Lords and Others attending.
 

King.  The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears;
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue
A braving war.   5
 

First Lord.  So ’tis reported, sir.
 

King.  Nay, ’tis most credible: we here receive it
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria,
With caution that the Florentine will move us
For speedy aid; wherein our dearest friend   10
Prejudicates the business, and would seem
To have us make denial.
 

First Lord.        His love and wisdom,
Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead
For amplest credence.   15
 

King.        He hath arm’d our answer,
And Florence is denied before he comes:
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave
To stand on either part.   20
 

Sec. Lord.        It well may serve.
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick
For breathing and exploit.
 

King.        What’s he comes here?   25
 

Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES.
 

First Lord.  It is the Count Rousillon, my good lord,
Young Bertram.
 

King.  Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s face;
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste,   30
Hath well compos’d thee. Thy father’s moral parts
Mayst thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris.
 

Ber.  My thanks and duty are your majesty’s.
 

King.  I would I had that corporal soundness now,
As when thy father and myself in friendship   35
First tried our soldiership! He did look far
Into the service of the time and was
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long;
But on us both did haggish age steal on,
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me   40
To talk of your good father. In his youth
He had the wit which I can well observe
To-day in our young lords; but they may jest
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted
Ere they can hide their levity in honour.   45
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness
Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were,
His equal had awak’d them; and his honour,
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when
Exception bid him speak, and at this time   50
His tongue obey’d his hand: who were below him
He us’d as creatures of another place,
And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks,
Making them proud of his humility,
In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man   55
Might be a copy to these younger times,
Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them now
But goers backward.
 

Ber.        His good remembrance, sir,
Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb;   60
So in approof lives not his epitaph
As in your royal speech.
 

King.  Would I were with him! He would always say, — 
Methinks I hear him now: his plausive words
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them,   65
To grow there and to bear. ‘Let me not live,’ — 
Thus his good melancholy oft began,
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime,
When it was out,— ‘Let me not live,’ quoth he,
‘After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff   70
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses
All but new things disdain; whose judgments are
Mere fathers of their garments; whose constancies
Expire before their fashions.’ This he wish’d:
I, after him, do after him wish too,   75
Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,
I quickly were dissolved from my hive,
To give some labourers room.
 

Sec. Lord.        You are lov’d, sir;
They that least lend it you shall lack you first.   80
 

King.  I fill a place, I know ‘t. How long is ‘t, count,
Since the physician at your father’s died?
He was much fam’d.
 

Ber.        Some six months since, my lord.
 

King.  If he were living, I would try him yet:   85
Lend me an arm: the rest have worn me out
With several applications: nature and sickness
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count;
My son’s no dearer.
 

Ber.        Thank your majesty.  [Exeunt. Flourish.   90
 




Act I. Scene III.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter COUNTESS, Steward, and Clown.
 

Count.  I will now hear: what say you of this gentlewoman?
 

Stew.  Madam, the care I have had to even your content, I wish might be found in the calendar of my past endeavours; for then we wound our modesty and make foul the clearness of our deservings, when of ourselves we publish them.
 

Count.  What does this knave here? Get you gone, sirrah: the complaints I have heard of you I do not all believe: ’tis my slowness that I do not; for I know you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability enough to make such knaveries yours.   5
 

Clo.  ’Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a poor fellow.
 

Count.  Well, sir.
 

Clo.  No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am poor, though many of the rich are damned. But, if I may have your ladyship’s good will to go to the world, Isbel the woman and I will do as we may.
 

Count.  Wilt thou needs be a beggar?
 

Clo.  I do beg your good will in this case.   10
 

Count.  In what case?
 

Clo.  In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service is no heritage; and I think I shall never have the blessing of God till I have issue o’ my body, for they say barnes are blessings.
 

Count.  Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry.
 

Clo.  My poor body, madam, requires it: I am driven on by the flesh; and he must needs go that the devil drives.
 

Count.  Is this all your worship’s reason?   15
 

Clo.  Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, such as they are.
 

Count.  May the world know them?
 

Clo.  I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, I do marry that I may repent.
 

Count.  Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness.
 

Clo.  I am out o’ friends, madam; and I hope to have friends for my wife’s sake.   20
 

Count.  Such friends are thine enemies, knave.
 

Clo.  You’re shallow, madam, in great friends; for the knaves come to do that for me which I am aweary of. He that ears my land spares my team, and gives me leave to in the crop: if I be his cuckold, he’s my drudge. He that comforts my wife is the cherisher of my flesh and blood; he that cherishes my flesh and blood loves my flesh and blood; he that loves my flesh and blood is my friend: ergo, he that kisses my wife is my friend. If men could be contented to be what they are, there were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsome’er their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are both one; they may joul horns together like any deer i’ the herd.
 

Count.  Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and calumnious knave?
 

Clo.  A prophet I, madam; and I speak the truth the next way:
For I the ballad will repeat,
  Which men full true shall find;
Your marriage comes by destiny,
  Your cuckoo sings by kind.
 

Count.  Get you gone, sir: I’ll talk with you more anon.   25
 

Stew.  May it please you, madam, that he bid Helen come to you: of her I am to speak.
 

Count.  Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would speak with her; Helen I mean.
 

Clo.
Was this fair face the cause, quoth she,
  Why the Grecians sacked Troy?
Fond done, done fond,
  Was this King Priam’s joy?
With that she sighed as she stood,
With that she sighed as she stood,
  And gave this sentence then;
Among nine bad if one be good,
Among nine bad if one be good,
  There’s yet one good in ten.
 

Count.  What! one good in ten? you corrupt the song, sirrah.
 

Clo.  One good woman in ten, madam; which is a purifying o’ the song. Would God would serve the world so all the year! we’d find no fault with the tithe-woman if I were the parson. One in ten, quoth a’! An we might have a good woman born but for every blazing star, or at an earthquake, ’twould mend the lottery well: a man may draw his heart out ere a’ pluck one.   30
 

Count.  You’ll be gone, sir knave, and do as I command you!
 

Clo.  That man should be at woman’s command, and yet no hurt done! Though honesty be no puritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the surplice of humility over the black gown of a big heart. I am going, forsooth: the business is for Helen to come hither.  [Exit.
 

Count.  Well, now.
 

Stew.  I know, madam, you love your gentlewoman entirely.
 

Count.  Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her to me; and she herself, without other advantage, may lawfully make title to as much love as she finds: there is more owing her than is paid, and more shall be paid her than she’ll demand.   35
 

Stew.  Madam, I was very late more near her than I think she wished me: alone she was, and did communicate to herself her own words to her own ears; she thought, I dare vow for her, they touched not any stranger sense. Her matter was, she loved your son: Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that had put such difference betwixt their two estates; Love no god, that would not extend his might, only where qualities were level; Dian no queen of virgins, that would suffer her poor knight surprised, without rescue in the first assault or ransom afterward. This she delivered in the most bitter touch of sorrow that e’er I heard virgin exclaim in; which I held my duty speedily to acquaint you withal, sithence in the loss that may happen, it concerns you something to know it.
 

Count.  You have discharged this honestly: keep it to yourself. Many likelihoods informed me of this before, which hung so tottering in the balance that I could neither believe nor misdoubt. Pray you, leave me: stall this in your bosom; and I thank you for your honest care. I will speak with you further anon.  [Exit Steward.
 

Enter HELENA.
Even so it was with me when I was young:
  If ever we are nature’s, these are ours; this thorn   40
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong;
  Our blood to us, this to our blood is born:
It is the show and seal of nature’s truth,
Where love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth:
By our remembrances of days foregone,   45
Such were our faults; or then we thought them none.
Her eye is sick on ‘t: I observe her now.
 

Hel.  What is your pleasure, madam?
 

Count.        You know, Helen,
I am a mother to you.   50
 

Hel.  Mine honourable mistress.
 

Count.        Nay, a mother:
Why not a mother? When I said, ‘a mother,’
Methought you saw a serpent: what’s in ‘mother’
That you start at it? I say, I am your mother;   55
And put you in the catalogue of those
That were enwombed mine: ’tis often seen
Adoption strives with nature, and choice breeds
A native slip to us from foreign seeds;
You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan,   60
Yet I express to you a mother’s care.
God’s mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood
To say I am thy mother? What’s the matter,
That this distemper’d messenger of wet,
The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye?   65
Why? that you are my daughter?
 

Hel.        That I am not.
 

Count.  I say, I am your mother.
 

Hel.        Pardon, madam;
The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother:   70
I am from humble, he from honour’d name;
No note upon my parents, his all noble:
My master, my dear lord he is; and I
His servant live, and will his vassal die.
He must not be my brother.   75
 

Count.        Nor I your mother?
 

Hel.  You are my mother, madam: would you were, — 
So that my lord your son were not my brother, — 
Indeed my mother! or were you both our mothers,
I care no more for than I do for heaven,   80
So I were not his sister. Can’t no other,
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother?
 

Count.  Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law:
God shield you mean it not! daughter and mother
So strive upon your pulse. What, pale again?   85
My fear hath catch’d your fondness: now I see
The mystery of your loneliness, and find
Your salt tears’ head: now to all sense ’tis gross
You love my son: invention is asham’d,
Against the proclamation of thy passion,   90
To say thou dost not: therefore tell me true;
But tell me then, ’tis so; for, look, thy cheeks
Confess it, th’ one to th’ other; and thine eyes
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours
That in their kind they speak it: only sin   95
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue,
That truth should be suspected. Speak, is ‘t so?
If it be so, you have wound a goodly clew;
If it be not, forswear ‘t: howe’er, I charge thee,
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail,   100
To tell me truly.
 

Hel.        Good madam, pardon me!
 

Count.  Do you love my son?
 

Hel.        Your pardon, noble mistress!
 

Count.  Love you my son?   105
 

Hel.        Do not you love him, madam?
 

Count.  Go not about; my love hath in ‘t a bond
Whereof the world takes note: come, come, disclose
The state of your affection, for your passions
Have to the full appeach’d.   110
 

Hel.        Then, I confess,
Here on my knee, before high heaven and you
That before you, and next unto high heaven,
I love your son.
My friends were poor, but honest; so’s my love:   115
Be not offended, for it hurts not him
That he is lov’d of me: I follow him not
By any token of presumptuous suit;
Nor would I have him till I do deserve him;
Yet never know how that desert should be.   120
I know I love in vain, strive against hope;
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve
I still pour in the waters of my love,
And lack not to lose still. Thus, Indian-like,
Religious in mine error, I adore   125
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows of him no more. My dearest madam,
Let not your hate encounter with my love
For loving where you do: but, if yourself,
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth,   130
Did ever in so true a flame of liking
Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and Love; O! then, give pity
To her, whose state is such that cannot choose
But lend and give where she is sure to lose;   135
That seeks not to find that her search implies,
But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies.
 

Count.  Had you not lately an intent, speak truly,
To go to Paris?
 

Hel.        Madam, I had.   140
 

Count.        Wherefore? tell true.
 

Hel.  I will tell truth; by grace itself I swear.
You know my father left me some prescriptions
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading
And manifest experience had collected   145
For general sovereignty; and that he will’d me
In heedfull’st reservation to bestow them,
As notes whose faculties inclusive were
More than they were in note. Amongst the rest,
There is a remedy, approv’d, set down   150
To cure the desperate languishings whereof
The king is render’d lost.
 

Count.        This was your motive
For Paris, was it? speak.
 

Hel.  My lord your son made me to think of this;   155
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king,
Had from the conversation of my thoughts
Haply been absent then.
 

Count.        But think you, Helen,
If you should tender your supposed aid,   160
He would receive it? He and his physicians
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him,
They, that they cannot help. How shall they credit
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,
Embowell’d of their doctrine, have left off   165
The danger to itself?
 

Hel.        There’s something in ‘t,
More than my father’s skill, which was the great’st
Of his profession, that his good receipt
Shall for my legacy be sanctified   170
By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would your honour
But give me leave to try success, I’d venture
The well-lost life of mine on his Grace’s cure,
By such a day, and hour.
 

Count.        Dost thou believe ‘t?   175
 

Hel.  Ay, madam, knowingly.
 

Count.  Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave and love,
Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings
To those of mine in court. I’ll stay at home
And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt.   180
Be gone to-morrow; and be sure of this,
What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss.  [Exeunt.
 




Act II. Scene I.
 

Paris.  A Room in the KING’S Palace.
 

Flourish.  Enter the KING, with divers young Lords taking leave for the Florentine war; BERTRAM, PAROLLES, and Attendants.
 

King.  Farewell, young lords: these war-like principles
Do not throw from you: and you, my lords, farewell:
Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain, all   5
The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis receiv’d,
And is enough for both.
 

First Lord.        ’Tis our hope, sir,
After well enter’d soldiers, to return
And find your Grace in health.   10
 

King.  No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart
Will not confess he owes the malady
That doth my life besiêge. Farewell, young lords;
Whether I live or die, be you the sons
Of worthy Frenchmen: let higher Italy — 15
Those bated that inherit but the fall
Of the last monarchy — see that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek
That fame may cry you loud: I say, farewell.   20
 

Sec. Lord.  Health, at your bidding, serve your majesty!
 

King.  Those girls of Italy, take heed of them:
They say, our French lack language to deny
If they demand: beware of being captives,
Before you serve.   25
 

Both Lords.  Our hearts receive your warnings.
 

King.  Farewell. Come hither to me.  [Exit attended.
 

First Lord.  O my sweet lord, that you will stay behind us!
 

Par.  ’Tis not his fault, the spark.
 

Sec. Lord.        O! ’tis brave wars.   30
 

Par.  Most admirable: I have seen those wars.
 

Ber.  I am commanded here, and kept a coil with
‘Too young,’ and ‘the next year,’ and ‘’tis too early.’
 

Par.  An thy mind stand to ‘t, boy, steal away bravely.
 

Ber.  I shall stay here the forehorse to a smock,   35
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry,
Till honour be bought up and no sword worn
But one to dance with! By heaven! I’ll steal away.
 

First Lord.  There’s honour in the theft.
 

Par.        Commit it, count.   40
 

Sec. Lord.  I am your accessary; and so farewell.
 

Ber.  I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured body.
 

First Lord.  Farewell, captain.
 

Sec. Lord.  Sweet Monsieur Parolles!
 

Par.  Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals: you shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one Captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his sinister cheek: it was this very sword entrenched it: say to him, I live, and observe his reports for me   45
 

Sec. Lord.  We shall, noble captain.  [Exeunt Lords.
 

Par.  Mars dote on you for his novices!
What will ye do?
 

Ber.  Stay; the king.
 

Re-enter KING; PAROLLES and BERTRAM retire.   50
 

Par.  Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble lords; you have restrained yourself within the list of too cold an adieu: be more expressive to them; for they wear themselves in the cap of the time, there do muster true gait, eat, speak, and move under the influence of the most received star; and though the devil lead the measure, such are to be followed. After them, and take a more dilated farewell.
 

Ber.  And I will do so.
 

Par.  Worthy fellows; and like to prove most sinewy swordmen.  [Exeunt BERTRAM and PAROLLES.
 

Enter LAFEU.
 

Laf.  [Kneeling.]  Pardon, my lord, for me and for my tidings.   55
 

King.  I’ll fee thee to stand up.
 

Laf.  Then here’s a man stands that has brought his pardon.
I would you had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me mercy,
And that at my bidding you could so stand up.
 

King.  I would I had; so I had broke thy pate,   60
And ask’d thee mercy for ‘t.
 

Laf.  Good faith, across: but, my good lord, ’tis thus;
Will you be cur’d of your infirmity?
 

King.  No.
 

Laf.  O! will you eat no grapes, my royal fox?   65
Yes, but you will my noble grapes an if
My royal fox could reach them. I have seen a medicine
That’s able to breathe life into a stone,
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary
With spritely fire and motion; whose simple touch   70
Is powerful to araise King Pepin, nay,
To give great Charlemain a pen in ‘s hand
And write to her a love-line.
 

King.        What ‘her’ is this?
 

Laf.  Why, Doctor She. My lord, there’s one arriv’d   75
If you will see her: now, by my faith and honour,
If seriously I may convey my thoughts
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke
With one, that in her sex, her years, profession,
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz’d me more   80
Than I dare blame my weakness. Will you see her,
For that is her demand, and know her business?
That done, laugh well at me.
 

King.        Now, good Lafeu,
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee   85
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine
By wond’ring how thou took’st it.
 

Laf.        Nay, I’ll fit you,
And not be all day neither.  [Exit.
 

King.  Thus he his special nothing ever prologues.   90
 

Re-enter LAFEU, with HELENA.
 

Laf.  Nay, come your ways.
 

King.        This haste hath wings indeed.
 

Laf.  Nay, come your ways;
This is his majesty, say your mind to him:   95
A traitor you do look like; but such traitors
His majesty seldom fears: I am Cressid’s uncle,
That dare leave two together. Fare you well.  [Exit.
 

King.  Now, fair one, does your business follow us?
 

Hel.  Ay, my good lord.   100
Gerard de Narbon was my father;
In what he did profess well found.
 

King.        I knew him.
 

Hel.  The rather will I spare my praises towards him;
Knowing him is enough. On ‘s bed of death   105
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one,
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice,
And of his old experience the only darling,
He bade me store up as a triple eye,
Safer than mine own two, more dear. I have so;   110
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d
With that malignant cause wherein the honour
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power,
I come to tender it and my appliance,
With all bound humbleness.   115
 

King.        We thank you, maiden;
But may not be so credulous of cure,
When our most learned doctors leave us, and
The congregated college have concluded
That labouring art can never ransom nature   120
From her inaidable estate; I say we must not
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope,
To prostitute our past-cure malady
To empirics, or to dissever so
Our great self and our credit, to esteem   125
A senseless help when help past sense we deem.
 

Hel.  My duty then, shall pay me for my pains:
I will no more enforce mine office on you;
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts
A modest one, to bear me back again.   130
 

King.  I cannot give thee less, to be call’d grateful.
Thou thought’st to help me, and such thanks I give
As one near death to those that wish him live;
But what at full I know, thou know’st no part,
I knowing all my peril, thou no art.   135
 

Hel.  What I can do can do no hurt to try,
Since you set up your rest ‘gainst remedy.
He that of greatest works is finisher
Oft does them by the weakest minister:
So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown,   140
When judges have been babes; great floods have flown
From simple sources; and great seas have dried
When miracles have by the greatest been denied.
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there
Where most it promises; and oft it hits   145
Where hope is coldest and despair most fits.
 

King.  I must not hear thee: fare thee well, kind maid.
Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid:
Proffers not took reap thanks for their reward.
 

Hel.  Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d.   150
It is not so with Him that all things knows,
As ’tis with us that square our guess by shows;
But most it is presumption in us when
The help of heaven we count the act of men.
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent;   155
Of heaven, not me, make an experiment.
I am not an impostor that proclaim
Myself against the level of mine aim;
But know I think, and think I know most sure,
My art is not past power nor you past cure.   160
 

King.  Art thou so confident? Within what space
Hop’st thou my cure?
 

Hel.        The great’st grace lending grace,
Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring,   165
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp,
Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glass
Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass,
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly,   170
Health shall live free, and sickness freely die.
 

King.  Upon thy certainty and confidence
What dar’st thou venture?
 

Hel.        Tax of impudence,
A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame,   175
Traduc’d by odious ballads: my maiden’s name
Sear’d otherwise; nay worse — if worse — extended
With vilest torture let my life be ended.
 

King.  Methinks in thee some blessed spirit doth speak,
His powerful sound within an organ weak;   180
And what impossibility would slay
In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate
Worth name of life in thee hath estimate;
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all   185
That happiness and prime can happy call:
Thou this to hazard needs must intimate
Skill infinite or monstrous desperate.
Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try,
That ministers thine own death if I die.   190
 

Hel.  If I break time, or flinch in property.
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die,
And well deserv’d. Not helping, death’s my fee;
But, if I help, what do you promise me?
 

King.  Make thy demand.   195
 

Hel.        But will you make it even?
 

King.  Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaven.
 

Hel.  Then shalt thou give me with thy kingly hand
What husband in thy power I will command:
Exempted be from me the arrogance   200
To choose from forth the royal blood of France,
My low and humble name to propagate
With any branch or image of thy state;
But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow.   205
 

King.  Here is my hand; the premises observ’d,
Thy will by my performance shall be serv’d:
So make the choice of thy own time, for I,
Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely.
More should I question thee, and more I must,   210
Though more to know could not be more to trust,
From whence thou cam’st, how tended on; but rest
Unquestion’d welcome and undoubted blest.
Give me some help here, ho! If thou proceed
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed.  [Flourish. Exeunt.   215
 




Act II. Scene II.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter COUNTESS and Clown.
 

Count.  Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the height of your breeding.
 

Clo.  I will show myself highly fed and lowly taught. I know my business is but to the court.
 

Count.  To the court! why what place make you special, when you put off that with such contempt? ‘But to the court!’   5
 

Clo.  Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any manners, he may easily put it off at court: he that cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his hand, and say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and indeed such a fellow, to say precisely, were not for the court. But, for me, I have an answer will serve all men.
 

Count.  Marry, that’s a bountiful answer that fits all questions.
 

Clo.  It is like a barber’s chair that fits all buttocks; the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, or any buttock.
 

Count.  Will your answer serve fit to all questions?
 

Clo.  As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, as your French crown for your taffeta punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a pancake for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip to the friar’s mouth; nay, as the pudding to his skin.   10
 

Count.  Have you, I say, an answer of such fitness for all questions?
 

Clo.  From below your duke to beneath your constable, it will fit any question.
 

Count.  It must be an answer of most monstrous size that must fit all demands.
 

Clo.  But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned should speak truth of it. Here it is, and all that belongs to ‘t: ask me if I am a courtier; it shall do you no harm to learn.
 

Count.  To be young again, if we could. I will be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your answer. I pray you, sir, are you a courtier?   15
 

Clo.  O Lord, sir! there’s a simple putting off. More, more, a hundred of them.
 

Count.  Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves you.
 

Clo.  O Lord, sir! Thick, thick, spare not me.
 

Count.  I think, sir, you can eat none of this homely meat.
 

Clo.  O Lord, sir! Nay, put me to ‘t, I warrant you.   20
 

Count.  You were lately whipped, sir, as I think.
 

Clo.  O Lord, sir! Spare not me.
 

Count.  Do you cry, ‘O Lord, sir!’ at your whipping, and ‘Spare not me?’ Indeed your ‘O Lord, sir!’ is very sequent to your whipping: you would answer very well to a whipping, if you were but bound to ‘t.
 

Clo.  I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my ‘O Lord, sir!’ I see things may serve long, but not serve ever.
 

Count.  I play the noble housewife with the time,   25
To entertain ‘t so merrily with a fool.
 

Clo.  O Lord, sir! why, there ‘t serves well again.
 

Count.  An end, sir: to your business. Give Helen this,
And urge her to a present answer back:
Commend me to my kinsmen and my son.   30
This is not much.
 

Clo.  Not much commendation to them.
 

Count.  Not much employment for you: you understand me?
 

Clo.  Most fruitfully: I am there before my legs.
 

Count.  Haste you again.  [Exeunt severally.   35
 




Act II. Scene III.
 

Paris.  A Room in the KING’S Palace.
 

Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and PAROLLES.
 

Laf.  They say miracles are past; and we have our philosophical persons, to make modern and familiar, things supernatural and causeless. Hence is it that we make trifles of terrors, ensconcing ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we should submit ourselves to an unknown fear.
 

Par.  Why, ’tis the rarest argument of wonder that hath shot out in our latter times.
 

Ber.  And so ’tis.   5
 

Laf.  To be relinquished of the artists, — 
 

Par.  So I say.
 

Laf.  Both of Galen and Paracelsus.
 

Par.  So I say.
 

Laf.  Of all the learned and authentic fellows, — 10
 

Par.  Right; so I say.
 

Laf.  That gave him out incurable, — 
 

Par.  Why, there ’tis; so say I too.
 

Laf.  Not to be helped, — 
 

Par.  Right; as ‘twere, a man assured of a — 15
 

Laf.  Uncertain life, and sure death.
 

Par.  Just, you say well: so would I have said.
 

Laf.  I may truly say it is a novelty to the world.
 

Par.  It is, indeed: if you will have it in showing, you shall read it in — what do you call there — 
 

Laf.  A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly actor.   20
 

Par.  That’s it I would have said; the very same.
 

Laf.  Why, your dolphin is not lustier: ‘fore me, I speak in respect — 
 

Par.  Nay, ’tis strange, ’tis very strange, that is the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a most facinorous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the — 
 

Laf.  Very hand of heaven — 
 

Par.  Ay, so I say.   25
 

Laf.  In a most weak and debile minister, great power, great transcendence: which should, indeed, give us a further use to be made than alone the recovery of the king, as to be generally thankful.
 

Par.  I would have said it; you say well.
Here comes the king.
 

Enter KING, HELENA, and Attendants.
 

Laf.  Lustig, as the Dutchman says: I’ll like a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head. Why, he’s able to lead her a coranto.   30
 

Par.  Mort du vinaigre! Is not this Helen?
 

Laf.  ‘Fore God, I think so.
 

King.  Go, call before me all the lords in court.  [Exit an Attendant.
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient’s side:
And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d sense   35
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive
The confirmation of my promised gift,
Which but attends thy naming.
 

Enter several Lords.
Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful parcel   40
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing,
O’er whom both sov’reign power and father’s voice
I have to use: thy frank election make;
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake.
 

Hel.  To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress   45
Fall, when Love please! marry, to each, but one.
 

Laf.  I’d give bay Curtal, and his furniture,
My mouth no more were broken than these boys’
And writ as little beard.
 

King.        Peruse them well:   50
Not one of those but had a noble father.
 

Hel.  Gentlemen,
Heaven hath through me restor’d the king to health.
 

All.  We understand it, and thank heaven for you.
 

Hel.  I am a simple maid; and therein wealthiest   55
That I protest I simply am a maid.
Please it your majesty, I have done already:
The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me,
‘We blush, that thou shouldst choose; but, be refus’d,
Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever;   60
We’ll ne’er come there again.’
 

King.        Make choice; and see,
Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me.
 

Hel.  Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly,
And to imperial Love, that god most high,   65
Do my sighs stream. Sir, will you hear my suit?
 

First Lord.  And grant it.
 

Hel.        Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute.
 

Laf.  I had rather be in this choice than throw ames-ace for my life.
 

Hel.  The honour, sir, that flames in your fair eyes,   70
Before I speak, too threateningly replies:
Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that so wishes, and her humble love!
 

Sec. Lord.  No better, if you please.
 

Hel.        My wish receive,   75
Which great Love grant! and so I take my leave.
 

Laf.  Do all they deny her? An they were sons of mine, I’d have them whipp’d or I would send them to the Turk to make eunuchs of.
 

Hel.  [To third Lord.]  Be not afraid that I your hand should take;
I’ll never do you wrong for your own sake:
Blessing upon your vows! and in your bed   80
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed!
 

Laf.  These boys are boys of ice, they’ll none have her: sure, they are bastards to the English; the French ne’er got ‘em.
 

Hel.  You are too young, too happy, and too good,
To make yourself a son out of my blood.
 

Fourth Lord.  Fair one, I think not so.   85
 

Laf.  There’s one grape yet. I am sure thy father drunk wine. But if thou be’st not an ass, I am a youth of fourteen: I have known thee already.
 

Hel.  [To BERTRAM.]  I dare not say I take you; but I give
Me and my service, ever whilst I live,
Into your guiding power. This is the man.
 

King.  Why then, young Bertram, take her; she’s thy wife.   90
 

Ber.  My wife, my liege! I shall beseech your highness
In such a business give me leave to use
The help of mine own eyes.
 

King.        Know’st thou not, Bertram,
What she has done for me?   95
 

Ber.        Yes, my good lord;
But never hope to know why I should marry her.
 

King.  Thou know’st she has rais’d me from my sickly bed.
 

Ber.  But follows it, my lord, to bring me down
Must answer for your raising? I know her well:   100
She had her breeding at my father’s charge.
A poor physician’s daughter my wife! Disdain
Rather corrupt me ever!
 

King.  ’Tis only title thou disdain’st in her, the which
I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods,   105
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together,
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off
In differences so mighty. If she be
All that is virtuous, save what thou dislik’st,
A poor physician’s daughter, thou dislik’st   110
Of virtue for the name; but do not so:
From lowest place when virtuous things proceed,
The place is dignified by the doer’s deed:
Where great additions swell’s, and virtue none,
It is a dropsied honour. Good alone   115
Is good without a name: vileness is so:
The property by what it is should go,
Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair;
In these to nature she’s immediate heir,
And these breed honour: that is honour’s scorn   120
Which challenges itself as honour’s born,
And is not like the sire: honours thrive
When rather from our acts we them derive
Than our foregoers. The mere word’s a slave,
Debosh’d on every tomb, on every grave   125
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb
Where dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb
Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be said?
If thou canst like this creature as a maid,
I can create the rest: virtue and she   130
Is her own dower; honour and wealth from me.
 

Ber.  I cannot love her, nor will strive to do ‘t.
 

King.  Thou wrong’st thyself if thou shouldst strive to choose.
 

Hel.  That you are well restor’d, my lord, I’m glad:
Let the rest go.   135
 

King.  My honour’s at the stake, which to defeat
I must produce my power. Here, take her hand,
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift,
That dost in vile misprision shackle up
My love and her desert; thou canst not dream   140
We, poising us in her defective scale,
Shall weigh thee to the beam; that wilt not know,
It is in us to plant thine honour where
We please to have it grow. Check thy contempt:
Obey our will, which travails in thy good:   145
Believe not thy disdain, but presently
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right
Which both thy duty owes and our power claims;
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever
Into the staggers and the careless lapse   150
Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and hate
Loosing upon thee, in the name of justice,
Without all terms of pity. Speak; thine answer.
 

Ber.  Pardon, my gracious lord; for I submit
My fancy to your eyes. When I consider   155
What great creation and what dole of honour
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which late
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
The praised of the king; who, so ennobled,
Is, as ‘twere, born so.   160
 

King.        Take her by the hand,
And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise
A counterpoise, if not to thy estate
A balance more replete.
 

Ber.        I take her hand.   165
 

King.  Good fortune and the favour of the king
Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief,
And be perform’d to-night: the solemn feast
Shall more attend upon the coming space,   170
Expecting absent friends. As thou lov’st her,
Thy love’s to me religious; else, does err.  [Exeunt KING, BERTRAM, HELENA, Lords, and Attendants.
 

Laf.  Do you hear, monsieur? a word with you.
 

Par.  Your pleasure, sir?
 

Laf.  Your lord and master did well to make his recantation.   175
 

Par.  Recantation! My lord! my master!
 

Laf.  Ay; is it not a language I speak?
 

Par.  A most harsh one, and not to be understood without bloody succeeding. My master!
 

Laf.  Are you companion to the Count Rousillon?
 

Par.  To any count; to all counts; to what is man.   180
 

Laf.  To what is count’s man: count’s master is of another style.
 

Par.  You are too old, sir; let it satisfy you, you are too old.
 

Laf.  I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to which title age cannot bring thee.
 

Par.  What I dare too well do, I dare not do.
 

Laf.  I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a pretty wise fellow: thou didst make tolerable vent of thy travel; it might pass: yet the scarfs and the bannerets about thee did manifoldly dissuade me from believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. I have now found thee; when I lose thee again, I care not; yet art thou good for nothing but taking up, and that thou’rt scarce worth.   185
 

Par.  Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity upon thee, — 
 

Laf.  Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest thou hasten thy trial; which if — Lord have mercy on thee for a hen! So, my good window of lattice, fare thee well: thy casement I need not open, for I look through thee. Give me thy hand.
 

Par.  My lord, you give me most egregious indignity.
 

Laf.  Ay, with all my heart; and thou art worthy of it.
 

Par.  I have not, my lord, deserved it.   190
 

Laf.  Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I will not bate thee a scruple.
 

Par.  Well, I shall be wiser.
 

Laf.  E’en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever thou be’st bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt find what it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may say in the default, he is a man I know.
 

Par.  My lord, you do me most insupportable vexation.
 

Laf.  I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past; as I will by thee, in what motion age will give me leave.  [Exit.   195
 

Par.  Well, thou hast a son shall take this disgrace off me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord! Well, I must be patient; there is no fettering of authority. I’ll beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any convenience, an he were double and double a lord. I’ll have no more pity of his age than I would have of — I’ll beat him, an if I could but meet him again!
 

Re-enter LAFEU.
 

Laf.  Sirrah, your lord and master’s married; there’s news for you: you have a new mistress.
 

Par.  I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to make some reservation of your wrongs: he is my good lord: whom I serve above is my master.
 

Laf.  Who? God?   200
 

Par.  Ay, sir.
 

Laf.  The devil it is that’s thy master. Why dost thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion? dost make hose of thy sleeves? do other servants so? Thou wert best set thy lower part where thy nose stands. By mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I’d beat thee: methinks thou art a general offence, and every man should beat thee: I think thou wast created for men to breathe themselves upon thee.
 

Par.  This is hard and undeserved measure, my lord.
 

Laf.  Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a vagabond and no true traveller: you are more saucy with lords and honourable personages than the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you commission. You are not worth another word, else I’d call you knave. I leave you.  [Exit.
 

Par.  Good, very good; it is so then: good, very good. Let it be concealed awhile.   205
 

Re-enter BERTRAM.
 

Ber.  Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever!
 

Par.  What is the matter, sweet heart?
 

Ber.  Although before the solemn priest I have sworn,
I will not bed her.   210
 

Par.  What, what, sweet heart?
 

Ber.  O my Parolles, they have married me!
I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her.
 

Par.  France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits
The tread of a man’s foot. To the wars!   215
 

Ber.  There’s letters from my mother: what the import is
I know not yet.
 

Par.  Ay, that would be known. To the wars, my boy! to the wars!
He wears his honour in a box, unseen,
That hugs his kicky-wicky here at home,   220
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet
Of Mars’s fiery steed. To other regions!
France is a stable; we that dwell in ‘t jades;
Therefore, to the war!   225
 

Ber.  It shall be so: I’ll send her to my house,
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her,
And wherefore I am fled; write to the king
That which I durst not speak: his present gift
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields,   230
Where noble fellows strike. War is no strife
To the dark house and the detested wife.
 

Par.  Will this capriccio hold in thee? art sure?
 

Ber.  Go with me to my chamber, and advise me.
I’ll send her straight away: to-morrow   235
I’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow.
 

Par.  Why, these balls bound; there’s noise in it. ’Tis hard:
A young man married is a man that’s marr’d:
Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go:
The king has done you wrong: but, hush! ’tis so.  [Exeunt.   240
 




Act II. Scene IV.
 

Same.  Another Room in the Palace.
 

Enter HELENA and Clown.
 

Hel.  My mother greets me kindly: is she well?
 

Clo.  She is not well; but yet she has her health; she’s very merry; but yet she is not well: but thanks be given, she’s very well, and wants nothing i’ the world; but yet she is not well.
 

Hel.  If she be very well, what does she ail that she’s not very well?   5
 

Clo.  Truly, she’s very well indeed, but for two things.
 

Hel.  What two things?
 

Clo.  One, that she’s not in heaven, whither God send her quickly! the other, that she’s in earth, from whence God send her quickly!
 

Enter PAROLLES.
 

Par.  Bless you, my fortunate lady!   10
 

Hel.  I hope, sir, I have your good will to have mine own good fortunes.
 

Par.  You had my prayers to lead them on; and to keep them on, have them still. O! my knave, how does my old lady?
 

Clo.  So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, I would she did as you say.
 

Par.  Why, I say nothing.
 

Clo.  Marry, you are the wiser man; for many a man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing. To say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is to be a great part of your title; which is within a very little of nothing.   15
 

 
 

Par.  Away! thou’rt a knave.
 

Clo.  You should have said, sir, before a knave thou’rt a knave; that is, before me thou’rt a knave: this had been truth, sir.
 

Par.  Go to, thou art a witty fool; I have found thee.
 

Clo.  Did you find me in yourself, sir? or were you taught to find me? The search, sir, was profitable; and much fool may you find in you, even to the world’s pleasure and the increase of laughter.
 

Par.  A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed.   20
Madam, my lord will go away to-night;
A very serious business calls on him.
The great prerogative and rite of love,
Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge,
But puts it off to a compell’d restraint;   25
Whose want, and whose delay, is strew’d with sweets,
Which they distil now in the curbed time,
To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy,
And pleasure drown the brim.
 

Hel.        What’s his will else?   30
 

Par.  That you will take your instant leave o’ the king,
And make this haste as your own good proceeding,
Strengthen’d with what apology you think
May make it probable need.
 

Hel.        What more commands he?   35
 

Par.  That, having this obtain’d, you presently
Attend his further pleasure.
 

Hel.  In everything I wait upon his will.
 

Par.  I shall report it so.
 

Hel.        I pray you. Come, sirrah.  [Exeunt.   40
 




Act II. Scene V.
 

Another Room in the Same.
 

Enter LAFEU and BERTRAM.
 

Laf.  But I hope your lordship thinks not him a soldier.
 

Ber.  Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof.
 

Laf.  You have it from his own deliverance.   5
 

Ber.  And by other warranted testimony.
 

Laf.  Then my dial goes not true: I took this lark for a bunting.
 

Ber.  I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in knowledge, and accordingly valiant.
 

Laf.  I have then sinned against his experience and transgressed against his valour; and my state that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my heart to repent. Here he comes; I pray you, make us friends; I will pursue the amity.
 

Enter PAROLLES.   10
 

Par.  [To BERTRAM.]  These things shall be done, sir.
 

Laf.  Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor?
 

Par.  Sir?
 

Laf.  O! I know him well. Ay, sir; he, sir, is a good workman, a very good tailor.
 

Ber.  [Aside to PAROLLES.]  Is she gone to the king?   15
 

Par.  She is.
 

Ber.  Will she away to-night?
 

Par.  As you’ll have her.
 

Ber.  I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure,
Given orders for our horses; and to-night,   20
When I should take possession of the bride,
End ere I do begin.
 

Laf.  A good traveller is something at the latter end of a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, should be once heard and thrice beaten. God save you, captain.
 

Ber.  Is there any unkindness between my lord and you, monsieur?
 

Par.  I know not how I have deserved to run into my lord’s displeasure.   25
 

Laf.  You have made shift to run into ‘t, boots and spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard; and out of it you’ll run again, rather than suffer question for your residence.
 

Ber.  It may be you have mistaken him, my lord.
 

Laf.  And shall do so ever, though I took him at his prayers. Fare you well, my lord; and believe this of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut; the soul of this man is his clothes. Trust him not in matter of heavy consequence; I have kept of them tame, and know their natures. Farewell, monsieur: I have spoken better of you than you have or will to deserve at my hand; but we must do good against evil.  [Exit.
 

Par.  An idle lord, I swear.
 

Ber.  I think not so.   30
 

Par.  Why, do you not know him?
 

Ber.  Yes, I do know him well; and common speech
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog.
 

Enter HELENA.
 

Hel.  I have, sir, as I was commanded from you,   35
Spoke with the king, and have procur’d his leave
For present parting; only, he desires
Some private speech with you.
 

Ber.        I shall obey his will.
You must not marvel, Helen, at my course,   40
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does
The ministration and required office
On my particular: prepar’d I was not
For such a business; therefore am I found
So much unsettled. This drives me to entreat you   45
That presently you take your way for home;
And rather muse than ask why I entreat you;
For my respects are better than they seem,
And my appointments have in them a need
Greater than shows itself at the first view   50
To you that know them not. This to my mother.  [Giving a letter.
‘Twill be two days ere I shall see you, so
I leave you to your wisdom.
 

Hel.        Sir, I can nothing say,
But that I am your most obedient servant.   55
 

Ber.  Come, come, no more of that.
 

Hel.        And ever shall
With true observance seek to eke out that
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d
To equal my great fortune.   60
 

Ber.        Let that go:
My haste is very great. Farewell: hie home.
 

Hel.  Pray sir, your pardon.
 

Ber.        Well, what would you say?
 

Hel.  I am not worthy of the wealth I owe,   65
Nor dare I say ’tis mine, and yet it is;
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal
What law does vouch mine own.
 

Ber.        What would you have?
 

Hel.  Something, and scarce so much: nothing, indeed.   70
I would not tell you what I would, my lord: — 
Faith, yes;
Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss.
 

Ber.  I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse.
 

Hel.  I shall not break your bidding, good my lord.   75
 

Ber.  [To PAROLLES.]  Where are my other men, monsieur?  [To HELENA.]  Farewell.  [Exit HELENA.
Go thou toward home; where I will never come
Whilst I can shake my sword or hear the drum.
Away! and for our flight.
 

Par.        Bravely, coragio!  [Exeunt.   80
 




Act III. Scene I.
 

Florence.  A Room in the DUKE’S Palace.
 

Flourish.  Enter the DUKE, attended; two French Lords, and Soldiers.
 

Duke.  So that from point to point now have you heard
The fundamental reasons of this war,
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth,   5
And more thirsts after.
 

First Lord.        Holy seems the quarrel
Upon your Grace’s part; black and fearful
On the opposer.
 

Duke.  Therefore we marvel much our cousin France   10
Would in so just a business shut his bosom
Against our borrowing prayers.
 

First Lord.        Good my lord,
The reasons of our state I cannot yield,
But like a common and an outward man,   15
That the great figure of a council frames
By self-unable motion: therefore dare not
Say what I think of it, since I have found
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail
As often as I guess’d.   20
 

Duke.        Be it his pleasure.
 

Sec. Lord.  But I am sure the younger of our nature,
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day
Come here for physic.
 

Duke.        Welcome shall they be,   25
And all the honours that can fly from us
Shall on them settle. You know your places well;
When better fall, for your avails they fell.
To-morrow to the field.  [Flourish.  Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene II.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter COUNTESS and Clown.
 

Count.  It hath happened all as I would have had it, save that he comes not along with her.
 

Clo.  By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very melancholy man.
 

Count.  By what observance, I pray you?   5
 

Clo.  Why, he will look upon his boot and sing; mend the ruff and sing; ask questions and sing; pick his teeth and sing. I know a man that had this trick of melancholy sold a goodly manor for a song.
 

Count.  [Opening a letter.]  Let me see what he writes, and when he means to come.
 

Clo.  I have no mind to Isbel since I was at court. Our old ling and our Isbels o’ the country are nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o’ the court: the brains of my Cupid’s knocked out, and I begin to love, as an old man loves money, with no stomach.
 

Count.  What have we here?
 

Clo.  E’en that you have there.  [Exit.   10
 

Count.  I have sent you a daughter-in-law: she hath recovered the king, and undone me. I have wedded her, not bedded her; and sworn to make the ‘not’ eternal. You shall hear I am run away: know it before the report come. If there be breadth enough in the world, I will hold a long distance. My duty to you.
Your unfortunate son,
BERTRAM.
This is not well: rash and unbridled boy,
To fly the favours of so good a king!
To pluck his indignation on thy head   15
By the misprising of a maid too virtuous
For the contempt of empire!
 

Re-enter Clown.
 

Clo.  O madam! yonder is heavy news within between two soldiers and my young lady.
 

Count.  What is the matter?   20
 

Clo.  Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some comfort; your son will not be killed so soon as I thought he would.
 

Count.  Why should he be killed?
 

Clo.  So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear he does: the danger is in standing to ‘t; that’s the loss of men, though it be the getting of children. Here they come will tell you more; for my part, I only hear your son was run away.  [Exit.
 

Enter HELENA and Gentlemen.
 

First Gen.  Save you, good madam.   25
 

Hel.  Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone.
 

Sec. Gen.  Do not say so.
 

Count.  Think upon patience. Pray you, gentlemen,
I have felt so many quirks of joy and grief,
That the first face of neither, on the start,   30
Can woman me unto ‘t: where is my son, I pray you?
 

Sec. Gen.  Madam, he’s gone to serve the Duke of Florence:
We met him thitherward; for thence we came,
And, after some dispatch in hand at court,
Thither we bend again.   35
 

Hel.  Look on his letter, madam; here’s my passport.
 

When thou canst get the ring upon my finger, which never shall come off, and show me a child begotten of thy body that I am father to, then call me husband: but in such a ‘then’ I write a ‘never.’
This is a dreadful sentence.
 

Count.  Brought you this letter, gentlemen?
 

First Gen.        Ay, madam;   40
And for the contents’ sake are sorry for our pains.
 

Count.  I prithee, lady, have a better cheer;
If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine,
Thou robb’st me of a moiety: he was my son,
But I do wash his name out of my blood,   45
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he?
 

Sec. Gen.  Ay, madam.
 

Count.        And to be a soldier?
 

Sec. Gen.  Such is his noble purpose; and, believe ‘t,
The duke will lay upon him all the honour   50
That good convenience claims.
 

Count.        Return you thither?
 

First Gen.  Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of speed.
 

Hel.  Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.
’Tis bitter.   55
 

Count.  Find you that there?
 

Hel.        Ay, madam.
 

First Gen.  ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply, which his heart was not consenting to.
 

Count.  Nothing in France until he have no wife!
There’s nothing here that is too good for him   60
But only she; and she deserves a lord
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon,
And call her hourly mistress. Who was with him?
 

First Gen.  A servant only, and a gentleman
Which I have some time known.   65
 

Count.        Parolles, was it not?
 

First Gen.  Ay, my good lady, he.
 

Count.  A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedness.
My son corrupts a well-derived nature
With his inducement.   70
 

First Gen.        Indeed, good lady,
The fellow has a deal of that too much,
Which holds him much to have.
 

Count.  Y’are welcome, gentlemen.
I will entreat you, when you see my son,   75
To tell him that his sword can never win
The honour that he loses: more I’ll entreat you
Written to bear along.
 

Sec. Gen.        We serve you, madam,
In that and all your worthiest affairs.   80
 

Count.  Not so, but as we change our courtesies.
Will you draw near?  [Exeunt COUNTESS and Gentlemen.
 

Hel.  ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.’
Nothing in France until he has no wife!
Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France;   85
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is ‘t I
That chase thee from thy country, and expose
Those tender limbs of thine to the event
Of the non-sparing war? and is it I
That drive thee from the sportive court, where thou   90
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Of smoky muskets? O you leaden messengers,
That ride upon the violent speed of fire,
Fly with false aim; move the still-piecing air,
That sings with piercing; do not touch my lord!   95
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there;
Whoever charges on his forward breast,
I am the caitiff that do hold him to ‘t;
And, though I kill him not, I am the cause
His death was so effected: better ‘twere   100
I met the ravin lion when he roar’d
With sharp constraint of hunger; better ‘twere
That all the miseries which nature owes
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rousillon,
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar,   105
As oft it loses all: I will be gone;
My being here it is that holds thee hence:
Shall I stay here to do ‘t? no, no, although
The air of paradise did fan the house,
And angels offic’d all: I will be gone,   110
That pitiful rumour may report my flight,
To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day!
For with the dark, poor thief, I’ll steal away.  [Exit.
 




Act III. Scene III.
 

Florence.  Before the DUKE’S Palace.
 

Flourish.  Enter DUKE, BERTRAM, PAROLLES, Soldiers.  Drum and Trumpets.
 

Duke.  The general of our horse thou art; and we,
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence
Upon thy promising fortune.   5
 

Ber.        Sir, it is
A charge too heavy for my strength, but yet
We’ll strive to bear it for your worthy sake
To the extreme edge of hazard.
 

Duke.        Then go thou forth,   10
And fortune play upon thy prosp’rous helm
As thy auspicious mistress!
 

Ber.        This very day,
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file:
Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove   15
A lover of thy drum, hater of love.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene IV.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter COUNTESS and Steward.
 

Count.  Alas! and would you take the letter of her?
Might you not know she would do as she has done,
By sending me a letter? Read it again.   5
Stew.  I am Saint Jaques’ pilgrim, thither gone:
 

Ambitious love hath so in me offended
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon
 

With sainted vow my faults to have amended.
Write, write, that from the bloody course of war,   10
 

My dearest master, your dear son, may hie:
Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far
 

His name with zealous fervour sanctify:
His taken labours bid him me forgive;
 

I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth   15
From courtly friends, with comping foes to live,
 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth:
He is too good and fair for Death and me;
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.
 

Count.  Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest words!   20
Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much,
As letting her pass so: had I spoke with her,
I could have well diverted her intents,
Which thus she hath prevented.
 

Stew.        Pardon me, madam:   25
If I had given you this at over-night
She might have been o’erta’en; and yet she writes,
Pursuit would be but vain.
 

Count.        What angel shall
Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive,   30
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear,
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greatest justice. Write, write, Rinaldo,
To this unworthy husband of his wife;
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth   35
That he does weigh too light: my greatest grief,
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply.
Dispatch the most convenient messenger:
When haply he shall hear that she is gone,
He will return; and hope I may that she,   40
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again,
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both
Is dearest to me I have no skill in sense
To make distinction. Provide this messenger.
My heart is heavy and mine age is weak;   45
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene V.
 

Without the Walls of Florence.
 

A tucket afar off.  Enter a Widow of Florence, DIANA, VIOLENTA, MARIANA, and other Citizens.
 

Wid.  Nay, come; for if they do approach the city we shall lose all the sight.
 

Dia.  They say the French Count has done most honourable service.
 

Wid.  It is reported that he has taken their greatest commander, and that with his own hand he slew the duke’s brother. We have lost our labour; they are gone a contrary way: hark! you may know by their trumpets.   5
 

Mar.  Come; let’s return again, and suffice ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this French earl: the honour of a maid is her name, and no legacy is so rich as honesty.
 

Wid.  I have told my neighbour how you have been solicited by a gentleman his companion.
 

Mar.  I know that knave; hang him! one Parolles: a filthy officer he is in those suggestions for the young earl. Beware of them, Diana; their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not the things they go under: many a maid hath been seduced by them; and the misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the wrack of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade succession, but that they are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope I need not to advise you further; but I hope your own grace will keep you where you are, though there were no further danger known but the modesty which is so lost.
 

Dia.  You shall not need to fear me.
 

Wid.  I hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim: I know she will lie at my house; thither they send one another. I’ll question her.   10
 

Enter HELENA in the dress of a Pilgrim.
God save you, pilgrim! whither are you bound?
 

Hel.  To Saint Jaques le Grand.
Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you?
 

Wid.  At the Saint Francis, here beside the port.   15
 

Hel.  Is this the way?
 

Wid.        Ay, marry, is ‘t. Hark you!  [A march afar off.
They come this way. If you will tarry, holy pilgrim,
But till the troops come by,
I will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d:   20
The rather, for I think I know your hostess
As ample as myself.
 

Hel.        Is it yourself?
 

Wid.  If you shall please so, pilgrim.
 

Hel.  I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure.   25
 

Wid.  You came, I think, from France?
 

Hel.        I did so.
 

Wid.  Here you shall see a countryman of yours
That has done worthy service.
 

Hel.        His name, I pray you.   30
 

Dia.  The Count Rousillon: know you such a one?
 

Hel.  But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him;
His face I know not.
 

Dia.        Whatsoe’er he is,
He’s bravely taken here. He stole from France,   35
As ’tis reported, for the king had married him
Against his liking. Think you it is so?
 

Hel.  Ay, surely, mere the truth: I know his lady.
 

Dia.  There is a gentleman that serves the count
Reports but coarsely of her.   40
 

Hel.        What’s his name?
 

Dia.  Monsieur Parolles.
 

Hel.        O! I believe with him,
In argument of praise, or to the worth
Of the great count himself, she is too mean   45
To have her name repeated: all her deserving
Is a reserved honesty, and that
I have not heard examin’d.
 

Dia.        Alas, poor lady!
’Tis a hard bondage to become the wife   50
Of a detesting lord.
 

Wid.  Ay, right; good creature, wheresoe’er she is,
Her heart weighs sadly. This young maid might do her
A shrewd turn if she pleas’d.
 

Hel.        How do you mean?   55
May be the amorous count solicits her
In the unlawful purpose.
 

Wid.        He does, indeed;
And brokes with all that can in such a suit
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid:   60
But she is arm’d for him and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.
 

Mar.        The gods forbid else!
 

Enter, with drum and colours, a party of the Florentine army, BERTRAM and PAROLLES.
 

Wid.  So, now they come.   65
That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son;
That, Escalus.
 

Hel.        Which is the Frenchman?
 

Dia.                He;
That with the plume: ’tis a most gallant fellow;   70
I would he lov’d his wife. If he were honester,
He were much goodlier; is ‘t not a handsome gentleman?
 

Hel.  I like him well.
 

Dia.  ’Tis pity he is not honest. Yond’s that same knave
That leads him to these places: were I his lady   75
I would poison that vile rascal.
 

Hel.        Which is he?
 

Dia.  That jack-an-apes with scarfs. Why is he melancholy?
 

Hel.  Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle.
 

Par.  Lose our drum! well.   80
 

Mar.  He’s shrewdly vexed at something.
Look, he has spied us.
 

Wid.  Marry, hang you!
 

Mar.  And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier!  [Exeunt BERTRAM, PAROLLES, Officers, and Soldiers.
 

Wid.  The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, I will bring you   85
Where you shall host: of enjoin’d penitents
There’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound,
Already at my house.
 

Hel.        I humbly thank you.
Please it this matron and this gentle maid   90
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking
Shall be for me; and, to requite you further,
I will bestow some precepts of this virgin
Worthy the note.
 

Both.        We’ll take your offer kindly.  [Exeunt.   95
 




Act III. Scene VI.
 

Camp before Florence.
 

Enter BERTRAM and the two French Lords.
 

First Lord.  Nay, good my lord, put him to ‘t: let him have his way.
 

Sec. Lord.  If your lordship find him not a hilding, hold me no more in your respect.
 

First Lord.  On my life, my lord, a bubble.   5
 

Ber.  Do you think I am so far deceived in him?
 

First Lord.  Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him as my kinsman, he’s a most notable coward, an infinite and endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no one good quality worthy your lordship’s entertainment.
 

Sec. Lord.  It were fit you knew him; lest, reposing too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at some great and trusty business in a main danger fail you.
 

Ber.  I would I knew in what particular action to try him.
 

Sec. Lord.  None better than to let him fetch off his drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake to do.   10
 

First Lord.  I, with a troop of Florentines, will suddenly surprise him: such I will have whom I am sure he knows not from the enemy. We will bind and hoodwink him so, that he shall suppose no other but that he is carried into the leaguer of the adversaries, when we bring him to our own tents. Be but your lordship present at his examination: if he do not, for the promise of his life and in the highest compulsion of base fear, offer to betray you and deliver all the intelligence in his power against you, and that with the divine forfeit of his soul upon oath, never trust my judgment in anything.
 

Sec. Lord.  O! for the love of laughter, let him fetch his drum: he says he has a stratagem for ‘t. When your lordship sees the bottom of his success in ‘t, and to what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, if you give him not John Drum’s entertainment, your inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes.
 

First Lord.  O! for the love of laughter, hinder not the honour of his design: let him fetch off his drum in any hand.
 

Enter PAROLLES.
 

Ber.  How now, monsieur! this drum sticks sorely in your disposition.   15
 

Sec. Lord.  A pox on ‘t! let it go: ’tis but a drum.
 

Par.  ‘But a drum!’ Is ‘t ‘but a drum?’ A drum so lost! There was excellent command, to charge in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend our own soldiers!
 

Sec. Lord.  That was not to be blamed in the command of the service: it was a disaster of war that Cæsar himself could not have prevented if he had been there to command.
 

Ber.  Well, we cannot greatly condemn our success: some dishonour we had in the loss of that drum; but it is not to be recovered.
 

Par.  It might have been recovered.   20
 

Ber.  It might; but it is not now.
 

Par.  It is to be recovered. But that the merit of service is seldom attributed to the true and exact performer, I would have that drum or another, or hic jacet.
 

Ber.  Why, if you have a stomach to ‘t, monsieur, if you think your mystery in stratagem can bring this instrument of honour again into its native quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprise and go on; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak of it, and extend to you what further becomes his greatness, even to the utmost syllable of your worthiness.
 

Par.  By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it.
 

Ber.  But you must not now slumber in it.   25
 

Par.  I’ll about it this evening: and I will presently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself in my certainty, put myself into my mortal preparation, and by midnight look to hear further from me.
 

Ber.  May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone about it?
 

Par.  I know not what the success will be, my lord; but the attempt I vow.
 

Ber.  I know thou’rt valiant; and, to the possibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. Farewell.
 

Par.  I love not many words.  [Exit.   30
 

First Lord.  No more than a fish loves water. Is not this a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently seems to undertake this business, which he knows is not to be done; damns himself to do, and dares better be damned than to do ‘t?
 

Sec. Lord.  You do not know him, my lord, as we do: certain it is, that he will steal himself into a man’s favour, and for a week escape a great deal of discoveries; but when you find him out you have him ever after.
 

Ber  Why, do you think he will make no deed at all of this that so seriously he does address himself unto?
 

First Lord.  None in the world; but return with an invention and clap upon you two or three probable lies. But we have almost embossed him, you shall see his fall to-night; for, indeed, he is not for your lordship’s respect.
 

Sec. Lord.  We’ll make you some sport with the fox ere we case him. He was first smoked by the old Lord Lafeu: when his disguise and he is parted, tell me what a sprat you shall find him; which you shall see this very night.   35
 

First Lord.  I must go look my twigs: he shall be caught.
 

Ber.  Your brother he shall go along with me.
 

First Lord.  As ‘t please your lordship: I’ll leave you.  [Exit.
 

Ber.  Now will I lead you to the house, and show you
The lass I spoke of.   40
 

Sec. Lord.        But you say she’s honest.
 

Ber.  That’s all the fault. I spoke with her but once,
And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to her,
By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind,
Tokens and letters which she did re-send;   45
And this is all I have done. She’s a fair creature;
Will you go see her?
 

Sec. Lord.        With all my heart, my lord.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene VII.
 

Florence.  A Room in the Widow’s House.
 

Enter HELENA and Widow.
 

Hel.  If you misdoubt me that I am not she,
I know not how I shall assure you further,
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.   5
 

Wid.  Though my estate be fall’n, I was well born,
Nothing acquainted with these businesses;
And would not put my reputation now
In any staining act.
 

Hel.        Nor would I wish you.   10
First, give me trust, the county is my husband,
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken
Is so from word to word; and then you cannot,
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow,
Err in bestowing it.   15
 

Wid.        I should believe you:
For you have show’d me that which well approves
You’re great in fortune.
 

Hel.        Take this purse of gold,
And let me buy your friendly help thus far,   20
Which I will over-pay and pay again
When I have found it. The county woos your daughter,
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty,
Resolv’d to carry her: let her in fine consent,
As we’ll direct her how ’tis best to bear it.   25
Now, his important blood will nought deny
That she’ll demand: a ring the county wears,
That downward hath succeeded in his house
From son to son, some four or five descents
Since the first father wore it: this ring he holds   30
In most rich choice; yet, in his idle fire,
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear,
Howe’er repented after.
 

Wid.        Now I see
The bottom of your purpose.   35
 

Hel.  You see it lawful then. It is no more,
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won,
Desires this ring, appoints him an encounter,
In fine, delivers me to fill the time,
Herself most chastely absent. After this,   40
To marry her, I’ll add three thousand crowns
To what is past already.
 

Wid.        I have yielded.
Instruct my daughter how she shall persever,
That time and place with this deceit so lawful   45
May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts and songs compos’d
To her unworthiness: it nothing steads us
To chide him from our eaves, for he persists
As if his life lay on ‘t.   50
 

Hel.        Why then to-night
Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed,
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed,
And lawful meaning in a lawful act,
Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact.   55
But let’s about it.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene I.
 

Without the Florentine Camp.
 

Enter First French Lord, with five or six Soldiers in ambush.
 

First Lord.  He can come no other way but by this hedge-corner. When you sally upon him, speak what terrible language you will: though you understand it not yourselves, no matter; for we must not seem to understand him, unless some one among us, whom we must produce for an interpreter.
 

First Sold.  Good captain, let me be the interpreter.
 

First Lord.  Art not acquainted with him? knows he not thy voice?   5
 

First Sold.  No, sir, I warrant you.
 

First Lord.  But what linsey-woolsey hast thou to speak to us again?
 

First Sold.  Even such as you speak to me.
 

First Lord.  He must think us some band of strangers i’ the adversary’s entertainment. Now, he hath a smack of all neighbouring languages; therefore we must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to know what we speak one to another; so we seem to know, is to know straight our purpose: chough’s language, gabble enough, and good enough. As for you, interpreter, you must seem very politic. But couch, ho! here he comes, to beguile two hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the lies he forges.
 

Enter PAROLLES.   10
 

Par.  Ten o’clock: within these three hours ‘twill be time enough to go home. What shall I say I have done? It must be a very plausive invention that carries it. They begin to smoke me, and disgraces have of late knocked too often at my door. I find my tongue is too foolhardy; but my heart hath the fear of Mars before it and of his creatures, not daring the reports of my tongue.
 

First Lord.  This is the first truth that e’er thine own tongue was guilty of.
 

Par.  What the devil should move me to undertake the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the impossibility, and knowing I had no such purpose? I must give myself some hurts and say I got them in exploit. Yet slight ones will not carry it: they will say, ‘Came you off with so little?’ and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore, what’s the instance? Tongue, I must put you into a butter-woman’s mouth, and buy myself another of Bajazet’s mute, if you prattle me into these perils.
 

First Lord.  Is it possible he should know what he is, and be that he is?
 

Par.  I would the cutting of my garments would serve the turn or the breaking of my Spanish sword.   15
 

First Lord.  We cannot afford you so.
 

Par.  Or the baring of my beard, and to say it was in stratagem.
 

First Lord.  ’Twould not do.
 

Par.  Or to drown my clothes, and say I was stripped.
 

First Lord.  Hardly serve.   20
 

Par.  Though I swore I leaped from the window of the citadel — 
 

First Lord.  How deep?
 

Par.  Thirty fathom.
 

First Lord.  Three great oaths would scarce make that be believed.
 

Par.  I would I had any drum of the enemy’s: I would swear I recovered it.   25
 

First Lord.  Thou shalt hear one anon.
 

Par.  A drum now of the enemy’s!  [Alarum within.
 

First Lord.  Throca movousus, cargo, cargo, cargo.
 

All.  Cargo, cargo, villianda par corbo, cargo.  [They seize and blindfold him.
 

Par.  O! ransom, ransom! Do not hide mine eyes.   30
 

First Sold.  Boskos thromuldo boskos.
 

Par.  I know you are the Muskos’ regiment;
And I shall lose my life for want of language.
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,
Italian, or French, let him speak to me:   35
I will discover that which shall undo
The Florentine.
 

First Sold.        Boskos vauvado:
I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue:
Kerelybonto: Sir,   40
Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards
Are at thy bosom.
 

Par.            O!
 

First Sold.        O! pray, pray, pray.
Manka revania dulche.   45
 

First Lord.  Oscorbidulchos volivorco.
 

First Sold.  The general is content to spare thee yet;
And, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead thee on
To gather from thee: haply thou may’st inform
Something to save thy life.   50
 

Par.        O! let me live,
And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show,
Their force, their purposes; nay, I’ll speak that
Which you will wonder at.
 

First Sold.        But wilt thou faithfully?   55
 

Par.  If I do not, damn me.
 

First Sold.        Acordo linta.
Come on; thou art granted space.  [Exit, with PAROLLES guarded.  A short alarum within.
 

 
 

First Lord.  Go, tell the Count Rousillon, and my brother,
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled   60
Till we do hear from them.
 

Sec. Sold.        Captain, I will.
 

First Lord.  A’ will betray us all unto ourselves:
Inform on that.
 

Sec. Sold.        So I will, sir.   65
 

First Lord.  Till then, I’ll keep him dark and safely lock’d.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene II.
 

Florence.  A Room in the Widow’s House.
 

Enter BERTRAM and DIANA.
 

Ber.  They told me that your name was Fontibell.
 

Dia.  No, my good lord, Diana.
 

Ber.        Titled goddess;   5
And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul,
In your fine frame hath love no quality?
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind,
You are no maiden, but a monument:
When you are dead, you should be such a one   10
As you are now, for you are cold and stern;
And now you should be as your mother was
When your sweet self was got.
 

Dia.  She then was honest.
 

Ber.        So should you be.   15
 

Dia.                No:
My mother did but duty; such, my lord,
As you owe to your wife.
 

Ber.        No more o’ that!
I prithee do not strive against my vows.   20
I was compell’d to her; but I love thee
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever
Do thee all rights of service.
 

Dia.        Ay, so you serve us
Till we serve you; but when you have our roses,   25
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves
And mock us with our bareness.
 

Ber.        How have I sworn!
 

Dia.  ’Tis not the many oaths that make the truth,
But the plain single vow that is vow’d true.   30
What is not holy, that we swear not by,
But take the Highest to witness: then, pray you, tell me,
If I should swear by God’s great attributes
I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths,
When I did love you ill? this has no holding,   35
To swear by him whom I protest to love,
That I will work against him: therefore your oaths
Are words and poor conditions, but unseal’d;
At least in my opinion.
 

Ber.        Change it, change it.   40
Be not so holy-cruel: love is holy;
And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts
That you do charge men with. Stand no more off,
But give thyself unto my sick desires,
Who then recover: say thou art mine, and ever   45
My love as it begins shall so persever.
 

Dia.  I see that men make ropes in such a scarr
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring.
 

Ber.  I’ll lend it thee, my dear; but have no power
To give it from me.   50
 

Dia.        Will you not, my lord?
 

Ber.  It is an honour ‘longing to our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors,
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world
In me to lose.   55
 

Dia.        Mine honour’s such a ring:
My chastity’s the jewel of our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors,
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world
In me to lose. Thus your own proper wisdom   60
Brings in the champion honour on my part
Against your vain assault.
 

Ber.        Here, take my ring:
My house, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine,
And I’ll be bid by thee.   65
 

Dia.  When midnight comes, knock at my chamber-window:
I’ll order take my mother shall not hear.
Now will I charge you in the band of truth,
When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed,
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me.   70
My reasons are most strong; and you shall know them
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d:
And on your finger in the night I’ll put
Another ring, that what in time proceeds
May token to the future our past deeds.   75
Adieu, till then; then, fail not. You have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be done.
 

Ber.  A heaven on earth I have won by wooing thee.  [Exit.
 

Dia.  For which live long to thank both heaven and me!
You may so in the end.   80
My mother told me just how he would woo
As if she sat in ‘s heart; she says all men
Have the like oaths: he had sworn to marry me
When his wife’s dead; therefore I’ll lie with him
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid,   85
Marry that will, I live and die a maid:
Only in this disguise I think ‘t no sin
To cozen him that would unjustly win.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene III.
 

The Florentine Camp.
 

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three Soldiers.
 

First Lord.  You have not given him his mother’s letter?
 

Sec. Lord.  I have delivered it an hour since: there is something in ‘t that stings his nature, for on the reading it he changed almost into another man.
 

First Lord.  He has much worthy blame laid upon him for shaking off so good a wife and so sweet a lady.   5
 

Sec. Lord.  Especially he hath incurred the everlasting displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his bounty to sing happiness to him. I will tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly with you.
 

First Lord.  When you have spoken it, ’tis dead, and I am the grave of it.
 

Sec. Lord.  He hath perverted a young gentle-woman here in Florence, of a most chaste renown; and this night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour: he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks himself made in the unchaste composition.
 

First Lord.  Now, God delay our rebellion! as we are ourselves, what things are we!
 

Sec. Lord.  Merely our own traitors: and as in the common course of all treasons, we still see them reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred ends, so he that in this action contrives against his own nobility, in his proper stream o’erflows himself.   10
 

First Lord.  Is it not most damnable in us, to be trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall not then have his company to-night?
 

Sec. Lord.  Not till after midnight, for he is dieted to his hour.
 

First Lord.  That approaches apace: I would gladly have him see his company anatomized, that he might take a measure of his own judgments, wherein so curiously he had set this counterfeit.
 

Sec. Lord.  We will not meddle with him till he come, for his presence must be the whip of the other.
 

First Lord.  In the meantime what near you of these wars?   15
 

Sec. Lord.  I hear there is an overture of peace.
 

First Lord.  Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded.
 

Sec. Lord.  What will Count Rousillon do then? will he travel higher, or return again into France?
 

First Lord.  I perceive by this demand, you are not altogether of his council.
 

Sec. Lord.  Let it be forbid, sir; so should I be a great deal of his act.   20
 

First Lord.  Sir, his wife some two months since fled from his house: her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint Jaques le Grand; which holy undertaking with most austere sanctimony she accomplished; and, there residing, the tenderness of her nature became as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan of her last breath, and now she sings in heaven.
 

Sec. Lord.  How is this justified?
 

First Lord.  The stronger part of it by her own letters, which make her story true, even to the point of her death: her death itself, which could not be her office to say is come, was faithfully confirmed by the rector of the place.
 

Sec. Lord.  Hath the count all this intelligence?
 

First Lord.  Ay, and the particular confirmations, point from point, to the full arming of the verity.   25
 

Sec. Lord.  I am heartily sorry that he’ll be glad of this.
 

First Lord.  How mightily sometimes we make us comforts of our losses!
 

Sec. Lord.  And how mightily some other times we drown our gain in tears! The great dignity that his valour hath here acquired for him shall at home be encountered with a shame as ample.
 

First Lord.  The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good and ill together: our virtues would be proud if our faults whipped them not; and our crimes would despair if they were not cherished by our virtues.
 

Enter a Servant.   30
How now! where’s your master?
 

Serv.  He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom he hath taken a solemn leave: his lordship will next morning for France. The duke hath offered him letters of commendations to the king.
 

Sec. Lord.  They shall be no more than needful there, if they were more than they can commend.
 

First Lord.  They cannot be too sweet for the king’s tartness. Here’s his lordship now.
 

Enter BERTRAM.   35
How now, my lord! is ‘t not after midnight?
 

Ber.  I have to-night dispatched sixteen businesses, a month’s length a-piece, by an abstract of success: I have conge’d with the duke, done my adieu with his nearest, buried a wife, mourned for her, writ to my lady mother I am returning, entertained my convoy; and between these main parcels of dispatch effected many nicer needs: the last was the greatest, but that I have not ended yet.
 

Sec. Lord.  If the business be of any difficulty, and this morning your departure hence, it requires haste of your lordship.
 

Ber.  I mean, the business is not ended, as fearing to hear of it hereafter. But shall we have this dialogue between the fool and the soldier? Come, bring forth this counterfeit model: he has deceived me, like a double-meaning prophesier.
 

Sec. Lord.  Bring him forth.  [Exeunt Soldiers.]   40
Has sat i’ the stocks all night, poor gallant knave.
 

Ber.  No matter; his heels have deserved it, in usurping his spurs so long. How does he carry himself?
 

First Lord.  I have told your lordship already, the stocks carry him. But to answer you as you would be understood; he weeps like a wench that had shed her milk: he hath confessed himself to Morgan, — whom he supposes to be a friar, — from the time of his remembrance to this very instant disaster of his setting i’ the stocks: and what think you he hath confessed?
 

Ber.  Nothing of me, has a’?
 

Sec. Lord.  His confession is taken, and it shall be read to his face: if your lordship be in ‘t, as I believe you are, you must have the patience to hear it.   45
 

Re-enter Soldiers with PAROLLES.
 

Ber.  A plague upon him! muffled! he can say nothing of me: hush! hush!
 

First Lord.  Hoodman comes! Porto tartarossa.
 

First Sold.  He calls for the tortures: what will you say without ‘em?
 

Par.  I will confess what I know without constraint: if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more.   50
 

First Sold.  Bosko chimurcho.
 

First Lord.  Boblibindo chicurmurco.
 

First Sold.  You are a merciful general. Our general bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a note.
 

Par.  And truly, as I hope to live.
 

First Sold.  First, demand of him how many horse the duke is strong. What say you to that?   55
 

Par.  Five or six thousand; but very weak and unserviceable: the troops are all scattered, and the commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and credit, and as I hope to live.
 

First Sold.  Shall I set down your answer so?
 

Par.  Do: I’ll take the sacrament on ‘t, how and which way you will.
 

Ber.  All’s one to him. What a past-saving slave is this!
 

First Lord.  You are deceived, my lord: this is Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist, — that was his own phrase, — that had the whole theorick of war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger.   60
 

Sec. Lord.  I will never trust a man again for keeping his sword clean; nor believe he can have everything in him by wearing his apparel neatly.
 

First Sold.  Well, that’s set down.
 

Par.  Five or six thousand horse, I said, — I will say true, — or thereabouts, set down, for I’ll speak truth.
 

First Lord.  He’s very near the truth in this.
 

Ber.  But I con him no thanks for ‘t, in the nature he delivers it.   65
 

Par.  Poor rogues, I pray you, say.
 

First Sold.  Well, that’s set down.
 

Par.  I humbly thank you, sir. A truth’s a truth; the rogues are marvellous poor.
 

First Sold.  Demand of him, of what strength they are a-foot. What say you to that?
 

Par.  By my troth, sir, if I were to live this present hour, I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio, a hundred and fifty; Sebastian, so many; Corambus, so many; Jaques, so many; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred fifty each; mine own company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred fifty each: so that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half of the which dare not shake the snow from off their cassocks, lest they shake themselves to pieces.   70
 

Ber.  What shall be done to him?
 

First Lord.  Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand of him my condition, and what credit I have with the duke.
 

First Sold.  Well, that’s set down. You shall demand of him, whether one Captain Dumain be i’ the camp, a Frenchman; what his reputation is with the duke; what his valour, honesty, and expertness in wars; or whether he thinks it were not possible, with well-weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt. What say you to this? what do you know of it?
 

Par.  I beseech you, let me answer to the particular of the inter’gatories: demand them singly.
 

First Sold.  Do you know this Captain Dumain?   75
 

Par.  I know him: a’ was a botcher’s ‘prentice in Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting the shrieve’s fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could not say him nay.  [DUMAIN lifts up his hand in anger.
 

Ber.  Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; though I know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.
 

First Sold.  Well, is this captain in the Duke of Florence’s camp?
 

Par.  Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy.
 

First Lord.  Nay, look not so upon me; we shall hear of your lordship anon.   80
 

First Sold.  What is his reputation with the duke?
 

Par.  The duke knows him for no other but a poor officer of mine, and writ to me this other day to turn him out o’ the band: I think I have his letter in my pocket.
 

First Sold.  Marry, we’ll search.
 

Par.  In good sadness, I do not know: either it is there, or it is upon a file with the duke’s other letters in my tent.
 

First Sold.  Here ’tis; here’s a paper; shall I read it to you?   85
 

Par.  I do not know if it be it or no.
 

Ber.  Our interpreter does it well.
 

First Lord.  Excellently.
 

First Sold.  Dian, the count’s a fool, and full of gold — 
 

Par.  That is not the duke’s letter, sir; that is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one Count Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but for all that very ruttish. I pray you, sir, put it up again.   90
 

First Sold.  Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour.
 

Par.  My meaning in ‘t, I protest, was very honest in the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy, who is a whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds.
 

Ber.  Damnable both-sides rogue!
 

First Sold.  When he swears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it;
    After he scores, he never pays the score:   95
Half won is match well made; match, and well make it;
    He ne’er pays after-debts; take it before,
And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this,
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss;
For count of this, the count’s a fool, I know it,   100
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.
      Thine, as he vow’d to thee in thine ear,
PAROLLES.
 

Ber.  He shall be whipped through the army with this rime in ‘s forehead.
 

First Lord.  This is your devoted friend, sir; the manifold linguist and the armipotent soldier.
 

Ber.  I could endure anything before but a cat, and now he’s a cat to me.   105
 

First Sold.  I perceive, sir, by our general’s looks, we shall be fain to hang you.
 

Par.  My life, sir, in any case! not that I am afraid to die; but that, my offences being many, I would repent out the remainder of nature. Let me live, sir, in a dungeon, i’ the stocks, or anywhere, so I may live.
 

First Sold.  We’ll see what may be done, so you confess freely: therefore, once more to this Captain Dumain. You have answered to his reputation with the duke and to his valour: what is his honesty?
 

Par.  He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister; for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus; he professes not keeping of oaths; in breaking ‘em he is stronger than Hercules; he will lie, sir, with such volubility, that you would think truth were a fool; drunkenness is his best virtue, for he will be swine-drunk, and in his sleep he does little harm, save to his bed-clothes about him; but they know his conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but little more to say, sir, of his honesty: he has everything that an honest man should not have; what an honest man should have, he has nothing.
 

First Lord.  I begin to love him for this.   110
 

Ber.  For this description of thine honesty? A pox upon him for me! he is more and more a cat.
 

First Sold.  What say you to his expertness in war?
 

Par.  Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the English tragedians, — to belie him I will not, — and more of his soldiership I know not; except, in that country, he had the honour to be the officer at a place there called Mile-end, to instruct for the doubling of files: I would do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not certain.
 

First Lord.  He hath out-villained villany so far, that the rarity redeems him.
 

Ber.  pox on him! he’s a cat still.   115
 

First Sold.  His qualities being at this poor price, I need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt.
 

Par.  Sir, for a cardecu he will sell the fee-simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual succession for it perpetually.
 

First Sold.  What’s his brother, the other Captain Dumain?
 

Sec. Lord.  Why does he ask him or me?
 

First Sold.  What’s he?   120
 

Par.  E’en a crow o’ the same nest; not altogether so great as the first in goodness, but greater a great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother is reputed one of the best that is. In a retreat he out-runs any lackey; marry, in coming on he has the cramp.
 

First Sold.  If your life be saved, will you undertake to betray the Florentine?
 

Par.  Ay, and the captain of his horse, Count Rousillon.
 

First Sold.  I’ll whisper with the general, and know his pleasure.
 

Par.  [Aside.]  I’ll no more drumming; a plague of all drums! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile the supposition of that lascivious young boy the count, have I run into this danger. Yet who would have suspected an ambush where I was taken?   125
 

First Sold.  There is no remedy, sir, but you must die. The general says, you, that have so traitorously discovered the secrets of your army, and made such pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can serve the world for no honest use; therefore you must die. Come, headsman, off with his head.
 

Par.  O Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my death!
 

First Sold.  That shall you, and take your leave of all your friends.  [Unmuffling him.
So, look about you: know you any here?
 

Ber.  Good morrow, noble captain.   130
 

Sec. Lord.  God bless you, Captain Parolles.
 

First Lord.  God save you, noble captain.
 

Sec. Lord.  Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord Lafeu? I am for France.
 

First Lord.  Good captain, will you give me a copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count Rousillon? an I were not a very coward I’d compel it of you; but fare you well.  [Exeunt BERTRAM and Lords.
 

 
 

First Sold.  You are undone, captain; all but your scarf; that has a knot on ‘t yet.   135
 

Par.  Who cannot be crushed with a plot?
 

First Sold.  If you could find out a country where but women were that had received so much shame, you might begin an impudent nation. Fare ye well, sir; I am for France too: we shall speak of you there.  [Exit.
 

Par.  Yet am I thankful: if my heart were great
’Twould burst at this. Captain I’ll be no more;
But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft   140
As captain shall: simply the thing I am
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart,
Let him fear this; for it will come to pass
That every braggart shall be found an ass.
Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and Parolles, live   145
Safest in shame! being fool’d, by foolery thrive!
There’s place and means for every man alive.
I’ll after them.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene IV.
 

Florence.  A Room in the Widow’s House.
 

Enter HELENA, Widow, and DIANA.
 

Hel.  That you may well perceive I have not wrong’d you,
One of the greatest in the Christian world
Shall be my surety; ‘fore whose throne ’tis needful,   5
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel.
Time was I did him a desired office,
Dear almost as his life; which gratitude
Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth,
And answer, thanks. I duly am inform’d   10
His Grace is at Marseilles; to which place
We have convenient convoy. You must know,
I am supposed dead: the army breaking,
My husband hies him home; where, heaven aiding,
And by the leave of my good lord the king,   15
We’ll be before our welcome.
 

Wid.        Gentle madam,
You never had a servant to whose trust
Your business was more welcome.
 

Hel.        Nor you, mistress,   20
Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour
To recompense your love. Doubt not but heaven
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dower,
As it hath fated her to be my motive
And helper to a husband. But, O strange men!   25
That can such sweet use make of what they hate,
When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts
Defiles the pitchy night: so lust doth play
With what it loathes for that which is away.
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana,   30
Under my poor instructions yet must suffer
Something in my behalf.
 

Dia.        Let death and honesty
Go with your impositions, I am yours
Upon your will to suffer.   35
 

Hel.        Yet, I pray you:
But with the word the time will bring on summer,
When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns,
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away;
Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revives us:   40
All’s well that ends well: still the fine’s the crown;
Whate’er the course, the end is the renown.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene V.
 

Rousillon.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter COUNTESS, LAFEU, and Clown.
 

Laf.  No, no, no; your son was misled with a snipt-taffeta fellow there, whose villanous saffron would have made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a nation in his colour: your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour, and your son here at home, more advanced by the king than by that red-tailed humble-bee I speak of.
 

Count.  I would I had not known him; it was the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature had praise for creating. If she had partaken of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans of a mother, I could not have owed her a more rooted love.
 

Laf.  ’Twas a good lady, ’twas a good lady: we may pick a thousand salads ere we light on such another herb.   5
 

Clo.  Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of the salad, or, rather the herb of grace.
 

Laf.  They are not salad-herbs, you knave; they are nose-herbs.
 

Clo.  I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I have not much skill in grass.
 

Laf.  Whether dost thou profess thyself, a knave, or a fool?
 

Clo.  A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a knave at a man’s.   10
 

Laf.  Your distinction?
 

Clo.  I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his service.
 

Laf.  So you were a knave at his service, indeed.
 

Clo.  And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to do her service.
 

Laf.  I will subscribe for thee, thou art both knave and fool.   15
 

Clo.  At your service.
 

Laf.  No, no, no.
 

Clo.  Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve as great a prince as you are.
 

Laf.  Who’s that? a Frenchman?
 

Clo.  Faith, sir, a’ has an English name; but his phisnomy is more hotter in France than there.   20
 

Laf.  What prince is that?
 

Clo.  The black prince, sir; alias, the prince of darkness; alias, the devil.
 

Laf.  Hold thee, there’s my purse. I give thee not this to suggest thee from thy master thou talkest of: serve him still.
 

Clo.  I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always loved a great fire; and the master I speak of, ever keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the world; let his nobility remain in ‘s court. I am for the house with the narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to enter: some that humble themselves may; but the many will be too chill and tender, and they’ll be for the flowery way that leads to the broad gate and the great fire.
 

Laf.  Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee; and I tell thee so before, because I would not fall out with thee. Go thy ways: let my horses be well looked to, without any tricks.   25
 

Clo.  If I put any tricks upon ‘em, sir, they shall be jade’s tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature.  [Exit.
 

Laf.  A shrewd knave and an unhappy.
 

Count.  So he is. My lord that’s gone made himself much sport out of him: by his authority he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his sauciness; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs where he will.
 

Laf.  I like him well; ’tis not amiss. And I was about to tell you, since I heard of the good lady’s death, and that my lord your son was upon his return home, I moved the king my master to speak in the behalf of my daughter; which, in the minority of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance, did first propose. His highness hath promised me to do it; and to stop up the displeasure he hath conceived against your son, there is no fitter matter. How does your ladyship like it?
 

Count.  With very much content, my lord; and I wish it happily effected.   30
 

Laf.  His highness comes post from Marseilles, of as able body as when he numbered thirty: he will be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in such intelligence hath seldom failed.
 

Count.  It rejoices me that I hope I shall see him ere I die. I have letters that my son will be here to-night: I shall beseech your lordship to remain with me till they meet together.
 

Laf.  Madam, I was thinking with what manners I might safely be admitted.
 

Count.  You need but plead your honourable privilege.
 

Laf.  Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but I thank my God it holds yet.   35
 

Re-enter Clown.
 

Clo.  O madam! yonder’s my lord your son with a patch of velvet on ‘s face: whether there be a scar under it or no, the velvet knows; but ’tis a goodly patch of velvet. His left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare.
 

Laf.  A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good livery of honour; so belike is that.
 

Clo.  But it is your carbonadoed face.
 

Laf.  Let us go see your son, I pray you: I long to talk with the young noble soldier.   40
 

Clo.  Faith, there’s a dozen of ‘em, with delicate fine hats and most courteous feathers, which bow the head and nod at every man.  [Exeunt.
 




Act V. Scene I.
 

Marseilles.  A Street.
 

Enter HELENA, Widow, and DIANA, with two Attendants.
 

Hel.  But this exceeding posting, day and night,
Must wear your spirits low; we cannot help it:
But since you have made the days and nights as one,   5
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs,
Be bold you do so grow in my requital
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time;
 

Enter a gentle Astringer.
        This man may help me to his majesty’s ear,   10
        If he would spend his power. God save you, sir.
 

Gent.  And you.
 

Hel.  Sir, I have seen you in the court of France.
 

Gent.  I have been sometimes there.
 

Hel.  I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen   15
From the report that goes upon your goodness;
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions,
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to
The use of your own virtues, for the which
I shall continue thankful.   20
 

Gent.        What’s your will?
 

Hel.  That it will please you
To give this poor petition to the king,
And aid me with that store of power you have
To come into his presence.   25
 

Gent.  The king’s not here.
 

Hel.        Not here, sir!
 

Gent.                Not, indeed:
He hence remov’d last night, and with more haste
Than is his use.   30
 

Wid.        Lord, how we lose our pains!
 

Hel.  All’s well that ends well yet,
Though time seems so adverse and means unfit.
I do beseech you, whither is he gone?
 

Gent.  Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon;   35
Whither I am going.
 

Hel.        I do beseech you, sir,
Since you are like to see the king before me,
Commend the paper to his gracious hand;
Which I presume shall render you no blame   40
But rather make you thank your pains for it.
I will come after you with what good speed
Our means will make us means.
 

Gent.        This I’ll do for you.
 

Hel.  And you shall find yourself to be well thank’d,   45
Whate’er falls more. We must to horse again:
Go, go, provide.  [Exeunt.
 




Act V. Scene II.
 

Rousillon.  The inner Court of the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Enter Clown and PAROLLES.
 

Par.  Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord Lafeu this letter. I have ere now, sir, been better known to you, when I have held familiarity with fresher clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in Fortune’s mood, and smell somewhat strong of her strong displeasure.
 

Clo.  Truly, Fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish if it smell so strongly as thou speakest of: I will henceforth eat no fish of Fortune’s buttering. Prithee, allow the wind.
 

Par.  Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir: I spake but by a metaphor.   5
 

Clo.  Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will stop my nose; or against any man’s metaphor. Prithee, get thee further.
 

Par.  Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper.
 

Clo.  Foh! prithee, stand away: a paper from
Fortune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman!
Look, here he comes himself.   10
 

Enter LAFEU.
Here is a purr of Fortune’s, sir, or of Fortune’s cat — but not a musk-cat — that has fallen into the unclean fishpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, is muddied withal. Pray you, sir, use the carp as you may, for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. I do pity his distress in my similes of comfort, and leave him to your lordship.  [Exit.
 

Par.  My lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly scratched.
 

Laf.  And what would you have me to do? ’tis too late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you played the knave with Fortune that she should scratch you, who of herself is a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive long under her? There’s a cardecu for you. Let the justices make you and Fortune friends; I am for other business.
 

Par.  I beseech your honour to hear me one single word.   15
 

Laf.  You beg a single penny more: come, you shall ha ‘t; save your word.
 

Par.  My name, my good lord, is Parolles.
 

Laf.  You beg more than one word then. Cox my passion! give me your hand. How does your drum?
 

Par.  O, my good lord! you were the first that found me.
 

Laf.  Was I, in sooth? and I was the first that lost thee.   20
 

Par.  It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some grace, for you did bring me out.
 

Laf.  Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put upon me at once both the office of God and the devil? one brings thee in grace and the other brings thee out.  [Trumpets sound.]  The king’s coming; I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me; I had talk of you last night: though you are a fool and a knave, you shall eat: go to, follow.
 

Par.  I praise God for you.  [Exeunt.
 




Act V. Scene III.
 

The Same.  A Room in the COUNTESS’S Palace.
 

Flourish.  Enter KING, COUNTESS, LAFEU, Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, &c.
 

King.  We lost a jewel of her, and our esteem
Was made much poorer by it: but your son,
As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know   5
Her estimation home.
 

Count.        ’Tis past, my liege;
And I beseech your majesty to make it
Natural rebellion, done i’ the blaze of youth;
When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force,   10
O’erbears it and burns on.
 

King.        My honour’d lady,
I have forgiven and forgotten all,
Though my revenges were high bent upon him,
And watch’d the time to shoot.   15
 

Laf.        This I must say, — 
But first I beg my pardon, — the young lord
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady,
Offence of mighty note, but to himself
The greatest wrong of all: he lost a wife   20
Whose beauty did astonish the survey
Of richest eyes, whose words all ears took captive,
Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to serve
Humbly call’d mistress.
 

King.        Praising what is lost   25
Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither;
We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall kill
All repetition. Let him not ask our pardon:
The nature of his great offence is dead,
And deeper than oblivion we do bury   30
The incensing relics of it: let him approach,
A stranger, no offender; and inform him
So ’tis our will he should.
 

Gent.        I shall, my liege.  [Exit.
 

King.  What says he to your daughter? have you spoke?   35
 

Laf.  All that he is hath reference to your highness.
 

King.  Then shall we have a match. I have letters sent me,
That set him high in fame.
 

Enter BERTRAM.
 

Laf.        He looks well on ‘t.   40
 

King.  I am not a day of season,
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail
In me at once; but to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way: so stand thou forth;
The time is fair again.   45
 

Ber.        My high-repented blames,
Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
 

King.        All is whole;
Not one word more of the consumed time.
Let’s take the instant by the forward top,   50
For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember
The daughter of this lord?
 

Ber.  Admiringly, my liege:   55
At first I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue,
Where the impression of mine eye infixing,
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me,
Which warp’d the line of every other favour;   60
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stolen;
Extended or contracted all proportions
To a most hideous object: thence it came
That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself,
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye   65
The dust that did offend it.
 

King.        Well excus’d:
That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away
From the great compt. But love that comes too late,
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried,   70
To the great sender turns a sour offence,
Crying, ‘That’s good that’s gone.’ Our rasher faults
Make trivial price of serious things we ave,
Not knowing them until we know their grave:
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust,   75
Destroy our friends and after weep their dust:
Our own love waking cries to see what’s done,
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon.
Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her.
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin:   80
The main consents are had; and here we’ll stay
To see our widower’s second marriage-day.
 

Count.  Which better than the first, O dear heaven, bless!
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse!
 

Laf.  Come on, my son, in whom my house’s name   85
Must be digested, give a favour from you
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter,
That she may quickly come.  [BERTRAM gives a ring.
        By my old beard,
And every hair that’s on ‘t, Helen, that’s dead,
Was a sweet creature; such a ring as this,   90
The last that e’er I took her leave at court,
I saw upon her finger.
 

Ber.        Hers it was not.
 

King.  Now, pray you, let me see it; for mine eye,
While I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to ‘t. — 95
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen,
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood
Necessitied to help, that by this token
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her
Of what should stead her most?   100
 

Ber.        My gracious sovereign,
Howe’er it pleases you to take it so,
The ring was never hers.
 

Count.        Son, on my life,
I have seen her wear it; and she reckon’d it   105
At her life’s rate.
 

Laf.        I am sure I saw her wear it.
 

Ber.  You are deceiv’d, my lord, she never saw it:
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name   110
Of her that threw it. Noble she was, and thought
I stood engag’d: but when I had subscrib’d
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully
I could not answer in that course of honour
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d,   115
In heavy satisfaction, and would never
Receive the ring again.
 

King.        Plutus himself,
That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine,
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science   120
Than I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s,
Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know
That you are well acquainted with yourself,
Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforcement
You got it from her. She call’d the saints to surety,   125
That she would never put it from her finger
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed,
Where you have never come, or sent it us
Upon her great disaster.
 

Ber.        She never saw it.   130
 

King.  Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love mine honour;
And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me
Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove
That thou art so inhuman,— ‘twill not prove so; — 
And yet I know not: thou didst hate her deadly,   135
And she is dead; which nothing, but to close
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe,
More than to see this ring. Take him away.  [Guards seize BERTRAM.
My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall,
Shall tax my fears of little vanity,   140
Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with him!
We’ll sift this matter further.
 

Ber.        If you shall prove
This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,   145
Where yet she never was.  [Exit guarded.
 

King.  I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings.
 

Enter the gentle Astringer.
 

Gent.        Gracious sovereign,
Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not:   150
Here’s a petition from a Florentine,
Who hath, for four or five removes come short
To tender it herself. I undertook it,
Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech
Of the poor suppliant, who by this I know   155
Is here attending: her business looks in her
With an importing visage, and she told me,
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern
Your highness with herself.
 

King.    Upon his many protestations to marry me when his wife was dead, I blush to say it, he won me. Now is the Count Rousillon a widower: his vows are forfeited to me, and my honour’s paid to him. He stole from Florence, taking no leave, and I follow him to his country for justice. Grant it me, O king! in you it best lies; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and a poor maid is undone.
DIANA CAPILET.   160
 

Laf.  I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll for this: I’ll none of him.
 

King.  The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu,
To bring forth this discovery. Seek these suitors:
Go speedily and bring again the count.  [Exeunt the gentle Astringer, and some Attendants.
I am afeard the life of Helen, lady,   165
Was foully snatch’d.
 

Count.        Now, justice on the doers!
 

Re-enter BERTRAM, guarded.
 

King.  I wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters to you,
And that you fly them as you swear them lordship,   170
Yet you desire to marry.
 

Re-enter the gentle Astringer, with Widow and DIANA.
        What woman’s that?
 

Dia.  I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine,
Derived from the ancient Capilet:   175
My suit, as I do understand, you know,
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.
 

Wid.  I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour
Both suffer under this complaint we bring,
And both shall cease, without your remedy.   180
 

King.  Come hither, county; do you know these women?
 

Ber.  My lord, I neither can nor will deny
But that I know them: do they charge me further?
 

Dia.  Why do you look so strange upon your wife?
 

Ber.  She’s none of mine, my lord.   185
 

Dia.        If you shall marry,
You give away this hand, and that is mine;
You give away heaven’s vows, and those are mine;
You give away myself, which is known mine;
For I by vow am so embodied yours   190
That she which marries you must marry me;
Either both or none.
 

Laf.  [To BERTRAM.]  Your reputation comes too short for my daughter: you are no husband for her.
 

Ber.  My lord, this is a fond and desperate creature,
Whom sometime I have laugh’d with: let your highness   195
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour
Than for to think that I would sink it here.
 

King.  Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend,
Till your deeds gain them: fairer prove your honour,
Than in my thought it lies.   200
 

Dia.        Good my lord,
Ask him upon his oath, if he does think
He had not my virginity.
 

King.  What sayst thou to her?
 

Ber.        She’s impudent, my lord;   205
And was a common gamester to the camp.
 

Dia.  He does me wrong, my lord; if I were so,
He might have bought me at a common price:
Do not believe him. O! behold this ring,
Whose high respect and rich validity   210
Did lack a parallel; yet for all that
He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp,
If I be one.
 

Count.        He blushes, and ’tis it:
Of six preceding ancestors, that gem   215
Conferr’d by testament to the sequent issue,
Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his wife:
That ring’s a thousand proofs.
 

King.        Methought you said
You saw one here in court could witness it.   220
 

Dia.  I did, my lord, but loath am to produce
So bad an instrument: his name’s Parolles.
 

Laf.  I saw the man to-day, if man he be.
 

King.  Find him, and bring him hither.  [Exit an Attendant.
 

Ber.        What of him?   225
He’s quoted for a most perfidious slave,
With all the spots of the world tax’d and debosh’d,
Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth.
Am I or that or this for what he’ll utter,
That will speak anything?   230
 

King.        She hath that ring of yours.
 

Ber.  I think she has: certain it is I lik’d her,
And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youth.
She knew her distance and did angle for me
Madding my eagerness with her restraint,   235
As all impediments in fancy’s course
Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine,
Her infinite cunning, with her modern grace,
Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring,
And I had that which any inferior might   240
At market-price have bought.
 

Dia.        I must be patient;
You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife,
May justly diet me. I pray you yet, — 
Since you lack virtue I will lose a husband, — 245
Send for your ring; I will return it home,
And give me mine again.
 

Ber.        I have it not.
 

King.  What ring was yours, I pray you?
 

Dia.        Sir, much like   250
The same upon your finger.
 

King.  Know you this ring? this ring was his of late.
 

Dia.  And this was it I gave him, being a-bed.
 

King.  The story then goes false you threw it him
Out of a casement.   255
 

Dia.        I have spoke the truth.
 

Re-enter Attendant with PAROLLES.
 

Ber.  My lord, I do confess the ring was hers.
 

King.  You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts you.
Is this the man you speak of?   260
 

Dia.        Ay, my lord.
 

King.  Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you,
Not fearing the displeasure of your master, — 
Which, on your just proceeding I’ll keep off, — 
By him and by this woman here what know you?   265
 

Par.  So please your majesty, my master hath been an honourable gentleman: tricks he hath had in him, which gentlemen have.
 

King.  Come, come, to the purpose: did he love this woman?
 

Par.  Faith, sir, he did love her; but how?
 

King.  How, I pray you?
 

Par.  He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a woman.   270
 

King.  How is that?
 

Par.  He loved her, sir, and loved her not.
 

King.  As thou art a knave, and no knave.
What an equivocal companion is this!
 

Par.  I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s command.   275
 

Laf.  He is a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator.
 

Dia.  Do you know he promised me marriage?
 

Par.  Faith, I know more than I’ll speak.
 

King.  But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest?
 

Par.  Yes, so please your majesty. I did go between them, as I said; but more than that, he loved her, for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what: yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, as promising her marriage, and things which would derive me ill will to speak of: therefore I will not speak what I know.   280
 

King.  Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou canst say they are married: but thou art too fine in thy evidence; therefore stand aside. This ring, you say, was yours?
 

Dia.  Ay, my good lord.
 

King.  Where did you buy it? or who gave it you?
 

Dia.  It was not given me, nor I did not buy it.
 

King.  Who lent it you?   285
 

Dia.        It was not lent me neither.
 

King.  Where did you find it, then?
 

Dia.        I found it not.
 

King.  If it were yours by none of all these ways,
How could you give it him?   290
 

Dia.        I never gave it him.
 

Laf.  This woman’s an easy glove, my lord: she goes off and on at pleasure.
 

King.  This ring was mine: I gave it his first wife.
 

Dia.  It might be yours or hers, for aught I know.
 

King.  Take her away; I do not like her now.   295
To prison with her; and away with him.
Unless thou tell’st me where thou hadst this ring
Thou diest within this hour.
 

Dia.        I’ll never tell you.
 

King.  Take her away.   300
 

Dia.        I’ll put in bail, my liege.
 

King.  I think thee now some common customer.
 

Dia.  By Jove, if ever I knew man, ’twas you.
 

King.  Wherefore hast thou accus’d him all this while?
 

Dia.  Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty.   305
He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to ‘t;
I’ll swear I am a maid, and he knows not.
Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life;
I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife.  [Pointing to LAFEU.
 

King.  She does abuse our ears: to prison with her!   310
 

Dia.  Good mother, fetch my bail.  [Exit Widow.]  Stay, royal sir;
The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for,
And he shall surety me. But for this lord,
Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself,
Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him:   315
He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d,
And at that time he got his wife with child:
Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick:
So there’s my riddle: one that’s dead is quick;
And now behold the meaning.   320
 

Re-enter Widow, with HELENA.
 

King.        Is there no exorcist
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes?
Is ‘t real that I see?
 

Hel.        No, my good lord;   325
’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see;
The name and not the thing.
 

Ber.        Both, both. O! pardon.
 

Hel.  O my good lord! when I was like this maid,
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring;   330
And, look you, here’s your letter; this it says:
When from my finger you can get this ring,
And are by me with child, &c. This is done:
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won?
 

Ber.  If she, my liege, can make me know this clearly,   335
I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.
 

Hel.  If it appear not plain, and prove untrue,
Deadly divorce step between me and you!
O! my dear mother; do I see you living?
 

Laf.  Mine eyes smell onions; I shall weep anon.  [To PAROLLES.]  Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkercher: so, I thank thee. Wait on me home, I’ll make sport with thee: let thy curtsies alone, they are scurvy ones.   340
 

King.  Let us from point to point this story know,
To make the even truth in pleasure flow.
[To DIANA.]  If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower,
Choose thou thy husband, and I’ll pay thy dower;
For I can guess that by thy honest aid   345
Thou keptst a wife herself, thyself a maid.
Of that, and all the progress, more and less,
Resolvedly more leisure shall express:
All yet seems well; and if it end so meet,
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.  [Flourish.  Exeunt.   350
 




Epilogue.
 

Spoken by the KING.
The king’s a beggar, now the play is done:
All is well ended if this suit be won
That you express content; which we will pay,   355
With strife to please you, day exceeding day:
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts;
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts.  [Exeunt.
 




THE BLOODY BANQUET
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In collaboration with Thomas Dekker
 

The Bloody Banquet was not entered into the Stationers’ Register, but in August 1639 the play was listed as the property of William Beeston and his acting troupe was permitted to perform it. Beeston was an actor and theatre manager, who mostly worked during the Caroline era. He was the son of the well-known theatre impresario Christopher Beeston, who established the Cockpit theatre in 1616. The Bloody Banquet was first published in quarto in 1639 by Thomas Cotes — a prominent London printer during the period — with the work attributed to ‘T.D’ on the title page. During the 17th century, Thomas Dekker was suggested as the author of the play and in the 19th century Thomas Drue was posited as the possible playwright despite there being little besides his initials to support the idea of his authorship. In 1925, E. H. C. Oliphant argued the play was a collaboration between Dekker and Middleton and this claim was later supported by both David Lake (The Canon of Thomas Middleton Plays, Cambridge University Press, 1975) and Macdonald P Jackson (Editing, Attribution Studies, and ‘Literature Online: A New Resource for Research in Renaissance’, Research Opportunities in Renaissance Drama, Vol. 37). It has been asserted that the work was written in the first decade of the 17th century, but that significant revisions were made to it before it was published in 1639.

The tragedy opens with the King of Lydia being usurped by the King of Cilicia. The new ruler is known as the Tyrant; he has a beautiful young wife whom he keeps imprisoned and under constant supervision. Zenarchus, the Tyrant’s son, manages to persuade his father to allow the old King’s son Tymethes, to remain at court, which pleases the Tyrant’s daughter, who is in love with the former prince. There is a plot involving the old King and his allies attempting to exact revenge on the Tyrant, while the New Queen and Tymethes become embroiled in a liaison, which leads to the horrendous and suitably named bloody banquet of the title. In Thomas Middleton: The Collected Works (ed Gary Taylor and John Lavagnino, Oxford University Press, 2010) Julia Gasper and Gary Taylor highlight Middleton and Dekker’s repurposing of Greek myths about cannibalism. An obvious source is Seneca’s tragedy Thyestes; the titular character is deceived into consuming his own children. Ovid’s telling of the legend of Philomela, an important inspiration for Shakespeare’s own cannibalism tragedy — Titus Andronicus — is another example of the ‘banquet myth’. (Thomas Middleton: The Collected Works, ed Gary Taylor and John Lavagnino, OUP, 2010, p637).

There were subtle changes made by Renaissance dramatists to the classical myths, often due to the differences between Christian and classical culture. The critics outline a couple of significant alterations: one is the change from male to female in regards to the banqueter, revealing interesting medieval ideas about gender and the ‘role of the female’ ( p639).  However, what is striking in The Bloody Banquet is the nuanced and somewhat sympathetic depiction of the young Queen. Many of the central characters are unscrupulous and revolting, but the Queen’s actions — infidelity and the murder of her lover after asking him to kneel to pray — are horrific by 17th century moral standards, and yet Middleton and Dekker choose not to solely condemn the Queen as a figure of unrepentant evil. As Gasper argues, the playwrights show the abhorrent treatment of the new Queen by her ‘Tyrant’ husband, and portray her actions as attempts of self-preservation. They refuse to ‘confine moral blame to the woman’ and also highlight the ‘pressures and constraints which can lead men or women to resort to duplicity’( p640).
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The 1639 quarto of the play
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Dramatis Personæ
 

The KING of Lydia
TYMETHES, his son
LAPYRUS, his nephew
The King of Lycia
Zantippus, his son
Eurymone, his daughter
ARMATRITES, King of Cilicia
ZENARCHUS, his son
AMPHRIDOTE, his daughter
His YOUNG QUEEN
Her MAID
[A LADY]
MAZERES, his favourite
[ROXANO], the Young Queen’s keeper
FIDELIO }
AMORPHO } two faithful servants to the Lydian King
SEXTORIO }
LODOVICUS } two unfaithful servants of his
The OLD QUEEN of Lydia
Her two little children
CHORUS
The CLOWN
Two SHEPHERDS
Four SERVANTS [the first called VALESTA]
Soldiers [in the Induction]
[Two] SOLDIERS [in the forest]
 




Inductio
 

Flourish. Enter at one door the old King of Lydia, Tymethes his son, Lapyrus his nephew, and soldiers. At the other the old King of Lycia, Zantippus his son, Eurymone his daughter, and soldiers. The two kings parley and change hostages for peace. Lapyrus is given to the Lycian, and Zantippus to the Lydian. The Lycian seems to offer his daughter Eurymone to Lapyrus to fall from his uncle and join with him; he accepts her, drawing his sword against his country and uncle. The Lydian sends his son Tymethes for aid; he enters again with Armatrites, King of Cilicia, Zenarchus his son, and Mazeres, a young prince, the Cilician king’s follower. All they draw against the Lycian’s party, whereat they all [with] Lapyrus fly, the two other kings pursuing them. Then enter the Old Queen of Lydia flying from her nephew Lapyrus, with two babes in her arms, he pursuing her with his drawn sword. Enter Chorus.
 

CHORUS
After the waste of many thousand wounds
Given and receiv’d alike in seven set battles,
Lydia’s old king, upon conditions sign’d
For peace and truce, enter’d consigned league
With his fierce enemy, the Lycian king,
Gave him in hostage as his pledge of faith
His nephew, Lord Lapyrus, and receiv’d
Noble Zantippus from the Lycian.
To make the contract full and honourable,
This Lord Lapyrus entertain’d and welcom’d,
But chiefly by the fair Eurymone,
The king’s sole daughter, who unto Lapyrus
Offers her as his bride, so he would turn
A traitor to his country and his king;
Lapyrus, to obtain the beauteous maid,
Turns traitor to his king and joins his force
Unto his fair love’s father, Lycia’s king.
Th’ old King of Lydia, being so beset
By his own nephew’s unexpected treacheries,
Sent forth his son Tymethes to crave aid
From Armatrites, King of great Cilicia,
Which he obtain’d in a disastrous hour,
As the event will witness. In this trouble
The frighted queen with her two infants fled
Into a forest, fearing the sad ruin
Hourly expected, until Armatrites
With a fresh army forc’d Lapyrus fly
And sav’d the king, doom’d for worse treachery.
What follows shows itself; ’tis our full due
If we with labour give content to you.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

The presence chamber of the King of Lydia
 

Enter the two kings of Lydia and Cilicia, Zenarchus son to the Cilician, Tymethes son to the Lydian, Mazeres, Fidelio, Amorpho, Sextorio, Lodovicus; when they come unto the throne, the tyrant of Cilicia puts by the old King and ascends alone. All snatch out their swords. Mazeres crowns him. The old King and Tymethes stand amazed. Flourish.
 

ARMATRITES
Speranza!
 

OMNES
Long live Armatrites, King of Lydia!
 

KING
How?
 

ARMATRITES
Art thou amaz’d, old king, and all thy people
Mutually labouring in a fit of wonder?
Start from those pale dreams; we will prove all true:
Who wins the day the brightness is his due.
 

KING
King of Cilicia.
 

ARMATRITES
Ay, and Lydia now.
Bate us not our titles; we and ours
Have sweat and clearly earn’d them in our flesh.
 

KING
It savours not of nobleness nor virtue,
Religion, loyalty, heaven or nature’s laws
So most perfidiously to enter, tyrant,
Where was expected honesty and honour,
Assistance from a friend, not a dissembler,
A royal neighbour and no politic foe.
What worse than this could th’ enemy perform?
And when shines friendship best but in a storm?
 

ARMATRITES
Why, doting Lydia, is it of no virtue
To bring our army hither and put in venture
Our person and their lives upon our foes?
Wasting our courage, weakening our best forces,
Impoverishing the heart of our munition,
And having won the honour of the battle,
To throw our glory on unworthy spirits,
And so unload victory’s honey thighs
To let drones feed?
 

KING
Will nothing satisfy but all?
 

ARMATRITES
Without all, nothing.
The kingdom and not under suits our blood:
Flies are not eagles’ preys nor thanks our food.
And for Cilicia, our other sphere,
Our son Zenarchus, let thy beams move there.
 

ZENARCHUS
[Kneeling] Rather, my lord, let me move pity here,
Unto the reverend, fate-afflicted king,
For whom, with his disconsolate son, my friend
And plighted brother, I here kneel as suitor.
Oh, my most noble father, still retain
The seal of honour and religion:
A kingdom rightly possessed by course
Contains more joy than is usurp’d by force.
 

ARMATRITES
[Aside] The boy hath almost chang’d us.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] He cools. — My lord, remember you are possess’d.
 

ARMATRITES
What, with the devil?
 

[MAZERES]
The devil! The dukedom, the kingdom, Lydia:
All pant under your sceptre; the sway’s yours.
Be not bought out with words; a kingdom’s dear:
Kiss fortune; keep your mind and keep your state.
Y’are laugh’d at if you prove compassionate.
 

ARMATRITES
Thanks to Mazeres; he hath refresh’d our spirits.
Zenarchus, ’tis thy death if thou proceed:
Thy words we threat; rise silent or else bleed.
 

[Zenarchus rises.]
 

KING
Who can expect but blood where tyrants govern?
 

ARMATRITES
We are not yet so cruel to thy fortune
As was Lapyrus, thy own nephew, treacherous,
That stole upon thy life, beseig’d thee basely,
And had betray’d thee to thine enemy’s anger
Had we not beat his strength to his own throat
And made him shrink before us. All can tell
In him ’twas monstrous; ’tis in us but well,
A trick of war, advantage, policy, nay, rather recompense.
There’s more deceit in peace: ’tis common there
T’ unfold young heirs; the old may well stand bare.
You have your life; be thankful, and ’tis more
Than your perfidious nephew would consent to
Had he surpris’d you first. Your fate is cast;
The sooner you be gone ‘twill prove the safer.
 

KING
On thee, Lapyrus, and thy treacheries fall
The heavy burthen of an old man’s curse.
 

FIDELIO
Your queen with her two infants fled the city
Affrighted at this treason and new wars.
 

KING
News of more sadnesses than the kingdom’s loss;
She fled upon her hour, for had she stay’d
Sh’ had either died, been banish’d, or betray’d.
I have some servants here?
 

ARMATRITES
All these, my lord.
 

KING
All these? Not all; you did forget
I am not worth the flattering. I am done,
Old and at set: honour the rising sun.
If any for love serve me, which is he?
Now let him shame the world and follow me.
 

FIDELIO
That’s I, my lord.
 

AMORPHO
And I.
 

KING
What, two of you?
Let it be enroll’d
Two follow a king when he is poor and old.
 

[King] exit cum suis [Fidelio and Amorpho].
 

SEXTORIO
Farewell, king. I’ll play the flounder, keep me to my tide.
 

LODOVICUS
And so will I; this is the flowing side.
 

MAZERES
Those men are yours, my lord.
 

ARMATRITES
We’ll grace them chiefly.
[To Sextorio and Lodovicus] Wait for employment, place and eminence;
The like to each that to our bounty flies,
For he that falls to us shall surely rise.
[Taking Mazeres aside] His son Tymethes little frights our thoughts:
He’s young and given to pleasure, not to plots.
 

MAZERES
Your grace defines him right; he may remain.
The prince your son binds him in a love-chain;
There’s little fear of him.
 

ARMATRITES
Their loves are dear.
Base boy! He leaves his father to live here.
 

MAZERES
His presence sets a gloss on your attempts;
They have their lustre from him.
 

ARMATRITES
He’s their countenance;
’Twas well observ’d and follow’d: he shall stay.
Mazeres, thou armest us that won the day.
 

[Exeunt] all but Zenarchus and Tymethes.
 

ZENARCHUS
[Aside] None but Mazeres, that court fly, could on
The virtues of the king blow such corruption;
Man falls to vice in minutes, runs and leaps,
But unto goodness he takes wary steps.
How soon a tyrant! — Why, Tymethes, friend, brother?
 

TYMETHES
Peace, prithee, peace: you undo me if you wake me;
I hope I’m in a dream.
 

ZENARCHUS
Would ‘twere so happy.
 

TYMETHES
No? Why then, wake, beggar; but the comfort is
I have brave-seeming kinsmen. Why, Zenarchus,
’Tis not the loss of kingdom, father’s banishment,
Uncertainty of mother afflicts me
With half the violence that those cross’d affections
Betwixt your princely sister and ourself,
Who upon fortune, or her father’s frown,
Erecting the whole fabric of her love,
Either now will not, or else dare not love me.
 

ZENARCHUS
Chance alters not affection; see in me
That hold thee dear still spite of tyranny.
Fate does but dim the glass of a right man;
He still retains his worth, do what fate can.
Change faith for dross? I will not call her sister
That shall hate virtue for affliction.
 

Enter Amphridote.
 

And here she comes to clear those doubts herself.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Strange alteration! Will the king my father
In his gray hairs turn tyrant to his friends,
Wasting his penitential times in plots,
Acting more sins than he hath tears to weep for them?
 

TYMETHES
Alas, lady, fortune hath chang’d my state; can you love a beggar?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Why, fortune hath the least command o’er love;
She cannot drive Tymethes from himself,
And ’tis Tymethes, not his painted glories,
My soul in her accomplish’d wish desires.
 

ZENARCHUS
What say you now, sir?
 

TYMETHES
Nothing but admire
That heaven can frame a creature like a woman
And she be constant, seeing most are common.
 

ZENARCHUS
Put by your wonder, sir, she proves the same:
I spake her virtues for her ere she came;
And when my father dies, I here do vow
This kingdom now detained wrongfully
Shall then return unforcedly to you,
In part thy dowry, but in all thy due.
 

TYMETHES
Unmatched, honest young man!
 

Enter Mazeres observing.
 

ZENARCHUS
Come, let your lips meet, though your fortunes wander.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] Ha! Taste lips so bounteously with a beggar?
 

ZENARCHUS
Thus in firm state let your affections rest;
Time, that makes wretched, makes the same men bless’d.
 

Exeunt [all but Mazeres].
 

MAZERES
What’s here? Either the princes out of charity’s rashness
Are pleas’d to lay aside their glories and refresh
The gasping fortunes of a desperate wretch,
Or if for larger bounties [ ]. I was mad
T’ advise the king for his remaining here
That had been banish’d, and with him my fear:
I love the princess, and the king allows it;
If he should prove a rival to my love,
I have argued fair for his abiding here.
My plots shall work his ruin; if one fail,
I’ll raise a second, for I must prevail.
I that us’d policy to cause him stay
Can show like art to rid my fears away.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2. 
 

A forest
 

Enter the Old Queen with two babes, as being hard pursued.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Oh, whither shall I fly with these poor babes?
Twice set upon by thieves within this forest,
Who robb’d me of my clothes and left me these,
Which better suit with my calamity!
What fate pursues the good old king my husband?
I cannot learn which is my worst affliction.
Oh, treacherous Lapyrus! Impious nephew!
All horrors of a guilty breast keep with thee!
Either, poor babes, you must pine here for food,
Or have the wars drink your immaculate blood.
 

Cry within, “Follow, follow!”
 

Oh, fly, lest life and honour be betray’d!
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 3. 
 

Another part of the forest
 

Enter Lapyrus disguised.
 

LAPYRUS
Villain and fugitive, where wilt thou hide
Th’ abhorred burthen of thy wretched flesh?
In what disguise canst thou be safe and free,
Having betray’d thy [country]? Base Lapyrus!
Earth, stretch thy throat, take down this bitter pill,
Loathing the hateful taste of his own will!
 

Enter the [Old] Queen and two Soldiers pursuing her.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Oh, help! Good heaven, save a poor wretch from slaughter!
 

[FIRST SOLIDER]
Stop her mouth first; soldiers must have their sport.
’Tis dearly earn’d: they venture their blood for’t.
 

LAPYRUS
[Aside] A mother so enforc’d by pitiless slaves?
Let me redeem my honour in her rescue,
And in this deed my former baseness die.
 

[SECOND SOLDIER]
Come, come!
 

[OLD] QUEEN
If ever woman bore you — 
 

LAPYRUS
[Drawing his sword] Whoe’er bore them, monsters begot them! Merciless, damn’d villains!
 

BOTH [SOLDIERS]
Hold, hold, sir! We are soldiers, but do not love to fight.
 

Exeunt [Soldiers].
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Let me dissuade you from all hope of recompense
Save thanks and prayers, which are the beggar’s gifts.
 

LAPYRUS
You cannot give me that I have more need of
Than prayers, for my soul hath a poor stock;
There’s a fair house within, but ’tis ill-furnish’d:
There wants true tears for hangings, penitent falls,
For without prayers, soldiers are but bare walls.
Whence are you that with such a careful charge
Dare pass this dangerous forest?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Generous sir,
I was of Lydia once, as happy then
As now unfortunate, till one Lapyrus,
That traitorous villain nephew to the king,
Sought the confusion of his state and him,
And with a secret army girt his land
When peace was plighted by his enemy’s hand,
Little expecting such unnatural treason
From forth a kinsman’s bosom; all admir’d
But I his miserable queen.
 

LAPYRUS aside
Oh, sink into perdition! — Let me hear no further.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
I’ll tell you all, for your so late attempt
Confirms you honest, and my thoughts so keep you:
I, frighted at new wars and his false breath,
Chose rather with these babes this lingering death.
 

LAPYRUS
[Aside] Oh, in her words I endure a thousand deaths!
 

[OLD] QUEEN
The truth of this sad story hath been yours;
Now, courteous sir, may I request your name,
That in my prayers I may place the fame.
 

LAPYRUS
[Aside] I’ll put my death into her woeful hands.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
I hear you not, sir; I desire [your] name.
 

LAPYRUS
To add some small content to your distress,
Know that Lapyrus, whom your miseries
May rightly curse, and be revenged justly,
Lurks in this forest equally distress’d.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
In this forest lurks that abhorred villain?
 

LAPYRUS
These eyes did see him, and, faith, lady, say
If you should meet that worst of villains here,
That treacher, monster, what would you attempt?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
His speedy death; I should forget all mercy,
Had I but means fully to express my vengeance.
 

LAPYRUS
You would not, queen.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
No? By these infants’ tears
That weep for hunger, I would throughly do’t.
 

LAPYRUS
See, yonder he comes.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Oh, where?
 

LAPYRUS
Here, take my sword.
Are you yet constant? Shame your sex and be so.
Will you do’t?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
I see him not.
 

LAPYRUS
Strike him through his guilt and treachery
And let him see the horrors of his perjur’d soul.
Are you ready?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Pray, let me see him first.
 

[Lapyrus] pulls off his false beard and kneels.
 

LAPYRUS
You see him now: now do’t.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Lapyrus!
Oh, fortunate revenge! Now all thy villainies
Shall be at once requited: thy country’s ruin,
The king thy uncle’s sorrows, my own miseries,
Shall at this minute all one vengeance meet.
[Aside] Alas, he doth submit, prays, and relents.
Who could wish more? None made from woman can;
Small glory ‘twere to kill a kneeling man,
When he in penitent sighs his soul commends:
Thou send’st him to the gods, thyself to th’ fiends.
But hearken to thy piteous infants’ cries,
And th’are for vengeance. Peace, then: now he dies.
Ingrateful woman, he delivered thee
From ravishment: canst thou his murtheress be?
What’s riches to thy honour? That rare treasure
Which worlds redeem not, yet ’tis lost at pleasure.
Kill him that preserv’d that? And in thy rescue
His noble rage so manfully behav’d. — 
Rise, rise; he that repents is ever sav’d.
 

LAPYRUS
Will misery yet a longer life afford,
To see a queen so poor, not worth her word?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
I am better than my word; my word was death.
 

LAPYRUS
Man’s ne’er past grief till he be past his breath.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
I pardon all, Lapyrus.
 

LAPYRUS
Do not do’t.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
And only to one penance I enjoin thee
For all thy faults past: while we here remain
Within this forest, this thy task shall be,
To procure succour to my babes and me.
 

LAPYRUS
And if I fail, may the earth swallow me.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Th’art now grown good; here could I ever dwell,
Were the old king my husband safe and well.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 4. 
 

Outside the Young Queen’s rooms
 

Enter Tymethes and Zenarchus.
 

ZENARCHUS
Come, come, drive away these fits; faith, I’ll have thee merry.
 

TYMETHES
As your son and heir at his father’s funeral.
 

ZENARCHUS
Thou seest my sister constantly affects thee.
 

TYMETHES
There were no mirth nor music else for me.
 

ZENARCHUS
Sir, in this castle the old king my father,
O’erworn with jealousy, keeps his beauteous wife;
I think thou never saw’st her.
 

TYMETHES
No, not I.
 

ZENARCHUS
Why, then thy judgments fresh, I’ll visit her
On purpose for the censure.
 

TYMETHES
I speak my affection.
 

ZENARCHUS
Nay, on my knowledge, she’s worth jealousy,
Though jealously be far unworthy a king.
 

Enter Roxano.
 

ROXANO
My lov’d lord?
 

ZENARCHUS
How cheers the queen?
 

They whisper.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Have I not seen this fellow before now?
He has an excellent preference for a pander;
I know not his office.
 

ZENARCHUS
Use those words to her.
 

ROXANO
They shall be us’d, my lord, and anything
That comes to using, let it come to me.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
What’s he, Zenarchus?
 

ZENARCHUS
Who, Roxano? A fellow in great trust,
Elected by my father’s jealousy.
But he and all the rest attend upon her,
I think would turn her pander for reward,
For ’tis not watch nor ward keeps woman chaste
If honour’s watch in her mind be not plac’d.
 

TYMETHES
Right oracle. What gain hath jealousy?
Fruitful suspicion, sighs, ridiculous groans:
Hunger and lust will break through flesh and stones,
And like a whirlwind blows ope castle doors,
Italian padlocks, [ ].
 

ZENARCHUS
What mad lords are your jealous people then,
That lock their wives from all men but their men?
Make them their keepers to prevent some greater,
So oft it happens to the poor’s relief
Keepers eat venison when their lords eat beef.
 

Enter Young Queen with a book in her hand.
 

See, see, she comes.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Honour of beauty! There man’s wishes rise:
Grace and perfection lighten from her eyes;
Amazement is shot through me.
 

ZENARCHUS
’Tis Tymethes, lady, son to the banish’d king.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Is this he?
 

ZENARCHUS
It is, sweet lady.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] I never knew the force of a desire
Until this minute struck within my blood;
I fear one look was destin’d to undo me.
 

ZENARCHUS
Why, Tymethes? Friend?
 

TYMETHES
Ha?
 

ZENARCHUS
A courtier and forget your first weapon? Go and salute our lady mother.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] He makes towards us. — Y’are Prince Tymethes, so I understand.
 

TYMETHES
The same unfortunate, most gracious lady,
Supremest of your sex in all perfections.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Sir, y’are forgetful: this is no place for courtship,
Nor we a subject for’t; return to your friend.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] All hopes kill’d in their blossom.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] Too cruelly, in faith, I put him by. — 
 

Enter Roxano with wine.
 

Wine for our son Zenarchus? ’Twas done kindly.
You son, and our best visitant.
 

ZENARCHUS
Duty binds me.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Begin to me, Zenarchus, I’ll have’t so.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Why, then there’s hope she’ll take occasion
To drink to me; she hath no means t’ avoid it.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] I’ll prevent all loose thoughts, drink to myself.
My mind walks yonder, but suspect walks here.
 

Drinks and gives Roxano the cup.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] The devil’s on that side and engrosses all:
Smiles, favours, common courtesies, none can fall
But he has a snatch at them. Not drink to me?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Make you yon stranger drink.
 

Roxano offers it him.
 

TYMETHES
Pox of’t, not I.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] I speak strange words against my fantasy.
 

ZENARCHUS
Prithee, Tymethes, drink.
 

TYMETHES
I am not dry.
 

ZENARCHUS
I think so too: dry and so young, ‘twere strange.
Come, prithee drink to the queen, my mother.
 

TYMETHES
You shall rule me: unto that beauteous majesty.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thanks, noble sir. [Aside] I must be wary;
My mind’s dangerous. — I’ll pledge you anon, sir.
 

Gives Roxano the cup [and Roxano exits with wine].
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Heart! How contempt ill fortune does pursue!
Not drink nor pledge; what was she born to do?
I’ll stay no longer, lest I get that flame
Which nothing but cold death can quench or tame. — 
Zenarchus, come.
 

Exit.
 

ZENARCHUS
I go; music of mind to the queen.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
To you no less.
 

ZENARCHUS
And all that you can wish or I express.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thanks to our son.
 

Exit [Zenarchus].
 

Th’ other took leave in silence, but left me
To speak enough both for myself and thee.
Tymethes? That’s his name. Poor heart, take heed:
Look well into th’ event ere thou proceed.
Love, yet be wise! Impossible: none can.
If e’er the wise man claim one foolish hour
’Tis when he loves: he’s then in folly’s power.
I need not fear the servants that o’erwatch me:
Their faiths lie in my coffers, in effect,
More true to me than to my lord’s suspect.
The fears and dangers that most threaten me
Live in the party that I must enjoy,
And that’s Tymethes. Men are apt to boast;
He may in full cups blaze and vaunt himself
Unto some meaner mistress, make my shame
The politic engine to beat down her name,
And from thence force a way to the king’s ears.
Strange fate: where my love keeps, there keep my fears.
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites].
 

[ARMATRITES]
[Aside] Alone? Why, where’s her guard? Suffer her alone?
Her thoughts may work; their powers are not her own.
Women have of themselves no entire sway;
Like dial needles they wave every way,
And must be throughly taught to be kept right
And point to none but to their lord’s delight.
 

Enter Roxano and guard.
 

Time to convey and plot? Leave her alone!
Why, villains! [To Young Queen] Kiss me, my perfection;
This night we’ll banquet in these blissful arms.
 

[She kisses him.]
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Your nights are music and your words are charms.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Kiss me again, fair Tethys!
 

Walks off with her, and the guard follows.
 

ROXANO
My lady is scarce perfect in her thoughts,
Howe’er she fram’d a smile upon the tyrant.
I have some skill in faces, and yet they never were more deceitful; a man can scarce know a bawd from a midwife by the face, an hypocritical Puritan from a devout Christian if you go by the face. Well, all’s not straight in my lady. She hath certain crooked cogitations, if a man had the liberty to search ‘em. If aught point at my advice or performance, she may fortunately disclose it. She knows my mettle and what it yields to an ounce; she cannot be deceiv’d in’t. Here’s service and secrecy, and no lady can with more, beside a monkey. She is assur’d of our faculties; there’s none of us that stand her smock sentinels but would venter a joint to do her any pleasurable service, and I think that’s as much as any woman desires.
 

Enter [Young] Queen sad.
 

Mass, here she comes. ’Tis some strange physic I know by the working.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] It cannot be kept down with any argument:
’Tis of aspiring force; sparks fly not downward.
No more this receiv’d fancy of Tymethes;
I threaten it with my lord’s jealousy.
Yet still it rises against all objections.
I see my dangers, in what fears I dwell;
There’s but a plank on which I run to hell.
Yet were’t thrice narrower I should venture on;
None dares do more for sin than woman can.
Misery of love! Roxano? I am observ’d. — 
What news, Roxano?
 

ROXANO
None that’s good, madam.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
No? Which is the bad?
 

ROXANO
The worst of all is, madam, you are sad.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Indeed, I am not merry.
 

ROXANO
Would I knew the means would make you so,
I would turn myself into any shape or office
To be the author of it, sweet lady.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Troth, I have that hope of thee; I think thou wouldst.
 

ROXANO
Think it? ‘Sfoot, you might swear safely in that action
And never hurt your oath: I ne’er fail’d yet.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
‘Twere sin to injure thee; I know thou didst not.
 

ROXANO
Nay, I know I did not.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
But, my trusty servant,
This plot requires art, secrecy and wit,
Yet out of all can hardly work one safety.
 

ROXANO
Not one? That’s strange. I would ‘twere put to me;
I’ll make it arrive safe, whate’er it be.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thou couldst not, my Roxano. Why, admit I love; now I come to thee.
 

ROXANO
Admit you love? Why, all’s safe [enough] yet.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Ay, but a stranger.
 

ROXANO
Nay, now we are all spoil’d, lady; I may look for my brains in my boots. Now you have put home to me indeed, madam. A stranger? There’s a hundred deaths in the very name, besides vantage.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
I said I should affright thee.
 

ROXANO
Faith, no fool can fright me, madam, commonly call’d a stranger.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Hast thou the will? Or dar’st thou do me good?
 

ROXANO
Do thee good, sweet lady? As far as I am able, ne’er doubt it. Let me but cast about for [safety], and I’ll do anything, madam.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Ay, ay, our safeties, which are mere impossibles;
Love forgets all things but its proper objects.
 

ROXANO
What is he, and his name?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Tymethes, in a most unlucky minute,
Led hither by our son-in-law, Zenarchus.
 

ROXANO
Hum; is that the most fortunate, spider-catching, smock-wrapp’d gentleman?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Yet if he know me.
 

ROXANO
What then?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
I am undone.
 

ROXANO
And is it possible a man should lie with a woman and yet not know her? And yet ’tis possible too; thank my invention, follow that game still.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
He must not know me, [that] I love no further,
Although for not enjoying him I die:
My lord’s pale jealousy does so o’erlook me
That if Tymethes know what he enjoys,
It may make way unto my lord’s mistrust;
Then since in my desire such horrors move,
I’ll die no other than the death of love.
 

She swoons and Roxano holds her in his arms.
 

ROXANO
Lady, madam, do you hear? Have you leisure to swoon now, when I have taken such pains i’ th’ business, to take order for your safety, set all things right? Why, madam!
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
What says the man?
 

ROXANO
Why, he says like a gentleman, every inch of him, and will perform the office of a gentleman: bring you together, put you together, and leave you together; what gentleman can do more?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
And all this safely?
 

ROXANO
And all this safely? Ay, by this hand will I, or else would I might never do anything to purpose, if he have but the first part of a young gentleman in him. ’Tis granted, madam; I have crotchets in my brain that you shall see him and enjoy him, and he not know where he is nor who he is.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
How? Shall he not know me?
 

ROXANO
Why, ’tis the least part of my meaning he should, lady. Do you think you could possibly be safe and he know you? Why, some of your young gallants are of the vainglorious and preposterous humour, that if they lay with their own sisters you should hear them prate of’t; this is too usual, there’s no wonder in’t. What I have said I will swear to perform: you shall enjoy him ere night and he not know you next morning.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thou art not only necessary but pleasing.
[Giving him money] There, catch our bounty; manage all but right:
As now with gold, with honours we’ll requite.
 

Exit.
 

ROXANO
I am your creature, lady. Pretty gold,
And by this light methinks most easily earn’d.
There’s no faculty, say I, like a pander,
And that makes so many nowadays
Die in the trade. I have your gold, lady,
And eke your service. I am one step higher;
This office makes a gentleman a squire.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Outside a sheepcote
 

Enter Clown and two Shepherds.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Come, fellow clown, are the pits digg’d?
 

CLOWN
Ay, and as deep as an usurer’s conscience, I warrant thee.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
Mass, and that’s deep enough; ‘twill devour a widow and three orphans at a breakfast. Soft, is this it?
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Ay, ay, this is it.
 

CLOWN
Nay, for the deepness I’ll be sworn; but come, my masters, and lay these boughs cross over. So, so, artificially, and may all those whoreson muttonmongers, the wolves, hole here, which eat our sheep.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
I wonder what wolves those are which eat our sheep,
Whether they be he-wolves or she-wolves?
 

CLOWN
They should be he-wolves by their loving mutton,
But by their greediness they should be she-wolves,
For the belly of a she-wolf is never satisfied till it be damm’d up.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Why, are the she-wolves worse than the hes?
 

CLOWN
Why, is not the dam worse than the devil, pray?
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
You have answered me there indeed.
 

CLOWN
Why, man, if all the earth were a parchment, the sea ink, every stick a pen, and every knave a scrivener, they were not all able to write down the knaveries of she-wolves.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
A murrain on them, hes or shes: they suck the blood of none but our lambs.
 

CLOWN
Oh, always the weakest goes to the wall, as for example: knock down a sheep and he tumbles forwards; knock down a woman and she tumbles backwards.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Sirrah, I wonder how many sorts of wolves there be.
 

CLOWN
Marry, just as many sorts as there be knaves in the cards.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
Why, that’s four.
 

CLOWN
First there are your court wolves, and those be foul eaters and clean drinkers.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
And why clean drinkers?
 

CLOWN
Why, because when they be drunk, they commonly cast up all, and so make cleaning [work] of’t.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
So, sir, those are clean drinkers indeed.
 

CLOWN
The next are your country wolves: nothing chokes them but plenty; they sing like sirens when corn goes out by shipfuls, and dance after no tune but after an angel a bushel.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
The halter take such corn-cutters!
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
Are there no city wolves?
 

CLOWN
A rope on them, yes, huge routs; you shall have Long Lane full of them: they’ll feed upon any whore-carrion, these, or anything.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Have they such maws?
 

CLOWN
Maws? Why, man, fiddlers have no better stomachs; I have known some of them eat up a lord at three bits.
 

SECOND SHEPHERD
Three bonds, you mean.
 

CLOWN
A knight is nobody with them; a young gentleman is swallowed whole like a gudgeon.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
I wonder that gudgeon does not choke him.
 

CLOWN
A gudgeon choke him if the throat of his conscience be found; he’ll gulp down anything. Five of your silken gallants are swallowed easier than a damask prune, for our city wolves do so rule my young prodigal first in wax, which is soft, till he look like a gilded pill; and then so finely wrap him up in satin, which is sleek, that he goes down without chewing: and thereupon they are called slippery gallants.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
I’ll be no gentleman for that trick.
 

CLOWN
The last is your sea wolf, a horrible ravener too: he has a belly as big as a ship, and devours as much silk at a gulp as would serve forty dozen tailors against a Christmas day or a running at tilt.
 

FIRST SHEPHERD
Well, well, now our trap is set, what shall we do with the wolves we catch?
 

CLOWN
Why, those that are great ones and more than our matches we’ll let go, and the lesser wolves we’ll hang. Shall it be so?
 

BOTH
Ay, ay; each man to his stand.
 

Exeunt. Enter Lapyrus, solus.
 

LAPYRUS
Foul monster-monger, who must live by that
Which is thy own destruction! Why should men
Be nature’s bondslaves? Every creature else
Comes freely to the table of the earth,
That, which for man alone doth all things bear,
Scarce gives him his true diet anywhere.
What spiteful winds breath here, that not a tree
Spreads forth a friendly arm? Distressed queen
And most accursed babes, the earth that bears you
Like a proud mother scorns to give you food. Ha!
Thanks, fates; I now defy thee, starveling hunger!
Bless’d tree, four lives grow in thy fruit; run, taste it then:
Wise men serve first themselves than other men.
 

He falls into the pit.
 

Oh me, accursed and most miserable!
Help, help! Some angel lay a list’ning ear
To draw my cry up! None to lend help? Oh,
Then pine and die!
 

Enter Clown.
 

CLOWN
A wolf caught, a wolf caught!
 

LAPYRUS
Oh, help! I am no wolf, good friend.
 

CLOWN
No? What art thou then?
 

LAPYRUS
A miserable wretch.
 

CLOWN
An usurer?
 

LAPYRUS
No, no.
 

CLOWN
A broker then?
 

LAPYRUS
Mock not a man in woe, in a green wound:
Pour balsam and not physic.
 

CLOWN
‘Snails, he talks like a surgeon! If you be one, why do you not help yourself, sir?
 

LAPYRUS
I am no surgeon, friend; my name’s Lapyrus.
 

CLOWN
How! A wolf caught, ho! Lap, what, Lap, ho!
 

LAPYRUS
Lapyrus is my name; dost thou not know me?
 

CLOWN
Yes, for a wolfish rascal that would have worried his own country.
 

LAPYRUS
Torture me not, I prithee; I am that wretch.
A villain I was once, but I am now — 
 

CLOWN
The devil in the vault! You, sirrah, that betray’d your country, and the old king your uncle, there lie till one wolf devour another, thou treacherous rascal!
 

Exit.
 

LAPYRUS
Oh me, most miserable and wretched creature!
I now do find there’s a revenging fate
That dooms bad men to be unfortunate.
 




Act II Scene 2. 
 

A room in the castle
 

Enter Zenarchus, Tymethes, Amphridote, and Mazeres [following them].
 

TYMETHES
We are observ’d.
 

ZENARCHUS
By whom?
 

TYMETHES
Mazeres follows us.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Oh, he’s my protested servant, your sole rival.
 

TYMETHES
The devil he is.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
You’ll make a hot suitor of him anon?
 

TYMETHES
He may be hot in th’ end; his good parts sue for’t.
 

ZENARCHUS
He eyes us still.
 

TYMETHES
He does. You shall depart, lady;
I’ll take my leave on purpose in his presence.
He’s jealous, and a kiss runs through his heart;
I’ll make a thrust at him on your lip.
 

[He kisses her.]
 

MAZERES
[Aside] Death! Minute favours? Every step a kiss?
I think they count how the day goes by kissing;
’Tis past four since I met them.
 

TYMETHES
I have hit him in the gall instead of th’ blood;
He sheds distractions, which are worse than wounds.
 

ZENARCHUS
But sirrah!
 

MAZERES
Stays he to prove my rival? Curs’d be th’ hour
Wherein I advis’d the king for his stay here.
I have set slaves t’ entrap him, yet none prosper;
I’ll lay no more my faith upon their works:
Th’are weak and loose, and like a rotten wall,
Leaning on them may hazard my own fall.
I’ll use a swifter course, cut off long journeys
And tedious ways that run my hopes past breath:
I’ll take the plain road and hunt his death.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
So, so, he departs with a knit brow. No matter;
When his frown begets earthquakes, haply then
‘Twill shake me too: I shall stand firm till then.
 

Enter Roxano disguised [as a beggar].
 

ROXANO
[Aside] Mass, here ‘a walks. I am far enough from myself;
I challenge all disguises except drinking
To hide me better: I give way to that,
For that indeed will thrust a white gentleman
Into a suit of mud. But whist, I begin to be noted.
 

ZENARCHUS
Ay, he chang’d upon’t.
 

TYMETHES
I mark’d him.
 

[Roxano approaches them.]
 

ROXANO
Good your honours, your most comfortable, charitable relief
And devotion to a poor, star-cross’d gentleman.
 

TYMETHES
Pox on thee!
 

ROXANO
I’m bare enough already if it like your honour.
 

TYMETHES
He did!
 

ROXANO
[Aside] “Pox on thee?” Your young gallants love to give no alms
But that that will stick by a man, that’s one virtue in them:
He’s not content to have my hat off, but he would have my hair off too. — 
Thank your good lordship.
 

TYMETHES
No, was that his action!
 

AMPHRIDOTE
It call’d him lord.
 

ZENARCHUS
Nay, he’s a villain!
 

ROXANO
Good your honours! I have been a man in my time.
 

TYMETHES
Why, what art thou now?
 

ROXANO
Kept goodly beasts, had three wives, two men uprising, three maids down-lying; oh, good your kind honours!
 

TYMETHES
‘Sfoot, I am a beggar myself.
 

ROXANO
Perhaps your lordship gets by it.
Good your sweet honour!
 

TYMETHES
This fellow would be whipp’d.
 

ROXANO
Your lordship has forgot since you were a beggar.
 

TYMETHES
[Taking him aside] I’ll give thee somewhat for that jest, in troth!
 

ROXANO
But now you are in private, shut your purse and open your ear, sir.
 

TYMETHES
How!
 

ZENARCHUS
[To Amphridote] He’s dealing his devotion; hinder him not.
 

ROXANO
I am not literally a beggar, as puritanical as I appear.
The naked truth is you are happily desired — 
 

TYMETHES
Ha?
 

ROXANO
Of the most sweet, delicate, divine,
Pleasing, ravishing creature — 
 

TYMETHES
Peace, peace, prithee peace.
 

ROXANO
That ever made man’s wishes perfect.
 

TYMETHES
Nay, say not so; I saw one creature lately
Exceeds all human form for true perfection:
This may be beauteous.
 

ROXANO
This for white and red, sir.
Her honour and my oath sue for that pardon;
You must not know her name nor see her face.
 

TYMETHES
How?
 

ROXANO
She rather chooseth death in her neglect
Than so to hazard life or lose respect.
 

TYMETHES
How shall I come at her?
 

ROXANO
Let your will
Subscribe to the sure means already wrought;
She shall be safely pleas’d, you safely brought.
 

TYMETHES
Ha! And is this sheer faith, without any trick in’t?
 

ROXANO
Let me perish in this office else, and I need wish
No more damnation than to die a pander.
 

TYMETHES
Thou speakest well. When meet we?
 

ROXANO
Five is the fixed hour, upon tomorrow’s evening.
 

TYMETHES
So. The place?
 

ROXANO
Near to the further lodge.
 

TYMETHES
Go to then. It holds honest all the way?
 

ROXANO
Else does there live no honesty but in lawyers.
 

TYMETHES
Enough. Five? And the furthest lodge? I’ll meet thee.
 

ROXANO
Enjoy the sweetest treasure in a woman.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Always excepting and the tyrant’s gem.
 

ZENARCHUS
What, have you done with the beggar?
 

TYMETHES
None that lives can say he has done with the beggar.
 

ZENARCHUS
Hold conference so long with such a fellow?
 

TYMETHES
How? Are your wits perfect? If one should refuse to talk with every beggar, he might refuse brave company sometimes: gallants, i’faith.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 3. 
 

Outside the sheepcote
 

Enter the old King, Fidelio, and Amorpho.
 

KING
The loss of my dear queen afflicts me more
Than all Lapyrus’ cursed treacheries. Inhuman monster!
 

LAPYRUS
[In the pit] If you have human forms to fit those voices
And hearts that may be pierc’d with misery’s groans
Sent from a fainting spirit, pity a wretch,
A miserable man, prisoner to darkness;
Your charitable strengths this way repair,
And lift my flesh to the reviving air!
 

KING
Alas, some travelling man, by night outstripp’d,
Missing his away into this danger slipp’d.
Set all our hands to help him. Come, good man,
They that sit high may make their ends below.
 

LAPYRUS
Millions of thanks and prayers.
 

KING
Y’are heavy, sir, whoe’er you be.
 

LAPYRUS
There’s weight within keeps down my soul and me.
 

KING
One full strength more makes our pains happy, poor strength helps the poor.
So, sir, y’are welcome to — Lapyrus? Oh!
 

Lapyrus falls down.
 

We do forgive thy treachery; revive:
’Tis pity and not hate makes goodness thrive.
 

LAPYRUS
Oh, that astonishment had left me dead!
Shame, sitting on my brow, weighs down my head:
Even thus the guilt of my abhorred sin
Flash’d in my face when I beheld the queen.
 

KING
Our queen! Oh, where, Lapyrus? Tell the rest!
 

LAPYRUS
Within this forest with her babes distress’d.
 

KING
Which way? Lead, dear Lapyrus.
 

LAPYRUS
Follow me then.
 

KING
Not only shall we quit thy soul’s offence,
But give thy happy labour recompense.
 

Exeunt.
 

Dumb Show
 

Enter the Old Queen weeping, with both her infants, the one dead. She lays down the other on a bank and goes to bury the dead, expressing much grief. Enter the former Shepherds, walking by carelessly; at last they espy the child and strive for it, at last the Clown gets it and dandles it, expressing all signs of joy to them. Enter again the Queen; she looks for her babe and, finding it gone, wrings her hands. The Shepherds see her, then whisper together, then beckon to her. She joyfully runs to them, they return her child, she points to her breasts as meaning she should [nurse] it, they all give her money, the Clown kisses the babe and her, and so exeunt several ways. Then enter Lapyrus, the old King, Amorpho, and Fidelio; they miss the Queen and so expressing great sorrow. Exeunt. Enter Chorus.
 

CHORUS
The miserable queen expecting still
The infants’ succour from Lapyrus’ hand,
Who wants himself, it chanc’d through extreme want
The youngest died, and this so near his end,
That had not shepherds happily passed by
And on the babe cast a compassionate eye,
And snatch’d the child out of the arms of death
Where the sad mother left it, the same hour
Had been his grave that gives his life new power.
Thus the distressed queen, to them unknown,
Was as a nurse receiv’d unto her own,
Whose sight Lapyrus missing, having led
The king her husband to this hapless place,
They all depart in extreme height of grief
To get unto their own sad want release.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

The lodge
 

Enter Roxano with his disguise in his hand.
 

ROXANO
This is the farther lodge, the place of meeting, the hour scarce come yet. Well. I was not born to this; there’s not a hair to choose betwixt me and a pander in this case, shift it off as well as I can. I do envy this fellow’s happiness now, and could cut his [throat] at pleasure. I could e’en gnaw feathers now to think of his downy felicity: I, that could never aspire above a dairy wench, the very cream of my fortunes. That he should bath in nectar, and I most unfortunate in buttermilk! This is good dealing now, is’t?
 

Enter Mazeres, musing.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] I’ll have some other, for he must not live.
 

ROXANO
[Aside] Who’s this? My Lord Mazeres, discontent!
H’ has been to seek me twice, and privately;
I wonder at the business. I’m no statesman;
If I be, ’tis more than I know: I protest therefore
I dare not call it in question. What should he make with me?
I’ll discover myself to him; if th’ other come
In the meantime, so I may be caught bravely,
Yet ’tis scarce the hour. I’ll put it to the trial.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] Roxano in my judgment had been fittest,
And farthest from suspect of such a deed
Because he keeps in the castle.
 

ROXANO
My lov’d lord.
 

MAZERES
Roxano!
 

ROXANO
The same, my lord.
 

MAZERES
I was to seek thee twice.
Tell me, Roxano, have I any power in thee?
Do I move there, or any part of me
Flow in thy blood?
 

ROXANO
As far as life, my lord.
 

MAZERES
As far as love, man; I ask no further.
 

ROXANO
Touch me then, my lord, and try my mettle.
 

MAZERES
[Giving him gold] First, there’s gold for thee,
After which follow favour, eminence,
And all those gifts which fortune calls her own.
 

ROXANO
Well, my lord.
 

MAZERES
There’s one Tymethes, son to the banish’d king,
Lives about court, Zenarchus gives him grace,
That fellows my diseases; I thrive not with him:
He’s like a prison chain shook in my ears;
I take no sleep for him, his favours mad me.
My honours and my dignities are dreams
When I behold him; that right arm can ease me:
I will not boast my bounties, but forever
Live rich and happy. Thou art wise; farewell.
 

Exit.
 

ROXANO
Hum, what news is here now? “Thou art wise; farewell.” By my troth, I think it is a part of wisdom to take gold when it is offer’d: many wise men will do’t; that I learnt of my learned counsel. This is worth thinking on now. To kill Tymethes, so strangely belov’d by a lady, and so monstrously detested by a lord? Here’s gold to bring Tymethes, and here’s gold to kill Tymethes. Ay, let me see: which weighs heaviest? By my faith, I think the killing gold will carry ‘t. I shall like many a bad lawyer run my conscience upon the greatest fee: who gives most is like to fare best. I like my safety so much the worse in this business in that Lord Mazeres is his profess’d enemy. He’s the king’s bosom; he blows his thoughts into him, and I had rather be torn with whirlwinds than fall into any of their furies. Troth, as far as I can see, the wisest course is to play the knave, lay open this venery, betray him. But see, my lord again.
 

Enter Mazeres.
 

MAZERES
Hast thou thought of me? May I do good upon thee?
I’ll out of recreation make thee worthy,
Play honours to thy hand.
 

ROXANO
My lord?
 

MAZERES
Art thou resolv’d and I will be thy lord?
 

ROXANO
It will appear I am so.
Be proud of your revenge before I name it.
Never was man so fortunate in his hate;
I’ll give you a whole age but to think how.
 

MAZERES
Thou mak’st me thirst.
 

ROXANO
Tymethes meets me here.
 

MAZERES
Here? Excellent. On Roxano; he meets thee here.
 

ROXANO
I meant at first to betray all to you, sir;
Understand that, my lord.
 

MAZERES
I’faith, I do.
 

ROXANO
Then thus, my lord — 
 

Enter Tymethes.
 

He comes.
 

MAZERES
Withdraw behind the lodge; relate it briefly.
 

[Roxano and Mazeres withdraw.]
 

TYMETHES
A delicate, sweet creature? ‘Slight, who should it be?
I must not know her name nor see her face?
It may be some trick to have my bones bastinadoed
Well, and so sent back again. What say you to a blanketing?
Faith, so ‘twere done by a lady and her chambermaids
I care not, for if they toss me in the blankets,
I’ll toss them in the sheets, and that’s one for th’ other.
A man may be led into a thousand villainies,
But the fellow swore enough,
And here’s blood apt enough to believe him.
 

MAZERES
I both admire the deed and my revenge.
 

ROXANO
My lord, I’ll make your way.
 

MAZERES
Thou mak’st thy friend.
 

Exit. [Roxano approaches Tymethes.]
 

TYMETHES
Art come? We meet e’en jump upon a minute.
 

ROXANO
Ay, but you’ll play the better jumper of the two;
I shall not jump so near as you by a handful.
 

TYMETHES
How! At a running leap?
 

ROXANO
That is more hard;
At a running leap you may give me a handful.
 

TYMETHES
So, so, what’s to be done?
 

ROXANO
Nothing but put this hood over your head.
 

TYMETHES
How? I never went blindfold before.
 

ROXANO
You never went otherwise, sir, for all folly is blind.
Besides, sir, when we see the sin we act,
We think each trivial crime a bloody fact.
 

TYMETHES
Well follow’d of a serving-man.
 

ROXANO
serving-men always follow their masters, sir.
 

TYMETHES
No, not in their mistresses.
 

ROXANO
There I leave you, sir.
 

TYMETHES
I desire to be left when I come there, sir.
But faith, sincerely, is there no trick in this?
Prithee, deal honestly with me.
 

ROXANO
Honestly, if protestation be not honest,
I know not what to call it.
 

TYMETHES
Why, if she affect me so truly, she
Might trust me with her knowledge; I could be secret
To her chief actions. Why, I love women too well.
 

ROXANO
She’ll trust you the worse for that, sir.
 

TYMETHES
Why, because I love women?
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, ’tis most common,
He that loves women is ne’er true to woman.
Experience daily proves he loveth none
With a true heart that affects more than one.
 

TYMETHES
Your wit runs nimbly, sir; pray, use your pleasure.
 

ROXANO
Why, then goodnight, sir.
 

He puts on the hood.
 

TYMETHES
Mass, the candle’s out.
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, the better sports taste best in th’ night,
And what we do in the dark we hate i’ th’ light.
 

TYMETHES
A good doer mayst thou prove for thy experience.
Come, give my thy hand; thou mayst prove an honest lad,
But however I’ll trust thee.
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, first try me.
But we protract good hours; come, follow me, sir.
Why, this is right your sportive gallants prize:
Before they’ll lose their sport, they’ll lose their eyes.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2. 
 

A room in the lodge
 

Enter the [Young] Queen and four Servants, [the first called Valesta,] she with a book in her hand.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, my fear-fighting blood! Are you all here?
 

VALESTA
All at your pleasure, madam.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
That’s my wish, and my opinion
Hath ever been persuaded of your truths,
And I have found you willing t’ all employments
We put into your charge.
 

SECOND SERVANT
In our faiths, madam.
 

THIRD SERVANT
For we are bound in duty to your bounty.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Will you to what I shall prescribe swear secrecy?
 

FOURTH SERVANT
Try us, sweet lady, and you shall prove our faiths.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
To all things that you hear or see
I swear you all to secrecy:
I pour my life into your breasts;
There my doom or safety rests.
If you prove untrue to all,
Now I rather choose to fall
With loss of my desire than light
Into the tyrant’s wrathful spite.
But in vain I doubt your trust;
I never found your hearts but just.
On this book your vows arrive,
And as in truth in favour thrive.
 

[They lay their hands on the book.]
 

OMNES
We wish no higher, so we swear.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Like jewels all your vows I’ll wear.
Here, take this paper; there those secrets dwell.
Go read your charge, which I should blush to tell.
[Aside] All’s sure, I nothing doubt of safety now,
To which each servant hath combin’d his vow.
Roxano, that begins it trustily,
I cannot choose but praise him; he’s so needful:
There’s nothing can be done about a lady
But he is for it. Honest Roxano!
Even from our head to feet he’s so officious.
The time draws on; I feel the minutes here:
No clock so true as love that strikes in fear.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3. 
 

A banqueting room in the lodge
 

Soft music, a table with lights set out, arras spread. Enter Roxano leading Tymethes [hooded]. Mazeres meets them.
 

TYMETHES
How far lack I yet of my blind pilgrimage?
 

MAZERES
[Aside to Roxano] Whist! Roxano!
 

ROXANO
You are at your — [Aside to Mazeres] In, my lord,
Away; I’ll help you to a disguise.
 

MAZERES
[Aside to Roxano] Enough.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
Methinks I walk in a vault all underground.
 

ROXANO
And now your long lost eyes again are found.
Good morrow, sir.
 

Pulls off the hood.
 

TYMETHES
By the mass, the day breaks!
 

ROXANO
Rest here, my lord, and you shall find content;
Catch your desires, stay here, they shall be sent.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] Though it be night, ’tis morning to that night which brought me hither.
Ha! The ground spread with arras? What place is this?
Rich hangings? Faire room gloriously furnish’d?
Lights and their lustre? Riches and their splendour?
’Tis no mean creature, these dumb token witness;
Troth, I begin t’ affect my hostess better:
I love her in her absence, though unknown,
For courtly form that’s here observ’d and shown.
 

Loud music. Enter [the four Servants masked,] two with a banquet, other two with lights; they set ‘em down and depart, making observance. Roxano takes one of them [Valesta] aside.
 

ROXANO
Valesta? Yes, the same; ’tis my lady’s pleasure
You give to me your coat, and vizarded attend without
Till she employ you.
 

[Exit Valesta.]
 

So now this [disguise]
Serves for my Lord Mazeres, for he watches
[For] fit occasion. Lecher, now beware:
Securely sit and fearlessly quaff and eat;
You’ll find sour sauce still after your sweetmeat.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
The servants all in vizards? By this light,
I do admire the carriage of her love,
For I account that woman above wife
Can sin and hide the shame from a man’s eyes.
They never do their easy sex more [wrong]
Than when they venture fame upon man’s tongue.
Yet I could swear concealment in love’s plot,
But happy woman that believes me not.
Whate’er is spoke or to be spoke seems fit;
All still concludes her happiness and wit.
 

Loud music. Enter Roxano, Mazeres [masked and wearing Valesta’s coat], and the [three other] Servants with dishes of sweetmeats; Roxano places them. Each having delivered his dish makes low obeisance to Tymethes. [Exeunt Servants.]
 

ROXANO
This banquet from her own hand received grace:
Herself prepar’d it for you, as appears
By the choice sweets it yields, able to move
A man past sense to the delights of love.
I bid you welcome as her most priz’d guest,
First to this banquet, next to pleasure’s feast.
 

TYMETHES
Whoe’er she be, we thank her, and commend
Her care and love to entertain a friend.
 

ROXANO
That speaks her sex’s rareness, for to woman
The darkest path love treads is clear and common;
She wishes your content may be as great
As if her presence fill’d that other seat.
 

TYMETHES
Convey my thanks to her, and fill some wine.
 

MAZERES
[Offering wine] My lord?
 

ROXANO
[Aside] My Lord Mazeres caught the office:
I can’t but laugh to see how well he plays
The devil in a vizard, damns where he crouches.
Little thinks the prince
Under that face lurks his life’s enemy,
Yet he but keeps the fashion: great men kill
As flatterers stab, who laugh when they mean ill.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] Now could I poison him fitly, aptly, rarely!
 

Enter a Lady with wine.
 

My vengeance speaks me happy: there it goes.
 

TYMETHES
Some wine?
 

MAZERES
It comes, my lord.
 

LADY
My lady begun to you, sir, and doth commend
This to your heart, and with it her affection.
 

TYMETHES
I’ll pledge her thankfully.
 

Spills the wine.
 

There, remove that.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] And in this my revenge must be remov’d
Where first I left it; now my abused wrath
Pursues thy ruin in this dangerous path.
 

ROXANO
[Aside] That cup hath quite dash’d my Lord Mazeres.
 

TYMETHES
[To the Lady] Return my faith, my reverence, my respect,
And tell her this, which courteously I find:
She hides her face, but lets me see her mind.
 

[Exit Lady.]
 

ROXANO
[Aside] I would not taste of such a banquet to feel that which follows it, for the love of an empress. ’Tis more dangerous to be a lecher than to enter upon a breach. Yet how securely he munches!
His thoughts are sweeter than the very meats before him;
He little dreams of his destruction,
His horrible, fearful ruin which cannot be withstood:
The end of venery is disease or blood.
 

Soft music. Enter the [Young] Queen masked in her nightgown, her maid with a shirt and a nightcap. [Maid gives Roxano the shirt and nightcap; the Young Queen and maid exeunt.]
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] I have not known one happier for his pleasure
Than in that state we are; ’tis a strange trick
And [sweetly] carried. By this light, a delicate creature,
And should have a good face if all hit right,
For they that have good bodies and bad faces
Were all mismatch’d and made up in blind places.
 

ROXANO
The wind and tide serve, sir; you have lighted upon a sea of pleasure. Here’s your sail, sir, and your top streamer, a fair wrought shirt and a nightcap.
 

TYMETHES
I shall make a sweet voyage of this.
 

ROXANO
Ay, if you knew all, sir.
 

TYMETHES
Is not all known yet? What’s to be told?
 

ROXANO
Five hundred crowns in the shirt sleeve of gold.
 

TYMETHES
How!
 

ROXANO
’Tis my good lady’s pleasure:
No clouds eclipse her bounty; she shines clear.
Some like that pleasure best that costs most dear;
Yet I think your lordship is not of that mind now:
You like that best that brings a banquet with it,
And five hundred crowns.
 

TYMETHES
Ay, by this light, do I,
And I think thou art of my mind.
 

ROXANO
We jump somewhat near, sir.
 

TYMETHES
But what does she mean to reward me aforehand?
I may prove an eunuch now for ought she knows.
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, I ne’er knew any of your hair
But he was absolute at the game.
 

TYMETHES
Faith,
We are much of a colour. But here’s a note; what says it?
 

He reads.
 

“Our love and bounty shall increase
So long as you regard our peace;
Unless your life you would forgo,
Who we are seek not to know.
Enjoy me freely: for your sake
This dangerous shift I undertake.
Be therefore wise, keep safe your breath;
You cannot see me under death.”
I’d be loath to venture so far for the sight
Of any creature under heaven.
 

ROXANO
Nay, sir,
I think you may see a thousand faces better.
 

TYMETHES
Well, I will shift me instantly, and be content
With my groping fortune.
 

Exit.
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, you’ll grope to purpose.
 

Exit.
 

MAZERES
I’ll after thee, and see the measure of my vengeance unheap’d.
His ruin is my charge; I have seen that
This night would make one blush through this vizard:
Like lightning in a tempest her lust shows,
Or drinking drunk in thunder, horrible,
For on this act a thousand dangers wait.
The king will seize him in his burning fury
And seal his vengeance on his reeking breast,
Though I make pander’s use of ear and eye,
No office vile to damn mine enemy.
This course is but the first, ‘twill not rest there:
The next shall change him into fire and air.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

A room in the castle
 

Enter Tymethes and Zenarchus.
 

TYMETHES
Nay, did e’er subtly match it?
 

ZENARCHUS
‘Slight, led to a lady hoodwink’d,
Placed in state, and banqueted in vizards!
 

TYMETHES
All, by this light! But all this nothing was
To the delicious pleasures of her bed.
 

ZENARCHUS
Who should this be?
 

TYMETHES
Nay, enquire not, brother;
I’d give one eye to see her with the other.
Seest thou this jewel? In the midst of night
I slipp’d it from her veil, unfelt of her;
‘T may be so kind unto me as to bring
Her beauty to my knowledge.
 

ZENARCHUS
Canst not guess at her, nor at the place?
 

TYMETHES
At neither for my heart; why, I’ll tell thee, man,
’Twas handled with such art, such admir’d cunning,
What with my blindness and their general darkness,
That when mine eyes receiv’d their liberty,
I was ne’er the nearer.
To them in full form I appear’d unshrouded,
But all their lights to me were mask’d and clouded.
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites] and Mazeres, observing.
 

ZENARCHUS
‘Fore heaven, I do admire the cunning of’t!
 

TYMETHES
Nay, you cannot outvie my admiration:
I had a feeling of’t beyond your passion.
 

Enter Amphridote.
 

ZENARCHUS
Well, blow this over; see, our sister comes.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Art sure, Mazeres, that he courts our daughter?
 

MAZERES
I’m sure of more, my lord: she favours him.
 

[ARMATRITES]
That beggar?
 

MAZERES
Worse, my lord, that villain traitor,
And yet worse, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
How?
 

MAZERES
Pardon, my lord; a riper time
Shall bring him forth.
 

Tymethes kisses her.
 

Behold him there, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Dares she so far forget respect to us
And dim her own lustre to give him grace?
 

MAZERES
Favours are grown to custom ‘twixt them both:
Letters, close banquets, whisperings, private meetings.
 

[ARMATRITES]
I’ll make them dangerous meetings.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
In faith, my lord, I’ll have this jewel.
 

TYMETHES
’Tis not my gift, lady.
 

[ARMATRITES]
What’s that, Mazeres?
 

MAZERES
Marry, my lord, she courtly begs a jewel of him
Which he keeps back as courtly, with fair words.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I have sworn, my lord.
 

TYMETHES
Why, upon that condition
You’ll keep it safe and close from all strange eyes,
Not wronging me, ’tis yours.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I swear.
 

TYMETHES
It shall suffice.
 

[They kiss. Exit Zenarchus and Amphridote.]
 

MAZERES
’Tis hers, my lord, at which they part in kisses.
 

[ARMATRITES]
I’ll make those meetings bitter; both shall rue.
We have found Mazeres to this minute true.
 

Exit [cum] Mazeres.
 

TYMETHES
No trick to see this lady? Heart of ill fortune!
The jewel that was begg’d from me too was
The hope I had to gain her, wish’d for knowledge.
Well, here’s a heart within will not be quiet.
The eye is the sweet feeder of the soul
When the taste wants: that keeps the memory whole.
’Tis bad to be in darkness, all know well,
Than not to see what doth it want of hell.
What says the note?
“Unless your life you would forgo,
[Who] we are seek not to know.”
Pish, all idle.
As if she’d suffer death to threaten me
Whom she so bounteously and firmly loves!
No trick? Excellent, ‘twill fit; make use of that.
 

Enter Mazeres and Roxano.
 

MAZERES
[Aside to Roxano] Enough; th’art honest. I affect thee much.
Go, train him to his ruin.
 

ROXANO
[Aside to Mazeres] Let me alone, my lord; doubt not I’ll train him:
Perhaps, sir, I have the art.
 

Exit [Mazeres].
 

TYMETHES
Oh, I know thy mind.
 

ROXANO
The further lodge?
 

TYMETHES
Enough; I’ll meet thee presently.
 

ROXANO
[Aside] Why, so. I like one that will make an end of himself at few words. A man that hath a quick perseverance in ill, a leaping spirit, he’ll run through horror’s jaws to catch a sin, but to o’ertake a virtue, he softly paces, like a man that’s sent some tedious, dark, unprofitable journey. Corrupt is nature: she loves nothing more than what she most should hate. There’s nothing springs apace in man but gray hairs, cares, and sins.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
I’ll see her, come what can; but what can prove?
She cannot seek my death that seeks my love.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 2. 
 

Another room in the castle
 

Enter Amphridote and Mazeres.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
My lord, what is the matter?
 

MAZERES
I know not what;
The king sent.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Well, we obey.
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites].
 

MAZERES
Here comes his highness.
 

[ARMATRITES]
How now, what’s she?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I, my lord? Your highness
Knew me once, your most obedient daughter.
 

[ARMATRITES]
They lie that tell me so; this is not she.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
No, my lord?
 

[ARMATRITES]
No, for as thou art I know thee not,
And I shall strive still to forget thee more.
Thou neither bear’st in memory my respects
Nor thy own worths; how can we think of thee
But as of a dejected, worthless creature,
So far beneath our grace and thy own lustre,
That we disdain to know thee?
Was there no choice ‘mong our selected nobles
To make thy favourite besides Tymethes,
Son to our enemy, a wretch, a beggar,
Dead to all fortunes, honours, or their hopes,
Besides his breath worth nothing? Abject wretch,
To place thy affection so vigourously
On him can ne’er requite it! Deny ‘t not;
We know the favours thou hast given him:
Pledges of love, close letters, private meetings,
And whisperings are customary ‘twixt you.
Come, which be his gifts? Whereabout lie his pledges?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Your grace hath been injuriously inform’d;
I ne’er receiv’d pledge.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Impudent creature,
When in our sight and hearing,
Shamefully undervaluing thy best honours
And setting by all modesty of blood,
Thou begg’dst a jewel of him.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Oh, pardon me, my lord, I had forgot. Here ’tis;
That is the same, and that e’er was his.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Ha! This! How came this hither?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I gave it you, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Who gave it thee?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Tymethes.
 

[ARMATRITES]
He! Who gave it him?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I know
Not that, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Then here it sticks, Mazeres!
 

MAZERES
My lord!
 

[ARMATRITES]
’Tis my queen’s, my queen’s, Mazeres!
How to him came this?
 

MAZERES
I can resolve your highness.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Can Mazeres?
 

MAZERES
He is some ape; the husk falls from him now,
And you shall know his inside: he’s a villain,
A traitor to the pleasures of your bed.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, I shall burst with torment!
 

MAZERES
He’s receiv’d this night
Into her bosom.
 

[ARMATRITES]
I feel a whirlwind in me
Ready to tear the frame of my mortality!
 

MAZERES
I trac’d him to the deed.
 

[ARMATRITES]
And saw it done?
 

MAZERES
I abus’d my eyes in the true survey of’t,
Tainted my hearing with lascivious sounds;
My loyalty did prompt me to be sure
Of what I found so wicked and impure.
 

[ARMATRITES]
’Tis spring-tide in my gall; all my blood’s bitter,
Puh, lungs too!
 

MAZERES
This night.
 

[ARMATRITES]
[Lodovicus]!
 

Enter [Lodovicus].
 

LODOVICUS
My lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
How cam’st thou up? Let’s hear.
 

LODOVICUS
My lord, my first beginning was a broker.
 

[ARMATRITES]
A knave from the beginning; there’s no hope
Of him. [Sextorio]?
 

Enter [Sextorio].
 

[SEXTORIO]
Here, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
We know thee just; how cam’st thou up? Let’s hear.
 

[SEXTORIO]
From no desert that I can challenge
But your highness’ favour.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Thou art honest in that answer.
Go, report we are forty leagues off:
Ride forth; spread it about the castle cunningly.
 

[SEXTORIO]
I’ll do it faithfully, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Do’t cunningly,
Go; if thou shouldst do’t faithfully, thou liest.
 

[Exit Sextorio.]
 

I’m lost by violence through all my senses;
I’m blind with rage, Mazeres. Guide me forth:
I tread in air, and see no foot nor path;
I have lost myself, yet cannot lose my wrath.
 

Exeunt all but Amphridote.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
What have I heard? It dares not be but true.
Tymethes taken in adulterate trains,
And with the queen my mother? Now I hate him,
As beauty abhors years or usurers charity;
He does appear unto my eye a leper,
Full of sin’s black infection, foul adultery.
 

Enter Mazeres.
 

Cursed be the hour in which I first did grace him,
And let Mazeres starve in my disdain
That hath so long observ’d me with true love,
Whose loyalty in this approves the same.
 

MAZERES
Madam.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
My love?
My lord, I should say, but would say my love.
 

MAZERES
I do beseech your grace for what I have done.
Lay no oppressing censure upon me;
I could not but in honesty reveal it,
Not envying in that he was my rival,
Nor in the force of any ancient grudge,
But as the deed in its own nature crav’d.
So ‘mong the rest it was reveal’d to me,
Appearing so detested that yourself,
Gracious and kind, had you but seen the manner
Would have thrown by all pity and remorse
And took my office or one more in force.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Rise, dear Mazeres, in our favours, rise;
So far am I from censure to reprove thee
That in my hate to him I choose and love thee.
 

MAZERES
If constant service may be call’d desert,
I shall deserve.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Man hath no better part.
 

MAZERES aside
Why, this was happily observ’d and follow’d;
The king will to the castle late tonight
And tread through all the vaults. I must attend.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I wish that at first sight th’ hadst forc’d his end.
 

Exit.
 

MAZERES
’Tis better thus; so my revenge imports.
Now thrive my plots; the end shall make me great:
She mine, the crown sits here; I am then complete.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 3. 
 

A drawing-room in the lodge
 

Enter [Young] Queen and her maid with a light.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
So, leave us here awhile; bear back the light:
I would not be discovered if he come.
You know his entertainment, so be gone.
 

[Exit maid.]
 

I am not cheerful, troth, what point soe’er
My powers arrive at: I desire a league
With desolate [darkness] and disconsolate fancies;
There is no music in my soul tonight.
What should I fear when all my servants’ faiths
Sleep in my bounty, and no bribes nor threats
Can wake them from my safety? For the king,
He’s forty leagues rode forth; I heard it lately.
Yet heaviness, like a tyrant, proud in night,
Usurps my power, rules where it hath no right.
 

She sleeps. [Enter Roxano with Tymethes hoodwink’d.]
 

TYMETHES
Methinks this a longer voyage than the first.
 

ROXANO
Pleasure once tasted makes the next seem worse.
 

TYMETHES
Is that the trick?
 

ROXANO
Oh, sir, experience proves it:
You came at first to enjoy what you ne’er knew;
Now all is but the same, whate’er you do.
 

TYMETHES
[Aside] I’ll prove that false; the sight of her is new.
 

ROXANO
[Taking off Tymethes’s hood] I have forgot a business to my Lord Mazeres;
My safety to the king relies upon’t.
You are in the house, my lord; this is the withdrawing-room.
 

TYMETHES
I see nothing.
 

ROXANO
No matter, sir, as long as you have
Feeling enough.
 

TYMETHES
Is the hood off?
 

ROXANO
’Tis here in my hand, sir.
I must crave pardon, leave you here awhile,
But as you love my safety and your own,
Remove not from this room till my return.
 

TYMETHES
Well, here’s my hand I will not.
 

ROXANO
’Tis enough, sir.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
Hist! Art gone? Then boldly I step forth,
Cunning discoverer of an unknown beauty
As subtle as her plot. Thou art mask’d too.
Show me a little comfort in this condensive darkness;
Play the flatterer, laugh in my face.
 

Opens a dark lanthorn.
 

Why, here’s enough to perfect all my wishes;
With this I taste of that forbidden fruit
Which, as she says, death follows: death, ‘twill sting.
Soft, what room’s this? Let’s see, ’tis not the former
I was entertain’d in; no, it somewhat differs:
Rich hangings still, court deckings, ay, and all — 
 

He spies the [Young] Queen.
 

Oh, all that can be in man’s wish compris’d
Is in thy love immortal, in thy graces!
I am not the same flesh; my touch is alter’d.
 

She awakes.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Hast thou betray’d me? What hast thou attempted?
 

TYMETHES
Nothing that can be prejudicial
To the sweet peace of those illustrious graces.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, my most certain ruin!
 

TYMETHES
Admired lady, hear me, hear my vow.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, miserable youth, none saves thee now!
 

TYMETHES
By that which man holds dearest, dreadful queen,
And all that can be in a vow constrain’d,
I’ll prove as true, secret, and vigilant
As ever man observ’d with serious virtue
The dreadful call of his departing soul.
Your own soul to your secrets shall not prove more true
Than mine to it, to them, to all, to you.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, misery of affection built on breath!
Were I as far past my belief in heaven
As in man’s oaths, I were the foulest devil.
 

TYMETHES
May I eat and ne’er be nourished, live and know nothing,
Love without enjoying, if ever — 
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Come, this is more than needs.
 

TYMETHES
There’s comfort then.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
You that profess such truth, shall I enjoin you
To one poor penance then to try your faith?
 

TYMETHES
Be’t what it will, command it.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Spend but this hour, wherein you have offended,
In true repentance of your sin and all
Your hasty youth stands guilty of, and being clear,
You shall enjoy that which you hold most dear.
 

TYMETHES
And if this penance I perform not truly,
May I henceforth ne’er be received to favour.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Why, then I’ll leave you to your tasks awhile.
[Aside] Most wretched, doubtful, strange, distracted woman,
E’en drawn in pieces betwixt love and fear,
I weep in thought of both. Bold, venturous youth!
Twice I writ death, yet would he seek to know me;
He’ll make no conscience where his oaths bestow me.
 

Exit.
 

TYMETHES
I’m glad all’s so well past, and she appeas’d;
I swear I did expect a harder penance
When she began to enjoin me. Why, this is wholesome
For soul and body, though I seldom use it:
Her wisdom is as pleasing as her beauty;
I never knew affection hastier borne,
With more true art and less suspicion.
It so amaz’d me to know her my mistress,
I had no power to close the light again,
Unhappy that I was — 
 

Enter the [Young] Queen with two pistols.
 

Peace, here she comes;
Down to thy penance. — Think of thy whole youth,
From the first minute that the womb conceiv’d me
To this full-heaped hour; I do repent me,
With heart as penitent as a man dissolving,
Of all my sins, born with me and born of me,
Dishonest thoughts and sights, the paths of youth:
So thrive in mercy as I end in truth.
 

She shoots him dead.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Fly to thy wish; I pray it may be given:
Man in a twinkling is in earth and heaven.
I dealt not like a coward with thy soul,
Nor took it unprepar’d;
I gave him time to put his armour on,
And sent him forth like a celestial champion.
I lov’d thee with more care and truer moan,
Since thou must die to taste more deaths than one;
Too much by this pity and love confesses
Had any warning fasten’d on thy senses.
Rash, unadvised youth, whom my soul weeps for,
How oft I told thee this attempt was death;
Yet wouldst thou venture on, fond man, and knew.
But what destruction will not youth pursue?
Here long mightst thou have liv’d, been lov’d, enjoy’d,
Had not thy will thy happiness destroy’d.
Thoughtst thou by oaths to have thy deeds well borne?
Thou shouldst have come when man was ne’er forsworn:
They are dangerous now; witness this breach of thine.
Who’s false to his own faith will ne’er keep mine.
We must be safe, young man; the deed’s unknown:
There are more loves, honours, no, more than one.
Yet spite of death, I’ll kiss thee. [Kisses him.] Oh, strange ill,
That for our fears we should our comforts kill!
Whom shall I trust with this poor bleeding body?
Yonder’s a secret vault runs through the castle;
There for a while convey him. Hapless boy,
That never knew how dear ’twas to enjoy!
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites] with a torch.
 

[Aside] Oh, I’m confounded everlastingly,
Damn’d to a thousand tortures in the sight!
What shall I frame? — My lord!
 

She runs to him.
 

[ARMATRITES]
What’s she?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, my sweet, dearest lord!
 

[ARMATRITES]
Thy name?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thy poor, affrighted and endangered queen.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, I know thee now!
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Did not your majesty hear the piteous shrieks
Of an enforced lady?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Yes, whose were they?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Mine, my most worthy lord: behold this villain,
Seal’d with his just desert. Light here, my king:
This violent youth, whom till this night I saw not,
Being, as it seems, acquainted with the footsteps
Of that dark passage, broke through the vault upon me,
And with a secret lanthorn search’d me out,
And seized me at my orisons alone,
And bringing me by violence to this room,
Far from my guard or any hope of rescue,
Intending here the ruin of my honour;
But in the strife, as the good gods ordain’d it,
Reaching for succour, I lighted on a pistol,
Which I presum’d was not without his charge.
Then I redeemed mine honour from his lust,
So he that sought my fall lies in the dust.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, let me embrace thee for a brave, unmatchable,
Precious, unvalued, admirable whore!
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Ha! What says my lord?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Come hither; yet draw nearer. How came this man
To’s end? I would hear that; I would learn cunning.
Tell me that I may wonder and so [love] thee.
There is no art like this; let me partake
A subtly no devil can imitate.
Speak, why is all so contrary to time?
He down and you up? Ha, why thus?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
I am sorry for my lord, I understand him not.
 

[ARMATRITES]
The deed is not so monstrous in itself
As is the art which ponders home the deed;
The cunning doth amaze me past the sin,
That he should fall before my rage begin.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
My lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Come hither yet, one of those left hands give me:
Thou hast no right at all. [I will do nought,]
Nothing [but] put a ring upon a finger.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
That’s a wrong finger for a ring, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
And what was he on whom you bounteously
Bestow’d this jewel?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN aside
I do not like that word.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Look well upon’t: dost know it? Ay, and start.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, heaven, how came this hither?
Your highness gave me this; this is mine own.
 

[ARMATRITES]
’Tis the same ring, but yet not the same stone.
Mystical strumpet, dost thou yet presume
Upon thy subtle strength? Shak’st thou not yet?
Or is it only art makes women constant,
Whom nature makes so loose?
I look’d for gracious lightning from thy cheeks,
I see none yet, for a relenting eye,
I see no such sight: lust keeps in all.
My witness? Where’s my witness? Rise in the same form.
 

Enter from below Mazeres habited like Roxano.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, I’m betrayed!
 

[ARMATRITES]
Is not yon woman an adulteress?
 

MAZERES
Yes, my good lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Was not this fellow catch’d for her desire?
Brought in a mist? Banqueted and received
To all her amplest pleasures?
 

MAZERES
True, my lord;
I brought him, saw him feasted and receiv’d.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Down, down, we have too much!
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, ’tis Roxano!
 

MAZERES
[Aside] So, by this sleight I have deceiv’d them both;
I’m took for him I strive to make her loathe.
 

Exit.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Needs here more witnesses? I’ll call up more.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, no, here lies a witness ‘gainst myself,
Sooner believed than all their hired faiths.
Doom me unto my death, only except
The lingering execution of your look;
Let me not live tormented in that brow:
I do confess.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, I felt no quick till now!
All witnesses to this were but dead flesh;
I was insensible of all but this.
Would I had given my kingdom so condition’d
That thou hadst ne’er confessed it!
Now I stand by the deed, see all in action:
The close conveyance, cunning passages,
The artful fetch, the [whispering], close disguising,
The hour, the banquet, and the bawdy tapers;
All stick in mine eye together. Yet thou shalt live.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Torment me not with life; it asks but death.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, hadst thou not confess’d? Hadst thou no sleight?
Where was thy cunning there?
I see it now in thy confession.
Thou shalt not die as long as this is meet:
Thou kill’dst a buck, which thou thyself shalt eat.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Dear sir?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Here’s deer struck dead with thy own hand:
’Tis venison for thy own tooth; thou know’st the relish.
A dearer place hath been thy taster. Ho!
[Sextorio]! [Lodovicus]!
 

They enter.
 

AMBO
Here, sir.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Drag hence that body, see it quarter’d straight;
No living wrath can I extend upon’t,
Else torments, horrors, gibbets, racks and wheels
Had with a thousand deaths presented him
Ere he had tasted one.
 

[Exit Sextorio and Lodovicus with the body.]
 

Yet thou shalt live.
Here, take this taper lighted, kneel and weep;
I’ll try which is spent first, that or thine eye.
 

[The Young Queen kneels.]
 

I’ll provide food for thee; thou shalt not die.
If there be hell for sins that men commit,
Marry a strumpet and she keeps the pit.
 

Exit.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
I fear’d this misery long before it came;
My ominous dreams and fearful dreadfulness
Promis’d this issue long before ’twas born.
 

Enter Mazeres.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] Yonder she kneels, little suspecting me
The neat discoverer of her venery.
I were full safe had I Roxano’s life,
Which in this stream I fish for. — How now, lady?
So near the earth suits not a living queen.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Under the earth were safer and far happier.
 

MAZERES
What is’t that can drive you to such discomforts
To prize your glories at so mean a rate?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
The treachery of my servants, good my lord.
 

MAZERES
Dare they prove treacherous? Most ignoble vassals,
To the sweet peace of so divine a mistress?
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
I’m sure one villain, whom I dearly lov’d,
Of whom my trust had made election chief,
Perfidiously betray’d me to the fury
Of my tempestuous, unappeased lord.
 

MAZERES
Let me but know him, that I may bestow
My service to your grace upon his heart
And thence deserve a mistress like yourself.
 

Enter Roxano from below.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, me, too soon behold him!
 

MAZERES
Madam, stand by; let him not see the light.
 

ROXANO
[Aside] Now I expect reward.
 

MAZERES
He dies were he my kinsman for that guilt,
Though ‘twere as far to’s heart as ’tis to th’ hilt.
 

Runs at Roxano.
 

ROXANO
Ha? What was that? There’s a reward with a vengeance.
 

MAZERES
Fall, villain, for betraying of thy lady;
Such things must never creep about the earth
To poison the right use of service. A treacher!
 

[Kills Roxano.]
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
This is some poor revenge; thanks, good my lord.
Into that cave with him from whence he rose
Not long since and betray’d me to the king.
 

MAZERES
Oh, villain, in and overtake thy soul.
 

[Drops Roxano’s body through the trapdoor.]
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Here’s a perplexed breast; let that warm steel
Perform but the like service upon me
And live the rarest friend to a queen’s wish.
 

MAZERES
Oh, pardon me, that were too full of evil;
I threat not angels, though I smite the devil.
Doubt not your peace: the king will be appeas’d;
There I’ll bestow my service.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
We are pleas’d.
 

MAZERES
[Aside] As much as comes to nothing; I’ll not sue
To urge the king from that he urg’d him to.
 

Exit.
 

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Betray’d where I repos’d most trust? Oh, heaven,
There is no misery, fit match for mine!
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites, Sextorio, Lodovicus], bringing in Tymethes’ limbs.
 

[ARMATRITES]
So, bring ‘em forward yet; there, there bestow them,
Before her eyes lay the divided limbs
Of her desired paramour. So, y’are welcome,
Lady; you see your cheer, fine flesh, course fare:
Sweet was your lust; what can be bitter there?
By heaven, no other food thy taste shall have
Till in thy bowels those corpes find a grave,
Which, to be sure of, come, I’ll lock thee safe
From the world’s pity. Hang those quarters up;
The bottom drinks the worst in pleasure’s cup.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

A room in the castle
 

Enter Zenarchus solus.
 

ZENARCHUS
Oh, my Tymethes! Truest joy on earth!
Hath thy fate prov’d so flinty, so perverse
To the sweet spring both of thy youth and hopes?
This was Mazeres’ spite, that cursed rival,
And if I fail not, his own plot shall shower
Upon his bosom like a falling tower.
 

Enter tyrant [Armatrites].
 

My worthy lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, you should have seen us sooner.
 

ZENARCHUS
Why, my lord?
 

[ARMATRITES]
The quarters of your friend passed by in triumph,
A sight that I presume had pleas’d you well.
 

ZENARCHUS
I call a villain to my father’s pleasure
No friend of mine; the sight had pleas’d me better
Had I, not like Mazeres, run my hate
Into the sin before it grew to act
And kill’d it ere ‘t had knotted. ’Twas rare service,
If your vex’d majesty conceive it right,
In politic Mazeres, serving more
In this discovery his own vicious malice
Than any true peace that should make you perfect,
Suffering the hateful treason to be done
He might have stopp’d in his confusion.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Most certain.
 

ZENARCHUS
Good your majesty, bethink you
In manly temper and considerate blood,
Went he the way of loyalty or your quiet
After he saw the courtesies exceed
T’ abuse your peace and trust them with the deed?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, no, none but a traitor would have done it.
 

ZENARCHUS
For, my lord, weigh ‘t indifferently.
 

[ARMATRITES]
I do, I do.
 

ZENARCHUS
What makes it heinous, [burthensome], and monstrous,
Fills you with such distractions, breeds such furies
In your incensed breast, but the deed doing?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh!
 

ZENARCHUS
Th’ intent had been sufficient for his death,
And that full satisfaction, but the act — 
 

[ARMATRITES]
Insufferable!
[Sextorio!] Where’s [Sextorio]?
 

Enter [Sextorio].
 

[SEXTORIO]
My lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Seek out Mazeres suddenly.
 

[Exit Sextorio.]
 

Peace, Zenarchus;
Let me alone to trap him.
 

[Zenarchus withdraws.]
 

ZENARCHUS
[Aside] It may prove.
Behold, my friend, how I express my love.
 

[ARMATRITES]
[Aside] Oh, villain, had he pierc’d him at first sight,
Where I have one grief, I had miss’d ten thousand by’t!
 

Enter Mazeres and [Sextorio].
 

MAZERES
[Aside] I dreamt of some new honours for my late service,
And I wonder’d how he could keep off so long from my desert.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Mazeres?
 

MAZERES
My lov’d lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
I am forgetful;
I am in thy debt some dignities, Mazeres.
What shift shall we make for thee? Thy late service
Is warm still in our memory and dear favour:
Prithee discover to’s the manner how
Thou tookest them subtly.
 

MAZERES
I was received
Into a waiter’s room, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Thou wast!
 

MAZERES
And in a vizard help’d to serve the banquet.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Ha, ha!
 

MAZERES
Saw him convey’d into a chamber privately.
 

[ARMATRITES]
And still thou let’st him run?
 

MAZERES
I let him play, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Ha, ha, ha!
 

MAZERES
I watch’d still near till her arms clasp’d him.
 

[ARMATRITES]
And there thou let’st him rest?
 

MAZERES
There he was caught, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
So art thou here;
Drag him to execution: he shall die
With tortures ‘bove the thought of tyranny.
 

[Exeunt Armatrites, Sextorio with Mazeres.]
 

ZENARCHUS
No words are able to express my gladness;
’Tis such a high-born rapture that the soul
Partakes it only.
 

Enter Amphridote and [Lodovicus].
 

AMPHRIDOTE
My Lord Mazeres led
Unto his death?
 

LODOVICUS
It proves too true, dear princess.
 

[Exit Lodovicus.]
 

AMPHRIDOTE
[Aside] Curs’d be the mouth that doom’d him, and forever
Blasted the hand that parts him from his life!
Was there none fit to practice tyranny on
But whom our heart elected? Misery of love!
I must not live to think on’t!
 

ZENARCHUS
[Aside] Here’s my sister;
I could not bring that news will please her better. — 
My news brings that command over your passions:
You must be merry.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Have you warrant for’t, brother?
 

ZENARCHUS
Yes, strong enough, i’faith. Hear me: Mazeres
By this time is at his everlasting home,
Where’er his body lies. I struck the stroke;
I wrought a bitter pill that quickly chok’d him.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
[Aside] Oh, me, my soul will out! — Some wine there, ho!
 

ZENARCHUS
Wine for our sister, for the news is worth it!
 

Enter Lodovicus with wine.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
[Aside] It will prove dear to both. — So, give it me; now leave us.
 

Exit [Lodovicus].
 

ZENARCHUS
Revenge ne’er brought forth a more happy issue
Than I think mine to be.
 

She poisons the wine.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
[Aside] I’m setting forth, Mazeres. — Here, Zenarchus.
 

ZENARCHUS
Thou art not like this hour, jovial.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
I shall be after this.
 

ZENARCHUS
That does’t if any;
Wine doth both help defects and causeth many.
Here’s to the deed, faith, of our last revenge.
 

[They drink.]
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Dying men prophesy; faith, ’tis our last end.
Now I must tell you, brother, that I hate you
In that you have betray’d my lov’d Mazeres.
 

ZENARCHUS
What’s this?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
His deed was loyal, his discovery just;
He brought to light a monster and his lust.
 

ZENARCHUS
Nay, if you grow
So strumpet-like in your behaviour to me,
I’ll quickly cool that insolence.
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Peace, peace:
There is a champion fights for me unseen;
I need not fear thy threats.
 

ZENARCHUS
Indeed, no harlot
But has her champion, besides bawd and varlet — 
Oh!
 

AMPHRIDOTE
Why, law you now, such gear will ne’er thrive with you.
 

ZENARCHUS
I’m sick of thy society, poison to mine eyes!
 

AMPHRIDOTE
’Tis lower in thy breast the poison lies.
 

ZENARCHUS
How?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
’Tis for Mazeres.
 

ZENARCHUS
Oh, you virtuous powers,
What a right strumpet! Poison under love?
 

AMPHRIDOTE
That man can ne’er be safe that divides love.
 

She dies.
 

ZENARCHUS
Nor she be honest can so soon impart.
Oh, ‘ware that woman that can shift her heart!
 

Dies.
 




Act V Scene 2. 
 

The same
 

Thunder and lightning. A blazing star appears. Enter tyrant [Armatrites].
 

[ARMATRITES]
Ha? Thunder? And thou, marrow-melting blast,
Quick-winged lighting? And thou, blazing star,
I like not thy prodigious, bearded fire;
Thy beams are fatal. Ha? Behold the influence
Of all their malice in my children’s ruins!
Their states malignant powers have envy’d,
And for some hath struck with their envies, died.
’Tis ominous! Within there!
 

Enter [Sextorio] and [Lodovicus].
 

LODOVICUS
Here, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Convey those bodies awhile from my sight.
 

[SEXTORIO]
Both dead, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Yes, and we safe; our death we need less fear.
 

[Sextorio and Lodovicus carry off the bodies of Zenarchus and Amphridote.]
 

Usurpers’ issue oft proves dangerous:
We depose others, and they poison us;
I have found it on records. ’Tis better thus.
 

Enter the old King, Lapyrus, Fidelio, Amorpho, all disguised like pilgrims. [They stand aside.]
 

LAPYRUS
My lord, this castle is but slightly guarded.
 

KING
’Tis as I hop’d and wish’d. Now bless us, heaven,
What horrid and inhuman spectacle
Is yonder that presents itself to sight?
 

FIDELIO
It seems three quarters of a man hung up.
 

KING
What tyranny hath been exercis’d of late?
I dare not venture on.
 

AMORPHO
Fear not, my lord; our habits give us safety.
 

LAPYRUS
Behold, the tyrant maketh toward us.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Holy and reverent pilgrims, welcome.
 

KING
Bold strangers, by the tempest beaten in.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Most welcome still;
We are but stewards for such guests as you.
What we possess is yours, to your wants due;
We are only rich for your necessities.
 

KING
A generous, free, [and] charitable mind
Keeps in thy bosom to poor pilgrims kind.
 

[ARMATRITES]
’Tis time of day to dine, my friends. [Sextorio]?
 

Enter [Sextorio].
 

[SEXTORIO]
My lord?
 

[ARMATRITES]
Our food.
 

[SEXTORIO]
’Tis ready for your highness.
 

[Loud] music. A banquet brought in, and by it a small table for the [Young] Queen. [Exit Sextorio.]
 

[ARMATRITES]
Sit, pray sit, religious men right welcome
To our cates. Grave sir, I have observ’d
You waste the virtue of your serious eye
Too much on such a worthless object as that is.
A traitor when he liv’d call’d that his flesh;
Let hang. Here’s to you; we are the oldest here.
 

[Drinks.]
 

Round let it go; feed, if you like your cheer.
 

Enter [Sextorio].
 

[SEXTORIO]
My lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
How now?
 

[SEXTORIO]
Ready, my lord.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Sit merry.
 

Exit [with Sextorio].
 

KING
Where’er I look, these limbs are in mine eyes.
 

LAPYRUS
Some wretch on whom he wrought his tyranny.
 

FIDELIO
Hard was his fate to light into his mercy.
 

AMORPHO
Peace, he comes.
 

Soft music. Enter the tyrant [Armatrites] with the [Young] Queen, her hair loose; she makes a curtsey to the table. [Sextorio] brings in the flesh with a skull all bloody; they all wonder. [Exit Sextorio.]
 

[ARMATRITES]
I perceive strangers more desire to see
An object than the fare before them set;
But since your eyes are serious suitors grown,
I will discourse: what’s seen shall now be known.
 

KING
Your bounty every way conquers poor strangers.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Yon creature whom your eyes so often visit
Held mighty sway over our powers and thoughts;
Indeed, we were all hers — 
Besides her graces there were all perfections,
Unless she speaks, no music — till her wishes
Brought forth a monster, a detested issue
Poisoning the thoughts I held of her.
 

The old King sends forth [Fidelio].
 

She did from her own ardour undergo
Adulterous baseness with my professed foe;
Her lust strangely betray’d, I ready to surprise them,
Set on fire by the abuse, I found his life
Cunningly shifted by her own dear hand
And far enough convey’d from my revenge:
Unnaturally the first abus’d my heart,
And then prevented my revenge by art.
Yet there I left not: though his trunk were cold,
My wrath was flaming, and I exercis’d
New vengeance on his carcass, and gave charge
The body should be quarter’d and hung up; ’twas done.
This as a penance I enjoin’d her to,
To taste no other sustenance, no, nor dares
Till her love’s body be consum’d in hers.
 

KING
The sin was great, so is the penance grievous.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Our vow is sign’d.
 

KING
And was he Lydian born?
 

[ARMATRITES]
He was no less son to mine enemy,
A banish’d king; Tymethes was his name.
 

KING
[Aside] Oh me, my son Tymethes!
 

LAPYRUS
[Aside to King] Passion may spoil us. — Sir, we oft have heard
Of that old king his father, and that justly
This kingdom was by right due to his sway.
 

[ARMATRITES]
It was, I think it was, till we, call’d in,
By policy and force deceiv’d his confidence,
Show’d him a trick of war and turn’d him out.
 

KING
[Aside] Sin’s boast is worse than sin!
 

Enter Fidelio.
 

FIDELIO
All’s sure; the guards are seiz’d on.
 

LAPYRUS
Good.
 

FIDELIO
The passage strongly guarded.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Holy sir, what’s he?
 

LAPYRUS
Our brother, a poor pilgrim, that gives notice
Of a religious father that attends
To bear us company in our pilgrimage.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Oh ho, ’tis good, ’tis very good.
 

KING
Alas, poor lady;
It makes me weep to see what food she eats.
I know your mercy will remit this penance.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Never, our vow’s irrevocable, never!
The lecher must be swallowed rib by rib;
His flesh is sweet, it melts, it goes down merrily.
 

They discover themselves.
 

Ha? What are these?
 

LAPYRUS
Speranza!
 

[ARMATRITES]
Ha?
 

KING
Villain, this minute [loses] thee, thou tyrant.
 

[ARMATRITES]
Pilgrims wear arms? The old king? And Lapyrus?
Betray’d? Confounded? Oh, I must die forsworn!
Break, vow! Bleed, whore! There is my jealousy flown!
 

He kills his Queen.
 

Oh, happy man, ’tis more revenge to me
Than all your aims; I have kill’d my jealousy.
I have nothing now to care for more than hell;
‘T had been if you had struck me ere she fell.
I had left her to your lust, the thought is bitterness,
But she first fall’n. Ha, ha, ha!
 

KING
Die, cruel, murtherous tyrant!
 

They all discharge at him.
 

[ARMATRITES]
So laugh away this breath;
My lust was ne’er more pleasing than my death.
 

Dies.
 

LAPYRUS
As full possess’d as ever, and as rich
In subjects’ hearts and voices, we present thee
The complete sway of this usurped kingdom.
 

KING
I am so borne betwixt the violent streams
Of joy and passion, I forget my state;
To all our thanks and favours, and what more
We are in debt to all your free consent
We will discharge in happy government.
 

Enter the Old Queen disguised, a boy with her.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
The peacefull’st reign that ever prince enjoy’d.
 

KING
Already a petition? Suitors begin betimes.
We are scarce warm in our good fortune yet. What are you?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Unworthiest of all the joys this hour brings forth.
 

She discovers.
 

KING
Our dearest queen?
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Your poor, distressed queen.
 

KING
Oh, let me light upon that constant breast
And kiss thee till my soul melt on thy lips.
Our joys were perfect stood Tymethes there.
We are old; this kingdom wants a hopeful heir.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Your joys are perfect though he stand not there,
And your wish blest: [behold], a hopeful heir.
Stand not amaz’d; ’tis Manophes.
 

KING
How just the gods are, who in their due time
Return what they took from us.
 

[OLD] QUEEN
Happy hour!
Heaven hath not taken all our happiness,
For though your elder met ill fate, good heaven
Hath thus preserv’d your younger for your heir.
 

KING
Prepare those limbs for honourable burial,
And noble nephew, all your ill is lost
In your late newborn goodness, which we’ll reward.
No storm of fate so fierce but time destroys,
And beats back misery with a peal of joys.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 

FINIS
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TO THE COMIC PLAY-READERS, VENERY AND LAUGHTER
 

The fashion of play-making I can properly compare to nothing so naturally as the alteration in apparel: for in the time of the great crop-doublet, your huge bombasted plays, quilted with mighty words to lean purposes, was only then in fashion. And as the doublet fell, neater inventions began to set up. Now in the time of spruceness, our plays follow the niceness of our garments: single plots, quaint conceits, lecherous jests, dressed up in hanging sleeves, and those are fit for the times and the termers. Such a kind of light-colour summer stuff, mingled with diverse colours, you shall find this published comedy, good to keep you in an afternoon from dice, at home in your chambers; and for venery you shall find enough for sixpence, but well couched and you mark it, for Venus being a woman passes through the play in doublet in breeches, a brave disguise and a safe one if the statute untie not her codpiece point. The book I make no question but is fit for many of your companies, as well as the person itself, and may be allowed both galley room at the playhouse, and chamber room at your lodging. Worse things I must needs confess the world has taxed her for than has been written of her; but ’tis the excellency of a writer to leave things better than he finds ‘em; though some obscene fellow (that cares not what he writes against others, yet keeps a mystical bawdy-house himself, and entertains drunkards to make use of their pockets and vent his private bottle-ale at midnight), though such a one would have ripped up the most nasty vice that ever hell belched forth and presented it to a modest assembly, yet we rather wish in such discoveries, where reputation lies bleeding, a slackness of truth than a fullness of slander.
 

Thomas Middleton
 




Prologus
 

A play expected long makes the audience look
For wonders, that each scene should be a book,
Compos’d to all perfection; each one comes
And brings a play in’s head with him: up he sums
What he would of a roaring girl have writ;
If that he finds not here, he mews at it.
Only we entreat you think our scene
Cannot speak high, the subject being but mean:
A roaring girl whose notes till now never were
Shall fill with laughter our vast theatre;
That’s all which I dare promise: tragic passion,
And such grave stuff, is this day out of fashion.
I see attention sets wide ope her gates
Of hearing, and with covetous list’ning waits,
To know what girl this roaring girl should be,
For of that tribe are many. One is she
That roars at midnight in deep tavern bowls,
That beats the watch, and constables controls;
Another roars i’ th’ daytime, swears, stabs, gives braves,
Yet sells her soul to the lust of fools and slaves.
Both these are suburb roarers. Then there’s beside
A civil city roaring girl, whose pride,
Feasting, and riding, shakes her husband’s state,
And leaves him roaring through an iron grate.
None of these roaring girls is ours: she flies
With wings more lofty. Thus her character lies;
Yet what need characters, when to give a guess
Is better than the person to express?
But would you know who ’tis? Would you hear her name?
She is call’d mad Moll; her life, our acts proclaim.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

Sebastian’s chambers in Sir Alexander’s house
 

Enter Mary Fitzallard disguised like a sempster with a case for bands, and Neatfoot a serving-man with her, with a napkin on his shoulder and a trencher in his hand as from table.
 

NEATFOOT
The young gentleman our young master, Sir Alexander’s son, is it into his ears, sweet damsel emblem of fragility, you desire to have a message transported, or to be transcendent?
 

MARY
A private word or two, sir, nothing else.
 

NEATFOOT
You shall fructify in that which you come for: your pleasure shall be satisfied to your full contentation. I will, fairest tree of generation, watch when our young master is erected, that is to say, up, and deliver him to this your most white hand.
 

MARY
Thanks, sir.
 

NEATFOOT
And withal certify him that I have culled out for him, now his belly is replenished, a daintier bit or modicum than any lay upon his trencher at dinner. Hath he notion of your name, I beseech your chastity?
 

MARY
One, sir, of whom he bespake falling bands.
 

NEATFOOT
Falling bands: it shall so be given him. If you please to venture your modesty in the hall amongst a curl-pated company of rude serving-men, and take such as they can set before you, you shall be most seriously and ingeniously welcome.
 

MARY
I have [dined] indeed already, sir.
 

NEATFOOT
Or will you vouchsafe to kiss the lip of a cup of rich Orleans in the buttery amongst our waiting-women?
 

MARY
Not now in truth, sir.
 

NEATFOOT
Our young master shall then have a feeling of your being here; presently it shall so be given him.
 

MARY
I humbly thank you, sir.
 

Exit Neatfoot.
 

But that my bosom
Is full of bitter sorrows, I could smile
To see this formal ape play antic tricks:
But in my breast a poisoned arrow sticks,
And smiles cannot become me. Love woven slightly,
Such as thy false heart makes, wears out as lightly,
But love being truly bred i’ th’ the soul like mine
Bleeds even to death at the least wound it takes:
The more we quench this [fire], the less it slakes.
Oh, me!
 

Enter Sebastian Wengrave with Neatfoot.
 

SEBASTIAN
A sempster speak with me, sayst thou?
 

NEATFOOT
Yes, sir, she’s there, viva voce, to deliver her auricular confession.
 

SEBASTIAN
With me, sweet heart? What is’t?
 

MARY
I have brought home your bands, sir.
 

SEBASTIAN
Bands? Neatfoot.
 

NEATFOOT
Sir.
 

SEBASTIAN
Prithee look in, for all the gentlemen are upon rising.
 

NEATFOOT
Yes, sir, a most methodical attendance shall be given.
 

SEBASTIAN
And dost hear? If my father call for me, say I am busy with a sempster.
 

NEATFOOT
Yes, sir, he shall know it that you are busied with a needlewoman.
 

SEBASTIAN
In’s ear, good Neatfoot.
 

NEATFOOT
It shall be so given him.
 

Exit Neatfoot.
 

SEBASTIAN
Bands? Y’are mistaken, sweet heart, I bespake none. When, where? I prithee, what bands? Let me see them.
 

MARY
Yes, sir, a bond fast sealed with solemn oaths,
Subscribed unto as I thought with your soul,
Delivered as your deed in sight of heaven.
Is this bond cancell’d? Have you forgot me?
[She removes her disguise.]
 

SEBASTIAN
Ha! Life of my life: Sir Guy Fitzallard’s daughter!
What has transform’d my love to this strange shape?
Stay, make all sure. So, now speak and be brief,
Because the wolf’s at door that lies in wait
To prey upon us both. Albeit mine eyes
Are bless’d by thine, yet this so strange disguise
Holds me with fear and wonder.
 

MARY
Mine’s a loathed sight.
Why from it are you banish’d else so long?
 

SEBASTIAN
I must cut short my speech. In broken language,
Thus much: sweet Moll, I must thy company shun;
I court another Moll. My thoughts must run
As a horse runs that’s blind round in a mill,
Out every step yet keeping one path still.
 

MARY
Umh! Must you shun my company? In one knot
Have both our hands by th’ hands of heaven been tied,
Now to be broke? I thought me once your bride:
Our fathers did agree on the time when,
And must another bedfellow fill my room?
 

SEBASTIAN
Sweet maid, let’s lose no time. ’Tis in heaven’s book
Set down that I must have thee. An oath we took
To keep our vows, but when the knight your father
Was from mine parted, storms began to sit
Upon my covetous father’s brow, which fell
From them on me. He reckon’d up what gold
This marriage would draw from him, at which he swore
To lose so much blood could not grieve him more.
He then dissuades me from thee, call’d thee not fair,
And ask’d what is she but a beggar’s heir?
He scorn’d thy dowry of five thousand marks.
If such a sum of money could be found,
And I would match with that, he’d not undo it,
Provided his bags might add nothing to it,
But vow’d, if I took thee, nay, more, did swear it,
Save birth from him I nothing should inherit.
 

MARY
What follows then, my shipwreck?
 

SEBASTIAN
Dear’st, no:
Tho’ wildly in a labyrinth I go,
My end is to meet thee; with a side wind
Must I now sail, else I no haven can find
But both must sink forever. There’s a wench
Call’d Moll, mad Moll or merry Moll, a creature
So strange in quality a whole city takes
Note of her name and person. All that affection
I owe to thee on her in counterfeit passion
I spend to mad my father: he believes
I dote upon this roaring girl, and grieves
As it becomes a father for a son
That could be so bewitch’d. Yet I’ll go on
This crooked way, sigh still for her, feign dreams
In which I’ll talk only of her: these streams
Shall, I hope, force my father to consent
That here I anchor rather than be rent
Upon a rock so dangerous. Art thou pleas’d,
Because thou seest we are waylaid, that I take
A path that’s safe, tho’ it be far about?
 

MARY
My prayers with heaven guide thee.
 

SEBASTIAN
Then I will on.
My father is at hand: kiss and be gone.
Hours shall be watch’d for meetings; I must now,
As men for fear, to a strange idol bow.
 

MARY
Farewell.
 

SEBASTIAN
I’ll guide thee forth; when next we meet
A story of Moll shall make our mirth more sweet.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

The parlour of Sir Alexander’s house
 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Adam Appleton, Goshawk, Laxton, and gentlemen.
 

OMNES
Thanks, good Sir Alexander, for our bounteous cheer.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Fie, fie, in giving thanks you pay too dear.
 

SIR DAVY
When bounty spreads the table, faith, ‘twere sin,
At going off, if thanks should not step in.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
No more of thanks, no more. Ay, marry, sir,
Th’ inner room was too close. How do you like
This parlour, gentlemen?
 

OMNES
Oh, passing well!
 

SIR ADAM
What a sweet breath the air casts here, so cool!
 

GOSHAWK
I like the prospect best.
 

LAXTON
See how ’tis furnish’d.
 

SIR DAVY
A very fair, sweet room.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Sir Davy Dapper,
The furniture that doth adorn this room
Cost many a fair grey groat ere it came here,
But good things are most cheap when th’ are most dear.
Nay, when you look into my galleries,
How bravely they are trimm’d up, you all shall swear
Y’are highly pleas’d to see what’s set down there:
Stories of men and women mix’d together,
Fair ones with foul, like sunshine in wet weather;
Within one square a thousand heads are laid
So close that all of heads the room seems made.
As many faces there fill’d with blithe looks
Show like the promising titles of new books
Writ merrily, the readers being their own eyes,
Which seem to move and to give plaudities.
And here and there, whilst with obsequious ears
Throng’d heaps do listen, a cutpurse thrusts and leers
With hawk’s eyes for his prey; I need not show him:
By a hanging villainous look yourselves may know him,
The face is drawn so rarely. Then, sir, below,
The very flower as ‘twere waves to and fro,
And like a floating island seems to move
Upon a sea bound in with shores above.
 

Enter Sebastian and M[aster] Greenwit.
 

OMNES
These sights are excellent.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I’ll show you all.
Since we are met, make our parting comical.
 

SEBASTIAN
This gentleman, my friend, will take his leave, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Ha, take his leave, Sebastian? Who?
 

SEBASTIAN
This gentleman.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Your love, sir, has already given me some time,
And if you please to trust my age with more,
It shall pay double interest. Good sir, stay.
 

GREENWIT
I have been too bold.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Not so, sir. A merry day
‘Mongst friends being spent is better than gold sav’d.
Some wine, some wine. Where be these knaves I keep?
 

Enter three or four serving-men, and Neatfoot.
 

NEATFOOT
At your worshipful elbow, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
You are kissing my maids, drinking, or fast asleep.
 

NEATFOOT
Your worship has given it us right.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
You varlets, stir:
Chairs, stools and cushions! Prithee, Sir Davy Dapper,
Make that chair thine.
 

SIR DAVY
’Tis but an easy gift,
And yet I thank you for it, sir; I’ll take it.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
A chair for old Sir Adam Appleton.
 

NEATFOOT
A back friend to your worship.
 

SIR ADAM
Marry, good Neatfoot,
I thank thee for it: back friends sometimes are good.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Pray make that stool your perch, good M[aster] Goshawk.
 

GOSHAWK
I stoop to your lure, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Son Sebastian,
Take Master Greenwit to you.
 

SEBASTIAN
Sit, dear friend.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Nay, Master Laxton. Furnish Master Laxton
With what he wants, a stone: a stool I would say,
A stool.
 

LAXTON
I had rather stand, sir.
 

Exeunt servants.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I know you had, good Master Laxton. So, so.
Now here’s a mess of friends, and, gentlemen,
Because time’s glass shall not be running long,
I’ll quicken it with a pretty tale.
 

SIR DAVY
Good tales do well
In these bad days, where vice does so excel.
 

SIR ADAM
Begin, Sir Alexander.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Last day I met
An aged man upon whose head was scor’d
A debt of just so many years as these
Which I owe to my grave: the man you all know.
 

OMNES
His name I pray you, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Nay, you shall pardon me;
But when he saw me, with a sigh that brake,
Or seem’d to break, his heartstrings, thus he spake:
“Oh, my good knight,” says he, and then his eyes
Were richer even by that which made them poor,
They had spent so many tears they had no more.
“Oh, sir,” says he, “you know it, for you ha’ seen
Blessings to rain upon mine house and me:
Fortune, who slaves men, was my slave; her wheel
Hath spun me golden threads, for, I thank heaven,
I ne’er had but one cause to curse my stars.”
I ask’d him then what that one cause might be.
 

OMNES
So, sir?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
He paus’d, and as we often see
A sea so much becalm’d there can be found
No wrinkle on his brow, his waves being drown’d
In their own rage, but when th’ imperious wind[s]
Use strange invisible tyranny to shake
Both heaven’s and earth’s foundation at their noise,
The seas, swelling with wrath to part that fray,
Rise up and are more wild, more mad, than they:
Even so this good old man was by my question
Stirr’d up to roughness, you might see his gall
Flow even in’s eyes. Then grew he fantastical.
 

SIR DAVY
Fantastical? Ha, ha!
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Yes, and talk[‘d] oddly.
 

SIR ADAM
Pray, sir, proceed:
How did this old man end?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Marry, sir, thus:
He left his wild fit to read o’er his cards,
Yet then, though age cast snow on all his hairs,
He joy’d because, says he, “The god of gold
Has been to me no niggard: that disease
Of which all old men sicken, avarice,
Never infected me.”
 

LAXTON
[Aside] He means not himself, I’m sure.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
“For, like a lamp
Fed with continual oil, I spend and throw
My light to all that need it, yet have still
Enough to serve myself. Oh, but,” quoth he,
“Tho’ heaven’s dew fall thus on this aged tree,
I have a son that like a wedge doth cleave
My very heart-root.”
 

SIR DAVY
Had he such a son?
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Now I do smell a fox strongly.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Let’s see: no, Master Greenwit is not yet
So mellow in years as he; but as like Sebastian,
Just like my son Sebastian, such another.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] How finely like a fencer my father fetches his by-blows to hit me, but if I beat you not at your own weapon of subtlety — 
 

SIR ALEXANDER
“This son,” saith he, “that should be
The column and main arch unto my house,
The crutch unto my age, becomes a whirlwind
Shaking the firm foundation.”
 

SIR ADAM
’Tis some prodigal.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Well shot, old Adam Bell!
 

SIR ALEXANDER
“No city monster neither, no prodigal,
But sparing, wary, civil, and, tho’ wifeless,
An excellent husband, and such a traveller,
He has more tongues in his head than some have teeth.”
 

SIR DAVY
I have but two in mine.
 

GOSHAWK
So sparing and so wary?
What then could vex his father so?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, a woman!
 

SEBASTIAN
A flesh-fly, that can vex any man.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
A scurvy woman,
On whom the passionate old man swore he doted;
A creature, saith he, nature hath brought forth
To mock the sex of woman. It is a thing
One knows not how to name; her birth began
Ere she was all made. ’Tis woman more than man,
Man more than woman, and, which to none can hap,
The sun gives her two shadows to one shape;
Nay, more, let this strange thing walk, stand or sit,
No blazing star draws more eyes after it.
 

SIR DAVY
A monster, ’tis some monster.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
She’s a varlet.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Now is my cue to bristle.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
A naughty pack.
 

SEBASTIAN
’Tis false.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Ha, boy?
 

SEBASTIAN
’Tis false.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
What’s false? I say she’s naught.
 

SEBASTIAN
I say that tongue
That dares speak so but yours sticks in the throat
Of a rank villain; set yourself aside — 
 

SIR ALEXANDER
So, sir, what then?
 

SEBASTIAN
Any here else had lied.
(Aside) I think I shall fit you!
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Lie?
 

SEBASTIAN
Yes.
 

SIR DAVY
Doth this concern him?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ah, sirrah boy!
Is your blood heated? Boils it? Are you stung?
I’ll pierce you deeper yet. — Oh, my dear friends,
I am that wretched father, this that son
That sees his ruin yet headlong on doth run!
 

SIR ADAM
Will you love such a poison?
 

SIR DAVY
Fie, fie!
 

SEBASTIAN
Y’are all mad!
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Th’ art sick at heart, yet feel’st it not. Of all these,
What gentleman but thou, knowing his disease
Mortal, would shun the cure? Oh, Master Greenwit,
Would you to such an idol bow?
 

GREENWIT
Not I, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Here’s Master Laxton: has he mind to a woman
As thou hast?
 

LAXTON
No, not I, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Sir, I know it.
 

LAXTON
Their good parts are so rare, their bad so common,
I will have nought to do with any woman.
 

SIR DAVY
’Tis well done, Master Laxton.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, thou cruel boy,
Thou wouldst with lust an old man’s life destroy;
Because thou seest I’m half-way in my grave,
Thou shovel’st dust upon me: would thou mightest have
Thy wish, most wicked, most unnatural!
 

SIR DAVY
Why, sir, ’tis thought Sir Guy Fitzallard’s daughter
Shall wed your son Sebastian.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Sir Davy Dapper,
I have upon my knees woo’d this fond boy
To take that virtuous maiden.
 

SEBASTIAN
Hark you, a word, sir.
You on your knees have curs’d that virtuous maiden
And me for loving her, yet do you now
Thus baffle me to my face? [Wear] not your knees
In such entreats; give me Fitzallard’s daughter.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I’ll give thee rats-bane rather!
 

SEBASTIAN
Well, then you know
What dish I mean to feed upon.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hark, gentlemen, he swears
To have this cutpurse drab to spite my gall.
 

OMNES
Master Sebastian!
 

SEBASTIAN
I am deaf to you all.
I’m so bewitch’d, so bound to my desires,
Tears, prayers, threats, nothing can quench out those fires
That burn within me.
 

Exit Sebastian.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Her blood shall quench it then. — 
Lose him not, oh, dissuade him, gentlemen!
 

SIR DAVY
He shall be wean’d, I warrant you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Before his eyes
Lay down his shame, my grief, his miseries.
 

OMNES
No more, no more, away!
 

Exeunt all but Sir Alexander.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I wash a negro,
Losing both pains and cost; but take thy flight:
I’ll be most near thee when I’m least in sight.
Wild buck, I’ll hunt thee breathless; thou shalt run on,
But I will turn thee when I’m not thought upon.
 

Enter Ralph Trapdoor.
 

Now, sirrah, what are you? Leave your ape’s tricks and speak!
 

TRAPDOOR
A letter from my captain to your worship.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, oh, now I remember: ’tis to prefer thee into my service.
 

TRAPDOOR
To be a shifter under your worship’s nose of a clean trencher when there’s a good bit upon’t.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Troth, honest fellow. [Aside] Humh, ha, let me see.
This knave shall be the axe to hew that down
At which I stumble; h’as a face that promiseth
Much of a villain. I will grind his wit,
And if the edge prove fine make use of it. — 
Come hither, sirrah. Canst thou be secret, ha?
 

TRAPDOOR
As two crafty attorneys plotting the undoing of their clients.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Didst never, as thou hast walk’d about this town,
Hear of a wench call’d Moll, mad, merry Moll?
 

TRAPDOOR
Moll Cutpurse, sir?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
The same. Dost thou know her then?
 

TRAPDOOR
As well as I know ‘twill rain upon Simon and Jude’s day next. I will sift all the taverns i’ th’ city and drink half-pots with all the watermen a’ th’ Bankside, but if you will, sir, I’ll find her out.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
That task is easy; do ‘t then. Hold thy hand up.
What’s this? Is’t burnt?
 

TRAPDOOR
No, sir, no, a little sing’d with making fireworks.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Giving him money] There’s money, spend it; that being spent, fetch more.
 

TRAPDOOR
Oh, sir, that all the poor soldiers in England had such a leader! For fetching, no water-spaniel is like me.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
This wench we speak of strays so from her kind
Nature repents she made her. ’Tis a mermaid
Has toll’d my son to shipwreck.
 

TRAPDOOR
I’ll cut her comb for you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I’ll tell out gold for thee then; hunt her forth,
Cast out a line hung full of silver hooks
To catch her to thy company: deep spendings
May draw her that’s most chaste to a man’s bosom.
 

TRAPDOOR
The jingling of golden bells and a good fool with a hobbyhorse will draw all the whores i’ th’ town to dance in a morris.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Or rather — for that’s best, they say sometimes
She goes in breeches — follow her as her man.
 

TRAPDOOR
And when her breeches are off, she shall follow me.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Beat all thy brains to serve her.
 

TRAPDOOR
Zounds, sir, as country wenches beat cream till butter comes.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Play thou the subtle spider, weave fine nets
To ensnare her very life.
 

TRAPDOOR
Her life?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Yes, suck
Her heart-blood if thou canst; twist thou but cords
To catch her, I’ll find law to hang her up.
 

TRAPDOOR
Spoke like a worshipful bencher.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Trace all her steps; at this she-fox’s den
Watch what lambs enter: let me play the shepherd
To save their throats from bleeding and cut hers.
 

TRAPDOOR
This is the goll shall do’t.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Be firm and gain me
Ever thine own. This done, I entertain thee:
How is thy name?
 

TRAPDOOR
My name sir is Ralph Trapdoor, honest Ralph.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Trapdoor, be like thy name, a dangerous step
For her to venture on, but unto me — 
 

TRAPDOOR
As fast as your sole to your boot or shoe, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hence then, be little seen here as thou canst.
I’ll still be at thine elbow.
 

TRAPDOOR
The trapdoor’s set.
Moll, if you budge y’are gone; this me shall crown:
A roaring boy the Roaring Girl puts down.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
God-a-mercy, lose no time.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

The three shops open in a rank
 

The first a pothecary’s shop, the next a feather shop, the third a sempster’s shop: Mistress Gallipot in the first, Mistress Tiltyard in the next, Master Openwork and his wife in the third. To them enters Laxton, Goshawk and Greenwit.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Gentlemen, what is’t you lack? What is’t you buy? See fine bands and ruffs, fine lawns, fine cambrics! What is’t you lack, gentlemen, what is’t you buy?
 

LAXTON
Yonder’s the shop.
 

GOSHAWK
Is that she?
 

LAXTON
Peace.
 

GREENWIT
She that minces tobacco.
 

LAXTON
Ay, she’s a gentlewoman born, I can tell you, tho’ it be her hard fortune now to shred Indian pot-herbs.
 

GOSHAWK
Oh, sir, ’tis many a good woman’s fortune, when her husband turns bankrout, to begin with pipes and set up again.
 

LAXTON
And indeed the raising of the woman is the lifting up of the man’s head at all times: if one flourish, t’other will bud as fast, I warrant ye.
 

GOSHAWK
Come, th’ art familiarly acquainted there, I grope that.
 

LAXTON
And you grope no better i’ th’ dark, you may chance lie i’ th’ ditch when y’are drunk.
 

GOSHAWK
Go, th’ art a mystical lecher.
 

LAXTON
I will not deny but my credit may take up an ounce of pure smoke.
 

GOSHAWK
May take up an ell of pure smock. Away, go! [Aside] ’Tis the closest striker. Life, I think he commits venery foot deep; no man’s aware on’t. I like a palpable smockster go to work so openly with the tricks of art that I’m as apparently seen as a naked boy in a vial, and were it not for a gift of treachery that I have in me to betray my friend when he puts most trust in me — mass, yonder he is too — and by his injury to make good my access to her, I should appear as defective in courting as a farmer’s son the first day of his feather that doth nothing at court but woo the hangings and glass windows for a month together, and some broken waiting-woman forever after. I find those imperfections in my venery that were ‘t not for flattery and falsehood, I should want discourse and impudence, and he that wants impudence among women is worthy to be kick’d out at beds’ feet. He shall not see me yet.
 

GREENWIT
Troth, this is finely shred.
 

LAXTON
Oh, women are the best mincers.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
‘T had been a good phrase for a cook’s wife, sir.
 

LAXTON
But ‘twill serve generally, like the front of a new almanac, as thus: calculated for the meridian of cooks’ wives, but generally for all Englishwomen.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Nay, you shall ha’t, sir, I have fill’d it for you.
 

She puts it to the fire.
 

LAXTON
The pipe’s in a good hand, and I wish mine always so.
 

GREENWIT
But not to be us’d a’ that fashion.
 

LAXTON
Oh, pardon me, sir, I understand no French.
 

[Greenwit doffs his hat and bows.]
 

I pray be cover’d. [Handing Goshawk a pipe] Jack, a pipe of rich smoke.
 

GOSHAWK
Rich smoke? That’s sixpence a pipe, is’t?
 

GREENWIT
To me, sweet lady.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
[Aside to Laxton] Be not forgetful: respect my credit, seem strange. Art and wit makes a fool of suspicion; pray be wary.
 

LAXTON
[Aside to Mistress Gallipot] Push, I warrant you! — Come, how is’t, gallants?
 

GREENWIT
Pure and excellent.
 

LAXTON
I thought ’twas good, you were grown so silent; you are like those that love not to talk at victuals, tho’ they make a worse noise i’ the nose than a common fiddler’s prentice and discourse a whole supper with snuffling. [Aside to Mistress Gallipot] I must speak a word with you anon.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
[Aside to Laxton] Make your way wisely then.
 

GOSHAWK
Oh, what else, sir? He’s perfection itself, full of manners, but not an acre of ground belonging to [‘im].
 

GREENWIT
Ay, and full of form: h’as ne’er a good stool in’s chamber.
 

GOSHAWK
But above all religious: he preyeth daily upon elder brothers.
 

GREENWIT
And valiant above measure; h’as run three streets from a sergeant.
 

LAXTON
Puh, puh!
 

He blows tobacco in their faces.
 

GREENWIT, GOSHAWK
Oh, puh, ho, ho!
 

[They move away.]
 

LAXTON
So, so.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What’s the matter now, sir?
 

LAXTON
I protest I’m in extreme want of money: if you can supply me now with any means, you do me the greatest pleasure, next to the bounty of your love, as ever poor gentleman tasted.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What’s the sum would pleasure ye, sir? Tho’ you deserve nothing less at my hands.
 

LAXTON
Why, ’tis but for want of opportunity, thou know’st. [Aside] I put her off with opportunity still. By this light, I hate her but for means to keep me in fashion with gallants, for what I take from her I spend upon other wenches. Bear her in hand still; she has wit enough to rob her husband, and I ways enough to consume the money. — [Approaching Goshawk from behind and slapping him on the back] Why, how now? What, the chincough?
 

GOSHAWK
Thou hast the cowardliest trick to come before a man’s face and strangle him ere he be aware! I could find in my heart to make a quarrel in earnest.
 

LAXTON
Pox and thou dost — thou know’st I never use to fight with my friends — thou’ll but lose thy labour in’t.
 

Enter J[ack] Dapper and his man Gull.
 

Jack Dapper!
 

GREENWIT
Monsieur Dapper, I dive down to your ankles.
 

JACK
Save ye gentlemen, all three in a peculiar salute.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to Laxton] He were ill to make a lawyer: he dispatches three at once.
 

LAXTON
So, well said.
 

[Mistress Gallipot secretly gives him money.]
 

But is this of the same tobacco, Mistress Gallipot?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
The same you had at first, sir.
 

LAXTON
I wish it no better: this will serve to drink at my chamber.
 

GOSHAWK
Shall we taste a pipe on’t?
 

LAXTON
Not of this, by my troth, gentlemen; I have sworn before you.
 

GOSHAWK
What, not Jack Dapper?
 

LAXTON
Pardon me, sweet Jack, I’m sorry I made such a rash oath, but foolish oaths must stand. Where art going, Jack?
 

JACK
Faith, to buy one feather.
 

LAXTON
[Aside] One feather? The fool’s peculiar still.
 

JACK
Gull.
 

GULL
Master.
 

JACK
Here’s three halfpence for your ordinary, boy; meet me an hour hence in Paul’s.
 

GULL
How! Three single halfpence! Life, this will scarce serve a man in sauce, a hal’p’orth of mustard, a hal’p’orth of oil, and a hal’p’orth of vinegar. What’s left then for the pickle herring? This shows like small beer i’ th’ morning after a great surfeit of wine o’ernight. He could spend his three pound last night in a supper amongst girls and brave bawdy-house boys; I thought his pockets cackl’d not for nothing. These are the eggs of three pound; I’ll go sup ‘em up presently.
 

Exit Gull.
 

LAXTON
[Aside, counting his money] Eight, nine, ten angels. Good wench, i’faith, and one that loves darkness well: she puts out a candle with the best tricks of any drugster’s wife in England; but that which mads her, I rail upon opportunity still and take no notice on’t. The other night she would needs lead me into a room with a candle in her hand to show me a naked picture, where no sooner entered but the candle was sent of an arrant; now I not intending to understand her, but, like a puny at the inns of venery, call’d for another light innocently: thus reward I all her cunning with simple mistaking. I know she cozens her husband to keep me, and I’ll keep her honest as long as I can to make the poor man some part of amends: an honest mind of a whoremaster! — How think you amongst you? What, a fresh pipe? Draw in a third man.
 

GOSHAWK
No, you’re a hoarder; you engross by th’ ounces.
 

At the feather shop now
 

JACK
Puh, I like it not.
 

[MISTRESS] TILTYARD
What feather is’t you’ld have, sir?
These are most worn and most in fashion
Amongst the beaver gallants, the stone riders,
The private stage’s audience, the twelvepenny-stool gentlemen:
I can inform you ’tis the general feather.
 

JACK
And therefore I mislike it; tell me of general!
Now a continual Simon and Jude’s rain
Beat all your feathers as flat down as pancakes.
Show me a spangled feather.
 

MISTRESS TILTYARD
Oh, to go
A-feasting with? You’d have it for a [hench]-boy;
You shall.
 

At the sempster’s shop now
 

OPENWORK
Mass, I had quite forgot
His honour’s footman was here last night, wife.
Ha’ you done with my lord’s shirt?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
What’s that to you, sir?
I was this morning at his honour’s lodging
Ere such a [snail] as you crept out of your shell.
 

OPENWORK
Oh, ’twas well done, good wife!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I hold it better, sir, than if you had done ‘t yourself.
 

OPENWORK
Nay, so say I. But is the countess’s smock almost done, mouse?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Here, yes, the cambric, sir, but wants, I fear me.
 

OPENWORK
I’ll resolve you of that presently.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
[Hoyda]! Oh, audacious groom,
Dare you presume to noblewomen’s linen?
Keep you your yard to measure shepherd’s holland!
I must confine you, I see that.
 

At the tobacco shop now.
 

GOSHAWK
What say you to this gear?
 

LAXTON
I dare the arrant’s[t] critic in tobacco
To lay one fault upon’t.
 

Enter Moll in a frieze jerkin and a black safeguard.
 

GOSHAWK
Life, yonder’s Moll!
 

LAXTON
Moll? Which Moll?
 

GOSHAWK
Honest Moll.
 

LAXTON
Prithee, let’s call her. Moll!
 

[GOSHAWK, GREENWIT]
Moll, Moll, pist, Moll!
 

MOLL
How now, what’s the matter?
 

GOSHAWK
A pipe of good tobacco, Moll?
 

MOLL
I cannot stay.
 

GOSHAWK
Nay, Moll, puh! Prithee hark, but one word, i’faith.
 

MOLL
Well, what is’t?
 

GREENWIT
Prithee come hither, sirrah.
 

LAXTON
[Aside] Heart, I would give but too much money to be nibbling with that wench! Life, sh’as the spirit of four great parishes, and a voice that will drown all the city; methinks a brave captain might get all his soldiers upon her and ne’er be beholding to a company of Mile End milksops, if he could come on and come off quick enough. Such a Moll were a marrow-bone before an Italian; he would cry bona roba till his ribs were nothing but bone. I’ll lay hard siege to her; money is that aqua fortis that eats into many a maidenhead: where the walls are flesh and blood, I’ll ever pierce through with a golden auger.
 

GOSHAWK
Now thy judgment, Moll: is’t not good?
 

MOLL
Yes, faith, ’tis very good tobacco. How do you sell an ounce? Farewell. God b’i’you, Mistress Gallipot.
 

GOSHAWK
Why, Moll, Moll!
 

MOLL
I cannot stay now, i’faith. I am going to buy a shag ruff; the shop will be shut in presently.
 

GOSHAWK
’Tis the maddest, fantastical’st girl: I never knew so much flesh and so much nimbleness put together.
 

LAXTON
She slips from one company to another, like a fat eel between a Dutchman’s fingers. [Aside] I’ll watch my time for her.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Some will not stick to say she’s a man
And some both man and woman.
 

LAXTON
That were excellent: she might first cuckold the husband and then make him do as much for the wife.
 

The feather shop again.
 

MOLL
Save you. How does Mistress Tiltyard?
 

JACK
Moll.
 

MOLL
Jack Dapper.
 

JACK
How dost, Moll?
 

MOLL
I’ll tell thee by and by; I go but to th’ next shop.
 

JACK
Thou shalt find me here this hour about a feather.
 

MOLL
Nay, and a feather hold you in play a whole hour, a goose will last you all the days of your life.
 

The sempster shop
 

Let me see a good shag ruff.
 

OPENWORK
Mistress Mary, that shalt thou i’faith, and the best in the shop.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
How now! Greetings? Love-terms with a pox between you! Have I found out one of your haunts? I send you for hollands, and you’re i’ th’ low countries with a mischief. I’m serv’d with good ware by th’ shift, that makes it lie dead so long upon my hands: I were as good shut up shop, for when I open it I take nothing.
 

OPENWORK
Nay, and you fall a-ringing once the devil cannot stop you. I’ll out of the belfry as fast as I can. Moll.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Get you from my shop.
 

MOLL
I come to buy.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I’ll sell ye nothing; I warn ye my house and shop.
 

MOLL
You goody Openwork, you that prick out a poor living
And sews many a bawdy skin-coat together,
Thou private pandress between shirt and smock,
I wish thee for a minute but a man:
Thou shouldst never use more shapes. But as th’ art
I pity my revenge: now my spleen’s up,
I would not mock it willingly.
 

Enter a Fellow with a long rapier by his side.
 

Ha! Be thankful.
Now I forgive thee.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Marry, hang thee;
I never ask’d forgiveness in my life.
 

MOLL
You, goodman swine’s-face!
 

FELLOW
What, will you murder me?
 

MOLL
You remember, slave, how you abus’d me t’other night in a tavern?
 

FELLOW
Not I, by this light.
 

MOLL
No, but by candlelight you did. You have tricks to save your oaths, reservations have you, and I have reserved somewhat for you. [Strikes him.] As you like that, call for more; you know the sign again.
 

FELLOW
Pox on’t, had I brought any company along with me to have borne witness on’t; ’twould ne’er have griev’d me; but to be struck and nobody by, ’tis my ill fortune still. Why, tread upon a worm, they say ‘twill turn tail, but indeed a gentleman should have more manners.
 

Exit Fellow.
 

LAXTON
Gallantly performed, i’faith, Moll, and manfully! I love thee forever for’t! Base rogue! Had he offer’d but the least counterbuff, by this hand I was prepared for him.
 

MOLL
You prepared for him! Why should you be prepared for him? Was he any more than a man?
 

LAXTON
No, nor so much by a yard and a handful London measure.
 

MOLL
Why do you speak this then? Do you think I cannot ride a stone horse unless one lead him by th’ snaffle?
 

LAXTON
Yes, and sit him bravely; I know thou canst, Moll. ’Twas but an honest mistake through love, and I’ll make amends for’t any way. Prithee, sweet, plump Moll, when shall thou and I go out a’ town together?
 

MOLL
Whither? To Tyburn prithee?
 

LAXTON
Mass, that’s out a’ town indeed; thou hang’st so many jests upon thy friends still. I mean honestly to Brainford, Staines or Ware.
 

MOLL
What to do there?
 

LAXTON
Nothing but be merry and lie together; I’ll hire a coach with four horses.
 

MOLL
I thought ’twould be a beastly journey. You may leave out one well: three horses will serve if I play the jade myself.
 

LAXTON
Nay, push, th’ art such another kicking wench! Prithee be kind and let’s meet.
 

MOLL
’Tis hard but we shall meet, sir.
 

LAXTON
Nay, but appoint the place then. [Giving her money] There’s ten angels in fair gold, Moll; you see I do not trifle with you. Do but say thou wilt meet me, and I’ll have a coach ready for thee.
 

MOLL
Why, here’s my hand I’ll meet you, sir.
 

LAXTON
[Aside] Oh, good gold! — The place, sweet Moll?
 

MOLL
It shall be your appointment.
 

LAXTON
Somewhat near Holborn, Moll.
 

MOLL
In Gray’s Inn Fields then.
 

LAXTON
A match.
 

MOLL
I’ll meet you there.
 

LAXTON
The hour?
 

MOLL
Three.
 

LAXTON
That will be time enough to sup at Brainford.
 

Fall from them to the other.
 

OPENWORK
I am of such a nature, sir, I cannot endure the house when she scolds. Sh’ has a tongue will be [heard] further in a still morning than Saint Antling’s bell. She rails upon me for foreign wenching, that I being a freeman must needs keep a whore i’ th’ suburbs, and seek to impoverish the liberties. When we fall out, I trouble you still to make all whole with my wife.
 

GOSHAWK
No trouble at all; ’tis a pleasure to me to join things together.
 

OPENWORK
Go thy ways. [Aside] I do this but to try thy honesty, Goshawk.
 

The feather shop
 

JACK
How lik’st thou this, Moll?
 

MOLL
Oh, singularly! You’re fitted now for a bunch. [Aside] He looks for all the world with those spangled feathers like a nobleman’s bedpost! The purity of your wench would I fain try; she seems like Kent, unconquered, and I believe as many wiles are in her. Oh, the gallants of these times are shallow lechers; they put not their courtship home enough to a wench. ’Tis impossible to know what woman is thoroughly honest, because she’s ne’er thoroughly tried; I am of that certain belief there are more queans in this town of their own making than of any man’s provoking. Where lies the slackness then? Many a poor soul would down, and there’s nobody will push ‘em:
Women are courted but ne’er soundly tried,
As many walk in spurs that never ride.
 

The sempster’s shop.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh, abominable!
 

GOSHAWK
Nay, more: I tell you in private, he keeps a whore i’ th’ suburbs.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh, spital dealing! I came to him a gentlewoman born. I’ll show you mine arms when you please, sir.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] I had rather see your legs and begin that way.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
’Tis well known he took me from a lady’s service, where I was well beloved of the steward; I had my Latin tongue and a spice of the French before I came to him, and now doth he keep a suburbian whore under my nostrils.
 

GOSHAWK
There’s ways enough to cry quit with him; hark in thine ear.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
There’s a friend worth a million.
 

MOLL
[Aside] I’ll try one spear against your chastity, Mistress Tiltyard, though it prove too short by the [burr].
 

Enter Ralph Trapdoor.
 

TRAPDOOR
[Aside] Mass, here she is! I’m bound already to serve her, tho’ it be but a sluttish trick. — Bless my hopeful young mistress with long life and great limbs! Send her the upper hand of all bailiffs and their hungry adherents!
 

MOLL
How now! What art thou?
 

TRAPDOOR
A poor, ebbing gentleman that would gladly wait for the young flood of your service.
 

MOLL
My service! What should move you to offer your service to me, sir?
 

TRAPDOOR
The love I bear to your heroic spirit and masculine womanhood.
 

MOLL
So, sir, put case we should retain you to us, what parts are there in you for a gentlewoman’s service?
 

TRAPDOOR
Of two kinds, right worshipful, movable and immovable: movable to run of arrants, and immovable to stand when you have occasion to use me.
 

MOLL
What strength have you?
 

TRAPDOOR
Strength, Mistress Moll? I have gone up into a steeple and stayed the great bell as ‘t has been ringing, stopp’d a windmill going.
 

MOLL
And never struck down yourself?
 

TRAPDOOR
Stood as upright as I do at this present.
 

Molls trips up his heels; he falls.
 

MOLL
Come, I pardon you for this; it shall be no disgrace to you: I have struck up the heels of the high German’s size ere now. What, not stand?
 

TRAPDOOR
I am of that nature where I love, I’ll be at my mistress’ foot to do her service.
 

MOLL
Why, well said. But say your mistress should receive injury: have you the spirit of fighting in you? Durst you second her?
 

TRAPDOOR
Life, I have kept a bridge myself and drove seven at a time before me.
 

MOLL
Ay?
 

TRAPDOOR aside
But they were all Lincolnshire bullocks, by my troth.
 

MOLL
Well, meet me in Gray’s Inn Fields between three and four this afternoon, and upon better consideration we’ll retain you.
 

TRAPDOOR
I humbly thank your good mistress-ship.
[Aside] I’ll crack your neck for this kindness.
 

Exit Trapdoor. Moll meets Laxton.
 

LAXTON
Remember: three.
 

MOLL
Nay, if I fail you, hang me.
 

LAXTON
Good wench, i’faith.
 

Then Openwork
 

MOLL
Who’s this?
 

OPENWORK
’Tis I, Moll.
 

MOLL
Prithee tend thy shop and prevent bastards.
 

OPENWORK
We’ll have a pint of the same wine, i’faith, Moll.
 

[Exeunt Moll and Openwork.] The bell rings.
 

GOSHAWK
Hark the bell rings; come, gentlemen.
Jack Dapper, where shall’s all munch?
 

JACK
I am for Parker’s ordinary.
 

LAXTON
He’s a good guest to ‘m; he deserves his board:
He draws all the gentlemen in a term-time thither.
We’ll be your followers, Jack, lead the way.
Look you, by my faith, the fool has feather’d his nest well.
 

Exeunt gallants [Laxton, Goshawk, Greenwit, Jack Dapper]. Enter Master Gallipot, Master Tiltyard, and servants with water-spaniels and a duck.
 

TILTYARD
Come, shut up your shops. Where’s Master Openwork?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Nay, ask not me, Master Tiltyard.
 

TILTYARD
Where’s his water-dog? Puh-pist-her-her-pist!
 

GALLIPOT
Come, wenches, come, we’re going all to Hogsden.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
To Hogsden, husband?
 

GALLIPOT
Ay, to Hogsden, pigsney.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
I’m not ready, husband.
 

GALLIPOT
Faith, that’s well. Hum-pist-pist!
 

Spits in the dog’s mouth.
 

Come, Mistress Openwork, you are so long.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I have no joy of my life, Master Gallipot.
 

GALLIPOT
Push, let your boy lead his water-spaniel along and we’ll show you the bravest sport at Parlous Pond. Hey Trug, hey Trug, hey Trug! Here’s the best duck in England, except my wife.
Hey, hey, hey, fetch, fetch, fetch, come let’s away;
Of all the year this is the sportfull’st day.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A street
 

Enter Sebastian solus.
 

SEBASTIAN
If a man have a free will, where should the use
More perfect shine than in his will to love?
All creatures have their liberty in that,
 

Enter Sir Alexander and listens to him.
 

Tho’ else kept under servile yoke and fear;
The very bondslave has his freedom there.
Amongst a world of creatures voic’d and silent
Must my desires wear fetters? [Aside] Yea, are you
So near? Then I must break with my heart’s truth,
Meet grief at a back way; well. — Why, suppose
The two-leav’d tongues of slander or of truth
Pronounce Moll loathsome: if before my love
She appear fair, what injury have I?
I have the thing I like. In all things else
Mine own eye guides me, and I find ‘em prosper.
Life, what should ail it now? I know that man
Ne’er truly loves, if he gainsay ‘t he lies,
That winks and marries with his father’s eyes.
I’ll keep mine own wide open.
 

Enter Moll and a Porter with a viol on his back.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Here’s brave willfulness,
A made match. Here she comes; they met a’ purpose.
 

PORTER
Must I carry this great fiddle to your chamber, Mistress Mary?
 

MOLL
Fiddle, goodman hog-rubber? Some of these porters bear so much for others they have no time to carry wit for themselves.
 

PORTER
To your own chamber, Mistress Mary?
 

MOLL
Who’ll hear an ass speak? Whither else, goodman pageant-bearer? They’re people of the worst memories.
 

Exit Porter.
 

SEBASTIAN
Why, ‘twere too great a burthen, love, to have them carry things in their minds and a’ their backs together.
 

MOLL
Pardon me, sir, I thought not you so near.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] So, so, so.
 

SEBASTIAN
I would be nearer to thee, and in that fashion
That makes the best part of all creatures honest.
No otherwise I wish it.
 

MOLL
Sir, I am so poor to requite you, you must look for nothing but thanks of me. I have no humour to marry: I love to lie a’ both sides a’ th’ bed myself; and again a’ th’ other side, a wife, you know, ought to be obedient, but I fear me I am too headstrong to obey, therefore I’ll ne’er go about it. I love you so well, sir, for your good will I’d be loath you should repent your bargain after, and therefore we’ll ne’er come together at first. I have the head now of myself and am man enough for a woman; marriage is but a chopping and changing, where a maiden loses one head and has a worse i’ th’ place.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] The most comfortablest answer from a roaring girl
That ever mine ears drunk in.
 

SEBASTIAN
This were enough
Now to affright a fool forever from thee,
When ’tis the music that I love thee for.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] There’s a boy spoils all again.
 

MOLL
Believe it, sir, I am not of that disdainful temper, but I could love you faithfully.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] A pox on you for that word! I like you not now:
Y’are a cunning roarer; I see that already.
 

MOLL
But sleep upon this once more, sir, you may chance shift a mind tomorrow. Be not too hasty to wrong yourself; never while you live, sir, take a wife running: many have run out at heels that have done ‘t. You see, sir, I speak against myself, and if every woman would deal with their suitor so honestly, poor younger brothers would not be so often gull’d with old cozening widows that turn o’er all their wealth in trust to some kinsman and make the poor gentleman work hard for a pension. Fare you well, sir.
 

SEBASTIAN
Nay, prithee, one word more.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] How do I wrong this girl: she puts him off still!
 

MOLL
Think upon this in cold blood, sir: you make as much haste as if you were a-going upon a sturgeon voyage. Take deliberation, sir; never choose a wife as if you were going to Virginia.
 

SEBASTIAN
And so we parted, my too-cursed fate.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] She is but cunning, gives him longer time in’t.
 

Enter a Tailor.
 

TAILOR
Mistress Moll, Mistress Moll: so ho ho so ho!
 

MOLL
There boy, there boy! What, dost thou go a-hawking after me with a red clout on thy finger?
 

TAILOR
I forgot to take measure on you for your new breeches.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Hoyda! Breeches! What, will he marry a monster with two trinkets? What age is this? If the wife go in breeches, the man must wear long coats like a fool.
 

MOLL
What fiddling’s here? Would not the old pattern have serv’d your turn?
 

TAILOR
You change the fashion; you say you’ll have the great Dutch slop, Mistress Mary.
 

MOLL
Why, sir, I say so still.
 

TAILOR
Your breeches then will take up a yard more.
 

MOLL
Well, pray look it be put in then.
 

TAILOR
It shall stand round and full, I warrant you,
 

MOLL
Pray make ‘em easy enough.
 

TAILOR
I know my fault now: t’other was somewhat stiff between the legs; I’ll make these open enough, I warrant you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Here’s good gear towards! I have brought up my son to marry a Dutch slop and a French doublet, a codpiece-daughter!
 

TAILOR
So, I have gone as far as I can go.
 

MOLL
Why then, farewell.
 

TAILOR
If you go presently to your chamber, Mistress Mary, pray send me the measure of your thigh by some honest body.
 

MOLL
Well, sir, I’ll send it by a porter presently.
 

Exit Moll.
 

TAILOR
So you had need: it is a lusty one; both of them would make any porter’s back ache in England.
 

Exit Tailor.
 

SEBASTIAN
I have examined the best part of man,
Reason and judgment, and in love they tell me
They leave me uncontroll’d: he that is sway’d
By an unfeeling blood past heat of love,
His springtime must needs err; his watch ne’er goes right
That sets his dial by a rusty clock.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Coming forward] So, and which is that rusty clock, sir? You?
 

SEBASTIAN
The clock at Ludgate, sir; it ne’er goes true.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
But thou goest falser: not thy father’s cares
Can keep thee right. When that insensible work
Obeys the workman’s art, lets off the hour
And stops again when time is satisfied;
But thou runn’st on, and judgment, thy main wheel,
Beats by all stops, as if the work would break
Begun with long pains for a minute’s ruin,
Much like a suffering man brought up with care
At last bequeath’d to shame and a short prayer.
 

SEBASTIAN
I taste you bitterer than I can deserve, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Who has bewitch[‘d] thee, son? What devil or drug
Hath wrought upon the weakness of thy blood
And betray’d all her hopes to ruinous folly?
Oh, wake from drowsy and enchanted shame,
Wherein thy soul sits with a golden dream,
Flatter’d and poisoned! I am old, my son;
Oh, let me prevail quickly,
For I have weightier business of mine own
Than to chide thee: I must not to my grave
As a drunkard to his bed, whereon he lies
Only to sleep and never cares to rise.
Let me dispatch in time; come no more near her.
 

SEBASTIAN
Not honestly? Not in the way of marriage?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
What, sayst thou marriage? In what place, the sessions-house? And who shall give the bride, prithee, an indictment?
 

SEBASTIAN
Sir, now ye take part with the world to wrong her.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Why, wouldst thou fain marry to be pointed at?
Alas, the number’s great; do not o’erburden ‘t.
Why, as good marry a beacon on a hill,
Which all the country fix their eyes upon
As her thy folly dotes on. If thou long’st
To have the story of thy infamous fortunes,
Serve for discourse in ordinaries and taverns,
Th’ art in the way; or to confound thy name,
Keep on, thou canst not miss it; or to strike
Thy wretched father to untimely coldness,
Keep the left hand still, it will bring thee to’t.
Yet if no tears wrung from thy father’s eyes,
Nor sighs that fly in sparkles from his sorrows,
Had power to alter what is willful in thee,
Methinks her very name should fright thee from her
And never trouble me.
 

SEBASTIAN
Why is the name of Moll so fatal, sir?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Marry], one, sir, where suspect is ent’red,
For seek all London from one end to t’other
More whores of that name than of any ten other.
 

SEBASTIAN
What’s that to her? Let those blush for themselves.
Can any guilt in others condemn her?
I’ve vow’d to love her: let all storms oppose me
That ever beat against the breast of man,
Nothing but death’s black tempest shall divide us.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, folly that can dote on nought but shame!
 

SEBASTIAN
Put case a wanton itch runs through one name
More than another: is that name the worse
Where honesty sits possess’d in’t? It should rather
Appear more excellent and deserve more praise
When through foul mists a brightness it can raise.
Why, there are of the devil’s honest gentlemen,
And well descended, keep an open house,
And some a’ th’ good man’s that are arrant knaves.
He hates unworthily that by rote contemns,
For the name neither saves nor yet condemns.
And for her honesty, I have made such proof an’t
In several forms, so nearly watch’d her ways,
I will maintain that strict against an army,
Excepting you my father. Here’s her worst:
Sh’ has a bold spirit that mingles with mankind,
But nothing else comes near it, and oftentimes
Through her apparel somewhat shames her birth,
But she is loose in nothing but in mirth.
Would all Molls were no worse.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] This way I toil in vain and give but aim
To infamy and ruin. He will fall;
My blessing cannot stay him: all my joys
Stand at the brink of a devouring flood
And will be willfully swallowed, willfully,
But why so vain? Let all these tears be lost:
I’ll pursue her to shame, and so all’s cross’d.
 

Exit Sir Alexander.
 

SEBASTIAN
He is gone with some strange purpose, whose effect
Will hurt me little if he shoot so wide,
To think I love so blindly. I but feed
His heart to this match to draw on th’ other,
Wherein my joy sits with a full wish crown’d,
Only his mood excepted, which must change
By opposite policies, courses indirect:
Plain dealing in this world takes no effect.
This mad girl I’ll acquaint with my intent,
Get her assistance, make my fortunes known:
‘Twixt lovers’ hearts, she’s a fit instrument
And has the art to help them to their own
By her advice, for in that craft she’s wise:
My love and I may meet, spite of all spies.
 

Exit Sebastian.
 




Act III Scene 1.
 

Gray’s Inn Fields
 

Enter Laxton in Gray’s Inn Fields with the Coachman.
 

LAXTON
Coachman.
 

COACHMAN
Here sir.
 

LAXTON
[Giving him money] There’s a tester more. Prithee drive thy coach to the hither end of Marybone Park, a fit place for Moll to get in.
 

COACHMAN
Marybone Park, sir?
 

LAXTON
Ay, it’s in our way, thou know’st.
 

COACHMAN
It shall be done, sir.
 

LAXTON
Coachman.
 

COACHMAN
Anon, sir.
 

LAXTON
Are we fitted with good [frampold] jades?
 

COACHMAN
The best in Smithfield, I warrant you, sir.
 

LAXTON
May we safely take the upper hand of any [couch’d] velvet cap or tufftaffety jacket? For they keep a vild swaggering in coaches nowadays; the highways are stopp’d with them.
 

COACHMAN
My life for yours and baffle ‘em too, sir. Why, they are the same jades, believe it, sir, that have drawn all your famous whores to Ware.
 

LAXTON
Nay then, they know their business; they need no more instructions.
 

COACHMAN
They’re so us’d to such journeys, sir, I never use whip to ‘em, for if they catch but the scent of a wench once, they run like devils.
 

Exit Coachman with his whip.
 

LAXTON
Fine Cerberus: that rogue will have the start of a thousand ones, for whilst others trot afoot, he’ll ride prancing to hell upon a coach-horse. Stay, ’tis now about the hour of her appointment, but yet I see her not.
 

The clock strikes three.
 

Hark, what’s this? One, two, three, three by the clock at Savoy: this is the hour, and Gray’s Inn Fields the place. She swore she’d meet me. Ha, yonder’s two Inns a’ Court men with one wench, but that’s not she; they walk toward Islington out of my way. I see none yet dress’d like her: I must look for a shag ruff, a frieze jerkin, a short sword, and safeguard, or I get none. Why, Moll, prithee make haste or the coachman will curse us anon.
 

Enter Moll like a man.
 

MOLL
[Aside] Oh, here’s my gentleman: if they would keep their days as well with their mercers as their hours with their harlots, no bankrout would give seven score pound for a sergeant’s place, for would you know a catchpole rightly deriv’d, the corruption of a citizen is the generation of a sergeant! How his eye hawks for venery! — Come, are you ready, sir?
 

LAXTON
Ready for what, sir?
 

MOLL
Do you ask that now, sir? Why was this meeting ‘pointed?
 

LAXTON
I thought you mistook me, sir.
You seem to be some young barrister.
I have no suit in law; all my land’s sold:
I praise heaven for’t; ‘t has rid me of much trouble.
 

MOLL
Then I must wake you, sir. Where stands the coach?
 

LAXTON
Who’s this? Moll? Honest Moll?
 

MOLL
So young and purblind? You’re an old wanton in your eyes, I see that.
 

LAXTON
Th’ art admirably suited for the Three Pigeons at Brainford; I’ll swear I knew thee not.
 

MOLL
I’ll swear you did not, but you shall know me now.
 

LAXTON
No, not here, we shall be spied, i’faith; the coach is better, come.
 

MOLL
Stay.
 

LAXTON
What, wilt thou untruss a point, Moll?
 

She puts off her cloak and draws.
 

MOLL
Yes, here’s the point that I untruss: ‘t has but one tag; ‘twill serve tho’ to tie up a rogue’s tongue.
 

LAXTON
How!
 

MOLL
There’s the gold with which you hir’d your hackney.
[Attacking him] Here’s her pace;
She racks hard, and perhaps your bones will feel it!
Ten angels of mine own I’ve put to thine;
Win ‘em and wear ‘em!
 

LAXTON
Hold, Moll, Mistress Mary!
 

MOLL
Draw or I’ll serve an execution on thee
Shall lay thee up till doomsday!
 

LAXTON
Draw upon a woman? Why, what dost mean, Moll?
 

MOLL
To teach thy base thoughts manners: th’ art one of those
That thinks each woman thy fond, flexible whore
If she but cast a liberal eye upon thee;
Turn back her head, she’s thine, or amongst company,
By chance drink first to thee. Then she’s quite gone;
There’s no means to help her, nay, for a need,
Wilt swear unto thy credulous fellow lechers
That th’ art more in favour with a lady
At first sight than her monkey all her lifetime.
How many of our sex by such as thou
Have their good thoughts paid with a blasted name
That never deserved loosely, or did trip
In path of whoredom beyond cup and lip?
But for the stain of conscience and of soul,
Better had women fall into the hands
Of an act silent than a bragging nothing.
There’s no mercy in’t. What durst move you, sir,
To think me whorish, a name which I’d tear out
From the high German’s throat if it lay ledger there
To dispatch privy slanders against me?
In thee I defy all men, their worst hates
And their best flatteries, all their golden witchcrafts
With which they entangle the poor spirits of fools,
Distressed needlewomen, and trade-fall’n wives.
Fish that must needs bite or themselves be bitten,
Such hungry things as these may soon be took
With a worm fast’ned on a golden hook:
Those are the lecher’s food, his prey; he watches
For quarrelling wedlocks, and poor shifting sisters:
’Tis the best fish he takes. But why, good fisherman,
Am I thought meat for you, that never yet
Had angling rod cast towards me? ‘Cause, you’ll say,
I’m given to sport, I’m often merry, jest.
Had mirth no kindred in the world but lust?
Oh, shame take all her friends then! But howe’er
Thou and the baser world censure my life,
I’ll send ‘em word by thee, and write so much
Upon thy breast, ‘cause thou shalt bear ‘t in mind:
Tell them ‘twere base to yield where I have conquer’d.
I scorn to prostitute myself to a man,
I that can prostitute a man to me:
And so I greet thee.
 

LAXTON
Hear me!
 

MOLL
Would the spirits
Of all my [slanderers] were clasp’d in thine
That I might vex an army at one time!
 

They fight.
 

LAXTON
I do repent me! Hold!
 

MOLL
You’ll die the better Christian then.
 

LAXTON
I do confess I have wrong’d thee, Moll.
 

MOLL
Confession is but poor amends for wrong,
Unless a rope would follow.
 

LAXTON
I ask thee pardon.
 

MOLL
I’m your hir’d whore, sir.
 

LAXTON
I yield both purse and body!
 

MOLL
Both are mine and now at my disposing.
 

LAXTON
Spare my life!
 

MOLL
I scorn to strike thee basely.
 

LAXTON
Spoke like a noble girl, i’faith! [Aside] Heart, I think I fight with a familiar or the ghost of a fencer! Sh’ has wounded me gallantly. Call you this a lecherous [voyage]? Here’s blood would have serv’d me this seven year in broken heads and cut fingers, and it now runs all out together. Pox a’ the Three Pigeons! I would the coach were here now to carry me to the chirurgeon’s.
 

Exit Laxton.
 

MOLL
If I could meet my enemies one by one thus,
I might make pretty shift with ‘em in time
And make ‘em know she that has wit and spirit
May scorn to live beholding to her body for meat
Or for apparel like your common dame
That makes shame get her clothes to cover shame.
Base is that mind that kneels unto her body,
As if a husband stood in awe on’s wife:
My spirit shall be mistress of this house
As long as I have time in’t.
 

Enter Trapdoor.
 

[Aside] Oh,
Here comes my man that would be: ’tis his hour.
Faith, a good well-set fellow, if his spirit
Be answerable to his umbles. He walks stiff,
But whether he will stand to’t stiffly, there’s the point;
H’as a good calf for’t, and ye shall have many a woman
Choose him she means to [make] her head by his calf.
I do not know their tricks in’t. Faith, he seems
A man without; I’ll try what he is within.
 

TRAPDOOR
[Aside] She told me Gray’s Inn Fields ‘twixt three and four.
I’ll fit her mistress-ship with a piece of service!
I’m hir’d to rid the town of one mad girl.
 

She justles him.
 

What a pox ails you, sir?
 

MOLL
[Aside] He begins like a gentleman.
 

TRAPDOOR
Heart, is the field so narrow, or your eyesight?
 

She comes towards him.
 

Life, he comes back again!
 

MOLL
Was this spoke to me, sir?
 

TRAPDOOR
I cannot tell, sir.
 

MOLL
Go, y’are a coxcomb!
 

TRAPDOOR
Coxcomb?
 

MOLL
Y’are a slave!
 

TRAPDOOR
I hope there’s law for you, sir.
 

MOLL
[Yea], do you see, sir?
 

Turn his hat.
 

TRAPDOOR
Heart, this is no good dealing!
Pray let me know what house you’re of.
 

MOLL
One of the Temple, sir.
 

Fillips him.
 

TRAPDOOR
Mass, so methinks!
 

MOLL
And yet sometime I lie
About Chick Lane.
 

TRAPDOOR
I like you the worse
Because you shift your lodging so often.
I’ll not meddle with you for that trick, sir.
 

MOLL
A good shift, but it shall not serve your turn.
 

TRAPDOOR
You’ll give me leave to pass about my business, sir?
 

MOLL
Your business?
I’ll make you wait on me before I ha’ done,
And glad to serve me too.
 

TRAPDOOR
How, sir! Serve you?
Not if there were no more men in England!
 

MOLL
But if there were no more women in England,
I hope you’d wait upon your mistress then.
 

TRAPDOOR
Mistress!
 

MOLL
Oh, you’re a tried spirit at a push, sir!
 

TRAPDOOR
What would your worship have me do?
 

MOLL
You a fighter?
 

TRAPDOOR
No, I praise heaven; I had better grace and more manners.
 

MOLL
As how I pray, sir?
 

TRAPDOOR
Life, ‘t had been a beastly part of me to have drawn my weapons upon my mistress! All the world would ‘a’ cried shame of me for that.
 

MOLL
Why, but you knew me not.
 

TRAPDOOR
Do not say so, mistress; I knew you by your wide straddle, as well as if I had been in your belly.
 

MOLL
Well, we shall try you further; i’ th’ mean time we give you entertainment.
 

TRAPDOOR
Thank your good mistress-ship.
 

MOLL
How many suits have you?
 

TRAPDOOR
No more suits than backs, mistress.
 

MOLL
Well, if you deserve, I cast off this next week,
And you may creep into’t.
 

TRAPDOOR
Thank your good worship.
 

MOLL
Come, follow me to St. Thomas Apostle’s;
I’ll put a livery cloak upon your back
The first thing I do.
 

TRAPDOOR
I follow, my dear mistress.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Gallipot’s house
 

Enter Mistress Gallipot as from supper, her husband after her.
 

GALLIPOT
What, Pru! Nay, sweet Prudence!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What a pruing keep you; I think the baby would have a teat, it kyes so. Pray be not so fond of me: leave your city humours; I’m vex’d at you to see how like a calf you come bleating after me.
 

GALLIPOT
Nay, honey Pru. How does your rising up before all the table show? And flinging from my friends so uncivilly? Fie, Pru, fie, come!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Then up and ride, i’faith.
 

GALLIPOT
Up and ride? Nay, my pretty Pru, that’s far from my thought, duck. Why, mouse, thy mind is nibbling at something. What is’t? What lies upon thy stomach?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Such an ass as you. Hoyda, y’are best turn midwife or physician! Y’are a pothecary already, but I’m none of your drugs.
 

GALLIPOT
Thou art a sweet drug, sweet’st Pru, and the more thou art pounded, the more precious.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Must you be prying into a woman’s secrets, say ye?
 

GALLIPOT
Woman’s secrets?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What, I cannot have a qualm come upon me but your teeth waters till your nose hang over it.
 

GALLIPOT
It is my love, dear wife.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Your love? Your love is all words; give me deeds: I cannot abide a man that’s too fond over me, so cookish; thou dost not know how to handle a woman in her kind.
 

GALLIPOT
No, Pru? Why, I hope I have handled — 
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Handle a fool’s head of your own, fie, fie!
 

GALLIPOT
Ha, ha, ’tis such a wasp! It does me good now to have her [sting] me, little rogue.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Now fie, how you vex me! I cannot abide these [apron] husbands, such cotqueans: you overdo your things; they become you scurvily.
 

GALLIPOT
[Aside] Upon my life, she breeds! Heaven knows how I have strain’d myself to please her, night and day. I wonder why we citizens should get children so fretful and untoward in the breeding, their fathers being for the most part as gentle as milch-kine. — Shall I leave thee, my Pru?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Fie, fie, fie.
 

GALLIPOT
Thou shalt not be vex’d no more, pretty kind rogue: take no cold, sweet Pru.
 

Exit Gallipot.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
As your wit has done. [Taking out a letter] Now, Master Laxton, show your head. What news from you? Would any husband suspect that a woman crying, “Buy any scurvygrass” should bring love letters amongst her herbs to his wife? Pretty trick, fine conveyance! Had jealousy a thousand eyes, a silly woman with scurvygrass blinds them all.
Laxton, with bays
Crown I thy wit for this: it deserves praise.
This makes me affect thee more; this proves thee wise.
‘Lack what poor shift is love forc’d to devise?
To th’ point:
 

She reads the letter.
 

“Oh, sweet creature,” — a sweet beginning— “pardon my long absence, for thou shalt shortly be possessed with my presence. Though Demophon was false to Phyllis, I will be to thee as Pan-da-rus was to Cres-sida; tho’ Aeneas made an ass of Dido, I will die to thee ere I do so. Oh, sweet’st creature, make much of me, for no man beneath the silver moon shall make more of a woman than I do of thee. Furnish me therefore with thirty pounds; you must do it of necessity for me: I languish till I see some comfort come from thee, protesting not to die in thy debt, but rather to live so, as hitherto I have and will.
 

Thy true Laxton ever.”
 

Alas, poor gentleman! Troth, I pity him.
How shall I raise this money? Thirty pound?
’Tis thirty sure, a 3 before an O;
I know his threes too well. My childbed linen?
Shall I pawn that for him? Then if my mark
Be known, I am undone; it may be thought
My husband’s bankrout. Which way shall I turn?
Laxton, what with my own fears and thy wants,
I’m as a needle ‘twixt two adamants.
 

Enter Master Gallipot hastily.
 

GALLIPOT
Nay, nay, wife, the women are all up! [Aside] Ha! How, reading a’ letters? I smell a goose, a couple of capons, and a gammon of bacon from her mother out of the country, I hold my life. — Steal, steal!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, beshrew your heart!
 

GALLIPOT
What letter’s that?
I’ll see’t.
 

She tears the letter.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, would thou hadst no eyes to see
The downfall of me and thyself: I’m forever,
Forever I’m undone!
 

GALLIPOT
What ails my Pru?
What paper’s that thou tear’st?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Would I could tear
My very heart in pieces, for my soul
Lies on the rack of shame that tortures me
Beyond a woman’s suffering.
 

GALLIPOT
What means this?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Had you no other vengeance to throw down
But even in height of all my joys — 
 

GALLIPOT
Dear woman!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
When the full sea of pleasure and content
Seem’d to flow over me — 
 

GALLIPOT
As thou desirest to keep
Me out of bedlam, tell what troubles thee?
Is not thy child at nurse fall’n sick, or dead?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, no!
 

GALLIPOT
Heavens bless me! Are my barns and houses
Yonder at Hockley Hole consum’d with fire?
I can build more, sweet Pru.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
’Tis worse, ’tis worse.
 

GALLIPOT
My factor broke, or is the Jonas sunk?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Would all we had were swallowed in the waves,
Rather than both should be the scorn of slaves.
 

GALLIPOT
I’m at my wits’ end!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, my dear husband,
Where once I thought myself a fixed star
Plac’d only in the heaven of thine arms,
I fear now I shall prove a wanderer.
Oh, Laxton, Laxton, is it then my fate
To be by thee o’erthrown?
 

GALLIPOT
Defend me, wisdom,
From falling into frenzy! On my knees,
Sweet Pru, speak: what’s that Laxton who so heavy
Lies on thy bosom?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
I shall sure run mad!
 

GALLIPOT
I shall run mad for company then. Speak to me:
I’m Gallipot thy husband. Pru, why, Pru!
Art sick in conscience for some villainous deed
Thou wert about to act? Didst mean to rob me?
Tush, I forgive thee! Hast thou on my bed
Thrust my soft pillow under another’s head?
I’ll wink at all faults, Pru; ‘las, that’s no more
Than what some neighbours near thee have done before.
Sweet honey Pru, what’s that Laxton?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh!
 

GALLIPOT
Out with him!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, he’s born to be my undoer!
This hand which thou call’st thine to him was given;
To him was I made sure i’ th’ sight of heaven.
 

GALLIPOT
I never heard this thunder.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Yes, yes, before
I was to thee contracted, to him I swore,
Since last I saw him twelve months three times told
The moon hath drawn through her light silver bow,
For o’er the seas he went, and it was said,
But rumour lies, that he in France was dead.
But he’s alive, oh, he’s alive! He sent
That letter to me, which in rage I rent,
Swearing with oaths most damnably to have me,
Or tear me from this bosom. Oh, heavens save me!
 

GALLIPOT
My heart will break! Sham’d and undone forever!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
So black a day poor wretch went o’er thee never.
 

GALLIPOT
If thou shouldst wrastle with him at the law,
Th’ art sure to fall: no odd sleight, no prevention.
I’ll tell him th’ art with child.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Umh.
 

GALLIPOT
Or give out
One of my men was ta’en a-bed with thee.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Umh, umh.
 

GALLIPOT
Before I lose thee, my dear Pru,
I’ll drive it to that push.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Worse, and worse still:
You embrace a mischief to prevent an ill.
 

GALLIPOT
I’ll buy thee of him, stop his mouth with gold.
Think’st thou twill do?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh me, heavens grant it would!
Yet now my senses are set more in tune,
He writ, as I remember in his letter,
That he in riding up and down had spent
Ere he could find me thirty pounds: send that;
Stand not on thirty with him.
 

GALLIPOT
Forty, Pru;
Say thou the word ’tis done. We venture lives
For wealth, but must do more to keep our wives.
Thirty or forty, Pru?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Thirty, good sweet;
Of an ill bargain let’s save what we can.
I’ll pay it him with my tears: he was a man
When first I knew him of a meek spirit;
All goodness is not yet dried up, I hope.
 

GALLIPOT
He shall have thirty pound; let that stop all:
Love’s sweets taste best when we have drunk down gall.
 

Enter Master Tiltyard and his wife, Master Goshawk, and Mistress Openwork.
 

God-so, our friends! Come, come, smooth your cheek;
After a storm the face of heaven looks sleek.
 

TILTYARD
Did I not tell you these turtles were together?
 

MISTRESS TILTYARD
How dost thou, sirrah? Why, sister Gallipot!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Lord, how she’s chang’d!
 

GOSHAWK
Is your wife ill, sir?
 

GALLIPOT
Yes, indeed la, sir, very ill, very ill, never worse!
 

MISTRESS TILTYARD
How her head burns! Feel how her pulses work.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Sister, lie down a little; that always does me good.
 

MISTRESS TILTYARD
In good sadness, I find best ease in that too.
Has she laid some hot thing to her stomach?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
No, but I will lay something anon.
 

TILTYARD
Come, come, fools, you trouble her. Shall’s go, Master Goshawk?
 

GOSHAWK
Yes, sweet Master Tiltyard. [Taking Mistress Openwork aside] Sirrah Rosamond, I hold my life Gallipot hath vex’d his wife.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
She has a horrible high colour indeed.
 

GOSHAWK
We shall have your face painted with the same red soon at night when your husband comes from his rubbers in a false alley; thou wilt not believe me that his bowls run with a wrong bias.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
It cannot sink into me that he feeds upon stale mutton abroad, having better and fresher at home.
 

GOSHAWK
What if I bring thee where thou shalt see him stand at rack and manger?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I’ll saddle him in’s kind and spur him till he kick again.
 

GOSHAWK
Shall thou and I ride our journey then?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Here’s my hand.
 

GOSHAWK
No more. — Come, Master Tiltyard, shall we leap into the stirrups with our women and amble home?
 

TILTYARD
Yes, yes; come, wife.
 

MISTRESS TILTYARD
In troth, sister, I hope you will do well for all this.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
I hope I shall. Farewell, good sister, sweet Master Goshawk.
 

GALLIPOT
Welcome, brother, most kindly welcome, sir.
 

OMNES
Thanks, sir, for our good cheer.
 

Exeunt all but Gallipot and his wife.
 

GALLIPOT
It shall be so, because a crafty knave
Shall not outreach me nor walk by my door
With my wife arm in arm, as ‘twere his whore,
I’ll give him a golden coxcomb, thirty pound.
Tush, Pru, what’s thirty pound? Sweet duck, look cheerly.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Thou art worthy of my heart: thou buy’st it dearly.
 

Enter Laxton muffled.
 

LAXTON
‘Ud’s light, the tide’s against me! A pox of your pothecaryship! Oh, for some glister to set him going! ’Tis one of Hercules’ labours to tread one of these city hens because their cocks are still crowing over them; there’s no turning tail here, I must on.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, husband, see, he comes!
 

GALLIPOT
Let me deal with him.
 

LAXTON
Bless you, sir.
 

GALLIPOT
Be you bless’d too, sir, if you come in peace.
 

LAXTON
Have you any good pudding tobacco, sir?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, pick no quarrels, gentle sir! My husband
Is not a man of weapon as you are;
He knows all: I have op’ned all before him
Concerning you.
 

LAXTON
Zounds, has she shown my letters!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Suppose my case were yours, what would you do
At such a pinch, such batteries, such assaults
Of father, mother, kindred, to dissolve
The knot you tied, and to be bound to him?
How could you shift this storm off?
 

LAXTON
If I know, hang me.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Besides a story of your death was read
Each minute to me.
 

LAXTON
[Aside] What a pox means this riddling?
 

GALLIPOT
Be wise, sir; let not you and I be toss’d
On lawyers’ pens: they have sharp nibs and draw
Men’s very heart-blood from them. What need you, sir,
To beat the drum of my wife’s infamy,
And call your friends together, sir, to prove
Your [precontract] when sh’ has confess’d it?
 

LAXTON
Umh, sir,
Has she confess’d it?
 

GALLIPOT
Sh’ has, faith, to me, sir,
Upon your letter sending.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
I have, I have.
 

LAXTON
[Aside] If I let this iron cool, call me slave. — 
Do you hear, you dame Prudence? Think’st thou, vile woman,
I’ll take these blows and wink?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Upon my knees — 
 

LAXTON
Out, impudence!
 

GALLIPOT
Good sir — 
 

LAXTON
You goatish slaves,
No wild fowl to cut up but mine?
 

GALLIPOT
Alas, sir,
You make her flesh to tremble; fright her not.
She shall do reason and what’s fit.
 

LAXTON
I’ll have thee,
Wert thou more common than an hospital
And more diseased.
 

GALLIPOT
But one word, good sir.
 

LAXTON
So, sir?
 

GALLIPOT
I married her, have [lain] with her, and got
Two children on her body; think but on that.
Have you so beggarly an appetite,
When I upon a dainty dish have fed,
To dine upon my scraps, my leavings? Ha, sir?
Do I come near you [now], sir?
 

LAXTON
Be-Lady, you touch me.
 

GALLIPOT
Would not you scorn to wear my clothes, sir?
 

LAXTON
Right, sir.
 

GALLIPOT
Then pray, sir, wear not her, for she’s a garment
So fitting for my body, I’m loath
Another should put it on; you will undo both.
Your letter, as she said, complain’d you had spent
In quest of her some thirty pound: I’ll pay it.
Shall that, sir, stop this gap up ‘twixt you two?
 

LAXTON
Well, if I swallow this wrong, let her thank you;
The money being paid, sir, I am gone.
Farewell, oh women! Happy’s he trusts none.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Dispatch him hence, sweet husband.
 

GALLIPOT
Yes, dear wife.
Pray, sir, come in. Ere Master Laxton part
Thou shalt in wine drink to him.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
With all my heart.
[Aside to Laxton] How dost thou like my wit?
 

LAXTON
[Aside to Mistress Gallipot] Rarely!
 

Exit Master Gallipot and his wife.
 

That wile
By which the serpent did the first woman beguile
Did ever since all women’s bosoms fill;
Y’are apple-eaters all, deceivers still.
 

Exit Laxton.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Holborn Street
 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Adam Appleton at one door, and Trapdoor at another door.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Out with your tale, Sir Davy, to Sir Adam;
A knave is in mine eye deep in my debt.
 

SIR DAVY
Nay, if he be a knave, sir, hold him fast.
 

[Sir Alexander takes Trapdoor aside.]
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Speak softly. What egg is there hatching now?
 

TRAPDOOR
A duck’s egg, sir, a duck that has eaten a frog; I have crack’d the shell and some villainy or other will peep out presently. The duck that sits is the bouncing ramp, that roaring girl my mistress, the drake that must tread is your son Sebastian.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Be quick.
 

TRAPDOOR
As the tongue of an oyster-wench.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
And see thy news be true.
 

TRAPDOOR
As a barber’s every Saturday night. Mad Moll — 
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Ah.
 

TRAPDOOR
Must be let in without knocking at your back gate.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
So.
 

TRAPDOOR
Your chamber will be made bawdy.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Good.
 

TRAPDOOR
She comes in a shirt of mail.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
How shirt of mail?
 

TRAPDOOR
Yes, sir, or a male shirt, that’s to say in man’s apparel.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
To my son?
 

TRAPDOOR
Close to your son: your son and her moon will be in conjunction, if all almanacs lie not. Her black safeguard is turn’d into a deep slop, the holes of her upper body to button holes, her waistcoat to a doublet, her placket to the ancient seat of a codpiece, and you shall take ‘em both with standing collars.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Art sure of this?
 

TRAPDOOR
As every throng is sure of a pickpocket, as sure as a whore is of the clients all Michaelmas Term, and of the pox after the term.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
The time of their tilting?
 

TRAPDOOR
Three.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
The day?
 

TRAPDOOR
This.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Away, ply it, watch her.
 

TRAPDOOR
As the devil doth for the death of a bawd, I’ll watch her; do you catch her.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
She’s fast: here weave thou the nets. Hark — 
 

TRAPDOOR
They are made.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I told them thou didst owe me money; hold it up, maintain ‘t.
 

TRAPDOOR
Stiffly, as a puritan does contention. [Loudly]
[Pox], I owe thee not the value of a halfpenny halter!
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Thou shalt be hang’d in’t ere thou scape so! Varlet, I’ll make thee look through a grate.
 

TRAPDOOR
I’ll do’t presently, through a tavern grate. Drawer! Pish!
 

Exit Trapdoor.
 

SIR ADAM
Has the knave vex’d you, sir?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Ask’d him my money;
He swears my son receiv’d it. Oh, that boy
Will ne’er leave heaping sorrows on my heart
Till he has broke it quite.
 

SIR ADAM
Is he still wild?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
As is a Russian bear.
 

SIR ADAM
But he has left
His old haunt with that baggage?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Worse still and worse:
He lays on me his shame, I on him my curse.
 

SIR DAVY
My son Jack Dapper then shall run with him,
All in one pasture.
 

SIR ADAM
Proves your son bad too, sir?
 

SIR DAVY
As villainy can make him. Your Sebastian
Dotes but on one drab, mine on a thousand,
A noise of fiddlers, tobacco, wine and a whore,
A mercer that will let him take up more,
Dice, and a water-spaniel with a duck: oh,
Bring him a-bed with these! When his purse jingles,
Roaring boys follow at’s tale, fencers and ningles,
Beasts Adam ne’er gave name to: these horse-leeches suck
My son; he being drawn dry, they all live on smoke.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Tobacco?
 

SIR DAVY
Right, but I have in my brain
A windmill going that shall grind to dust
The follies of my son, and make him wise
Or a stark fool; pray lend me your advise.
 

[SIR ALEXANDER, SIR ADAM]
That shall you, good Sir Davy.
 

SIR DAVY
Here’s the springe
I ha’ set to catch this woodcock in: an action
In a false name, unknown to him, is ent’red
I’ th’ counter to arrest Jack Dapper.
 

[SIR ALEXANDER, SIR ADAM]
Ha, ha, he!
 

SIR DAVY
Think you the counter cannot break him?
 

SIR ADAM
Break him?
Yes, and break’s heart too if he lie there long.
 

SIR DAVY
I’ll make him sing a countertenor sure.
 

SIR ADAM
No way to tame him like it; there he shall learn
What money is indeed, and how to spend it.
 

SIR DAVY
He’s bridled there.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Ay, yet knows not how to mend it.
Bedlam cures not more madmen in a year
Than one of the counters does; men pay more dear
There for their wit than anywhere; a counter:
Why, ’tis an university! Who not sees?
As scholars there, so here men take degrees
And follow the same studies all alike.
Scholars learn first logic and rhetoric.
So does a prisoner: with fine honey’d speech
At’s first coming in he doth persuade, beseech,
He may be lodg’d with one that is not itchy,
To lie in a clean chamber, in sheets not lousy;
But when he has no money, then does he try
By subtle logic and quaint sophistry
To make the keepers trust him.
 

SIR ADAM
Say they do?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Then he’s a graduate.
 

SIR DAVY
Say they trust him not?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Then is he held a freshman and a sot,
And never shall commence, but being still barr’d
Be expuls’d from the master’s side to th’ twopenny ward,
Or else i’ th’ hole be plac’d.
 

SIR ADAM
When then I pray
Proceeds a prisoner?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
When money being the aim
He can dispute with his hard creditors’ hearts
And get out clear, he’s then a Master of Arts.
Sir Davy, send your son to Wood Street College:
A gentleman can nowhere get more knowledge.
 

SIR DAVY
There gallants study hard.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
True, to get money.
 

SIR DAVY
Lies by th’ heels, i’faith; thanks, thanks. I ha’ sent
For a couple of bears shall paw him.
 

Enter Sergeant Curtilax and Yeoman Hanger.
 

SIR ADAM
Who comes yonder?
 

SIR DAVY
They look like puttocks; these should be they.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I know ‘em;
They are officers, sir. We’ll leave you.
 

SIR DAVY
My good knights.
Leave me; you see I’m haunted now with spirits.
 

[SIR ALEXANDER, SIR ADAM]
Fare you well, sir.
 

Exeunt [Sir] Alexander and [Sir] Adam.
 

CURTILAX
[Aside to Hanger] This old muzzle-chops should be he by the fellow’s description. — Save you, sir.
 

SIR DAVY
Come hither, you mad varlets. Did not my man tell you I watch’d here for you?
 

CURTILAX
One in a blue coat, sir, told us that in this place an old gentleman would watch for us, a thing contrary to our oath, for we are to watch for every wicked member in a city.
 

SIR DAVY
You’ll watch then for ten thousand. What’s thy name, honesty?
 

CURTILAX
Sergeant Curtilax I, sir.
 

SIR DAVY
An excellent name for a sergeant, Curtilax.
Sergeants indeed are weapons of the law
When prodigal ruffians far in debt are grown:
Should not you cut them, citizens were o’erthrown.
Thou dwell’st hereby in Holborn, Curtilax?
 

CURTILAX
That’s my circuit, sir; I conjure most in that circle.
 

SIR DAVY
And what young toward whelp is this?
 

HANGER
Of the same litter: his yeoman, sir; my name’s Hanger.
 

SIR DAVY
Yeoman Hanger.
One pair of shears sure cut out both your coats:
You have two names most dangerous to men’s throats;
You two are villainous loads on gentlemen’s backs.
Dear ware, this Hanger and this Curtilax.
 

CURTILAX
We are as other men are, sir. I cannot see but he who makes a show of honesty and religion, if his claws can fasten to his liking, he draws blood. All that live in the world are but great fish and little fish, and feed upon one another: some eat up whole men; a sergeant cares but for the shoulder of a man. They call us knaves and curs, but many times he that sets us on worries more lambs one year than we do in seven.
 

SIR DAVY
Spoke like a noble Cerberus. Is the action ent’red?
 

HANGER
His name is ent’red in the book of unbelievers.
 

SIR DAVY
What book’s that?
 

CURTILAX
The book where all prisoners’ names stand, and not one amongst forty when he comes in believes to come out in haste.
 

SIR DAVY
Be as dogged to him as your office allows you to be.
 

[CURTILAX, HANGER]
Oh, sir!
 

SIR DAVY
You know the unthrift Jack Dapper?
 

CURTILAX
Ay, ay, sir. That gull? As well as I know my yeoman.
 

SIR DAVY
And you know his father too, Sir Davy Dapper?
 

CURTILAX
As damn’d a usurer as ever was among Jews; if he were sure his father’s skin would yield him any money, he would when he dies [flay] it off, and sell it to cover drums for children at Bartholomew Fair.
 

SIR DAVY
[Aside] What toads are these to spit poison on a man to his face! — Do you see, my honest rascals? Yonder greyhound is the dog he hunts with: out of that tavern Jack Dapper will sally. Sa, sa; give the counter, on, set upon him.
 

[CURTILAX, HANGER]
We’ll charge him upo’ th’ back, sir.
 

SIR DAVY
Take no bail, put mace enough into his caudle, double your files, traverse your ground.
 

[CURTILAX, HANGER]
Brave, sir.
 

SIR DAVY
Cry arm, arm, arm.
 

[CURTILAX, HANGER]
Thus, sir.
 

SIR DAVY
There boy, there boy, away: look to your prey, my true English wolves, and so I vanish.
 

Exit Sir Davy.
 

CURTILAX
Some warden of the sergeants begat this old fellow, upon my life! Stand close.
 

HANGER
Shall the ambuscado lie in one place?
 

CURTILAX
No, [nook] thou yonder.
 

Enter Moll and Trapdoor.
 

MOLL
Ralph.
 

TRAPDOOR
What says my brave captain male and female?
 

MOLL
This Holborn is such a wrangling street.
 

TRAPDOOR
That’s because lawyers walks to and fro in’t.
 

MOLL
Here’s such justling, as if everyone we met were drunk and reel’d.
 

TRAPDOOR
Stand, mistress: do you not smell carrion?
 

MOLL
Carrion? No, yet I spy ravens.
 

TRAPDOOR
Some poor wind-shaken gallant will anon fall into sore labour, and these men-midwives must bring him to bed i’ the counter: there all those that are great with child with debts lie in.
 

MOLL
Stand up.
 

TRAPDOOR
Like your new maypole.
 

HANGER
Whist, whew.
 

CURTILAX
Hump, no.
 

MOLL
Peeping? It shall go hard, huntsmen, but I’ll spoil your game. They look for all the world like two infected maltmen coming muffled up in their cloaks in a frosty morning to London.
 

TRAPDOOR
A course, captain; a bear comes to the stake.
 

Enter Jack Dapper and Gull.
 

MOLL
It should be so, for the dogs struggle to be let loose.
 

HANGER
Whew.
 

CURTILAX
Hemp.
 

MOLL
Hark, Trapdoor, follow your leader.
 

JACK
Gull.
 

GULL
Master.
 

JACK
Didst ever see such an ass as I am, boy?
 

GULL
No, by my troth, sir. To lose all your money, yet have false dice of your own! Why, ’tis as I saw a great fellow used t’other day: he had a fair sword and buckler, and yet a butcher dry-beat him with a cudgel.
 

[MOLL]
Honest sergeant — 
 

[TRAPDOOR]
Fly, fly, Master Dapper: you’ll be arrested else!
 

JACK
Run, Gull, and draw!
 

GULL
Run, master, Gull follows you!
 

[Exeunt Jack] Dapper and Gull.
 

CURTILAX
I know you well enough: you’re but a whore to hang upon any man.
 

MOLL
Whores then are like sergeants, so now hang you! [To Trapdoor] Draw, rogue, but strike not: for a broken pate they’ll keep their beds and recover twenty marks damages.
 

CURTILAX
You shall pay for this rescue! [To Hanger] Run down Shoe Lane and meet him.
 

[Exeunt Curtilax and Hanger.]
 

TRAPDOOR
Shoo! Is this a rescue, gentlemen, or no?
 

MOLL
Rescue? A pox on ‘em! Trapdoor, let’s away;
I’m glad I have done perfect one good work today.
If any gentleman be in scriveners’ bands,
Send but for Moll, she’ll bail him by these hands.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1.
 

Sir Alexander’s chamber
 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave solus.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Unhappy in the follies of a son,
Led against judgment, sense, obedience,
And all the powers of nobleness and wit:
Oh, wretched father!
 

Enter Trapdoor.
 

Now, Trapdoor, will she come?
 

TRAPDOOR
In man’s apparel, sir; I am in her heart now
And share in all her secrets.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Peace, peace, peace.
Here, take my German watch; hang ‘t up in sight
That I may see her hang in English for’t.
 

TRAPDOOR
I warrant you for that now; next sessions rids her, sir: this watch will bring her in better than a hundred constables.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Good Trapdoor, sayst thou so? Thou cheer’st my heart
After a storm of sorrow. My gold chain too:
Here, take a hundred marks in yellow links.
 

TRAPDOOR
That will do well to bring the watch to light, sir,
And worth a thousand of your headboroughs’ lanthorns.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Place that a’ the court cupboard, let it lie
Full in the view of her thief-whorish eye.
 

TRAPDOOR
She cannot miss it, sir; I see’t so plain
That I could steal ‘t myself.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Perhaps thou shalt too,
That or something as weighty; what she leaves,
Thou shalt come closely in and filch away,
And all the weight upon her back I’ll lay.
 

TRAPDOOR
You cannot assure that, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
No, what lets it?
 

TRAPDOOR
Being a stout girl, perhaps she’ll desire pressing,
Then all the weight must lie upon her belly.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Belly or back I care not so I’ve one.
 

TRAPDOOR
You’re of my mind for that, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hang up my ruff band with the diamond at it;
It may be she’ll like that best.
 

TRAPDOOR
[Aside] It’s well for her that she must have her choice; he thinks nothing too good for her. — If you hold on this mind a little longer, it shall be the first work I do to turn thief myself; would do a man good to be hang’d when he is so well provided for.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
So, well said; all hangs well, would she hung so too:
The sight would please me more than all their [glisterings].
Oh, that my mysteries to such straits should run
That I must rob myself to bless my son!
 

Exeunt. Enter Sebastian, with Mary Fitzallard like a page, and Moll [in man’s clothing].
 

SEBASTIAN
Thou hast done me a kind office, without touch
Either of sin or shame; our loves are honest.
 

MOLL
I’d scorn to make such shift to bring you together else.
 

SEBASTIAN
Now have I time and opportunity
Without all fear to bid thee welcome, love.
 

Kiss.
 

MARY
Never with more desire and harder venture.
 

MOLL
How strange this shows, one man to kiss another.
 

SEBASTIAN
I’d kiss such men to choose, Moll;
Methinks a woman’s lip tastes well in a doublet.
 

MOLL
Many an old madam has the better fortune then,
Whose breaths grew stale before the fashion came;
If that will help ‘em, as you think ‘twill do,
They’ll learn in time to pluck on the hose too.
 

SEBASTIAN
The older they wax, Moll — troth, I speak seriously — 
As some have a conceit their drink tastes better
In an outlandish cup than in our own,
So methinks every kiss she gives me now
In this strange form is worth a pair of two.
Here we are safe and furthest from the eye
Of all suspicion: this is my [father’s] chamber,
Upon which floor he never steps till night;
Here he mistrusts me not, nor I his coming.
At mine own chamber he still pries unto me;
My freedom is not there at mine own finding,
Still check’d and curb’d: here he shall miss his purpose.
 

MOLL
And what’s your business now you have your mind, sir?
At your great suit I promis’d you to come;
I pitied her for name’s sake, that a Moll
Should be so cross’d in love when there’s so many
That owes nine lays apiece, and not so little.
My tailor fitted her. How like you his work?
 

SEBASTIAN
So well no art can mend it for this purpose,
But to thy wit and help we’re chief in debt
And must live still beholding.
 

MOLL
Any honest pity
I’m willing to bestow upon poor ring-doves.
 

SEBASTIAN
I’ll offer no worse play.
 

MOLL
Nay, and you should, sir;
I should draw first and prove the quicker man.
 

SEBASTIAN
Hold, there shall need no weapon at this meeting;
But ‘cause thou shalt not loose thy fury idle,
Here take this viol, run upon the guts,
And end thy quarrel singing.
 

MOLL
Like a swan above bridge,
For look you here’s the bridge, and here am I.
 

SEBASTIAN
Hold on, sweet Moll.
 

MARY
I’ve heard her much commended, sir, for one that was ne’er taught.
 

MOLL
I’m much beholding to ‘em. Well, since you’ll needs put us together, sir, I’ll play my part as well as I can; it shall ne’er be said I came into a gentleman’s chamber and let his instrument hang by the walls.
 

SEBASTIAN
Why, well said, Moll! I’faith, it had been a shame for that gentleman then that would have let it hung still and ne’er off’red thee it.
 

MOLL
There it should have been still then for Moll, for though the world judge impudently of me, I ne’er came into that chamber yet where I took down the instrument myself.
 

SEBASTIAN
Pish, let ‘em prate abroad; th’ art here where thou art known and lov’d. There be a thousand close dames that will call the viol an unmannerly instrument for a woman and therefore talk broadly of thee, when you shall have them sit wider to a worse quality.
 

MOLL
Push, I ever fall asleep and think not of ‘em, sir, and thus I dream.
 

SEBASTIAN
Prithee let’s hear thy dream, Moll.
 

The song.
 

MOLL. I dream there is a mistress,
And she lays out the money;
She goes unto her sisters,
She never comes at any.
 

Enter Sir Alexander behind them.
 

She says she went to th’ Burse for patterns;
You shall find her at Saint Kathern’s,
And comes home with never a penny.
 

SEBASTIAN
That’s a free mistress, faith.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, ay, ay, like her that sings it, one of thine own choosing.
 

MOLL
But shall I dream again?
 

Here comes a wench will brave ye,
Her courage was so great:
She lay with one o’ the navy,
Her husband lying i’ the Fleet,
Yet oft with him she cavill’d.
I wonder what she ails.
Her husband’s ship lay gravell’d,
When hers could hoise up sails;
Yet she began like all my foes
To call whore first, for so do those:
A pox of all false tails!
 

SEBASTIAN
Marry, amen say I.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] So say I too.
 

MOLL
Hang up the viol now, sir: all this while I was in a dream; one shall lie rudely then, but being awake, I keep my legs together. A watch: what’s a’ clock here?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Now, now, she’s trapp’d.
 

MOLL
Between one and two; nay, then I care not. A watch and a musician are cousin-germans in one thing: they must both keep time well, or there’s no goodness in ‘em; the one else deserves to be dash’d against a wall, and t’other to have his brains knock’d out with a fiddle case. What? A loose chain and a dangling diamond.
Here were a brave booty for an evening-thief now;
There’s many a younger brother would be glad
To look twice in at a window for’t,
And wriggle in and out, like an eel in a sandbag.
Oh, if men’s secret youthful faults should judge ‘em,
’Twould be the general’st execution
That e’er was seen in England;
There would be but few left to sing the ballets.
There would be so much work: most of our brokers
Would be chosen for hangmen, a good day for them;
They might renew their wardropes of free cost then.
 

SEBASTIAN
This is the roaring wench must do us good.
 

MARY
No poison, sir, but serves us for some use,
Which is confirm’d in her.
 

SEBASTIAN
Peace, peace!
Foot, I did hear him sure, where’er he be!
 

MOLL
Who did you hear?
 

SEBASTIAN
My father.
’Twas like a sight of his; I must be wary.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] No, wilt not be. Am I alone so wretched
That nothing takes? I’ll put him to his plunge for’t.
 

SEBASTIAN
Life, here he comes! [To Moll, giving her money] Sir, I beseech you take it;
Your way of teaching does so much content me,
I’ll make it four pound. Here’s forty shillings, sir.
I think I name it right. [Aside to her] Help me, good Moll. — 
Forty in hand.
 

MOLL
Sir, you shall pardon me;
I have more of the mean’st scholar I can teach.
This pays me more than you have off’red yet.
 

SEBASTIAN
At the next quarter
When I receive the means my father ‘lows me,
You shall have t’other forty.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] This were well now,
Were ‘t to a man whose sorrows had blind eyes,
But mine behold his follies and untruths
With two clear glasses. — How now?
 

SEBASTIAN
Sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
What’s he there?
 

SEBASTIAN
You’re come in good time, sir: I’ve a suit to you;
I’d crave your present kindness.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
What is he there?
 

SEBASTIAN
A gentleman, a musician, sir, one of excellent fing’ring.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, I think so; I wonder how they scap’d her.
 

SEBASTIAN
H’as the most delicate stroke, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] A stroke indeed: I feel it at my heart.
 

SEBASTIAN
Puts down all your famous musicians.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, a whore may put down a hundred of ‘em.
 

SEBASTIAN
Forty shillings is the agreement, sir, between us.
Now, sir, my present means mounts but to half on’t.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
And he stands upon the whole.
 

SEBASTIAN
Ay, indeed does he, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] And will do still; he’ll ne’er be in other tale.
 

SEBASTIAN
Therefore I’d stop his mouth, sir, and I could.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hum, true, there is no other way indeed.
[Aside] His folly hardens; shame must needs succeed. — 
Now, sir, I understand you profess music.
 

MOLL
I am a poor servant to that liberal science, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Where is it you teach?
 

MOLL
Right against Clifford’s Inn.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hum, that’s a fit place for it. You have many scholars?
 

MOLL
And some of worth whom I may call my masters.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, true, a company of whoremasters. — 
You teach to sing too?
 

MOLL
Marry, do I, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I think you’ll find an apt scholar of my son,
Especially for prick-song.
 

MOLL
I have much hope of him.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] I am sorry for’t; I have the less for that. — 
You can play any lesson?
 

MOLL
At first sight, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
There’s a thing called “The Witch.” Can you play that?
 

MOLL
I would be sorry anyone should mend me in’t.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, I believe thee: thou hast so bewitch’d my son,
No care will mend the work that thou hast done.
I have bethought myself, since my art fails,
I’ll make her policy the art to trap her.
Here are four angels mark’d with holes in them,
Fit for his crack’d companions; gold he will give her:
These will I make induction to her ruin
And rid shame from my house, grief from my heart. — 
Here, son, in what you take content and pleasure,
Want shall not curb you. [Giving him money] Pay the gentleman
His latter half in gold.
 

SEBASTIAN
I thank you, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Oh, may the operation an’t end three:
In her, life, shame in him, and grief in me.
 

Exit [Sir] Alexander.
 

SEBASTIAN
Faith, thou shalt have ‘em: ’tis my father’s gift.
Never was man beguil’d with better shift.
 

MOLL
He that can take me for a male musician,
I cannot choose but make him my instrument
And play upon him.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

Openwork’s house
 

Enter Mistress Gallipot and Mistress Openwork.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Is then that bird of yours, Master Goshawk, so wild?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
A goshawk, a puttock: all for prey; he angles for fish, but he loves flesh better.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Is’t possible his smooth face should have wrinkles in’t and we not see them?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Possible! Why, have not many handsome legs in silk stockings villainous splay feet for all their great roses?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Troth, sirrah, thou sayst true.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Didst never see an archer as thou ‘ast walk’d by Bunhill look a-squint when he drew his bow?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Yes, when his arrows have fline toward Islington, his eyes have shot clean contrary towards Pimlico.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
For all the world so does Master Goshawk double with me.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, fie upon him! If he double once, he’s not for me.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Because Goshawk goes in a shag-ruff band, with a face sticking up in’t which shows like an agate set in a cramp-ring, he thinks I’m in love with him.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
‘Las, I think he takes his mark amiss in thee.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
He has by often beating into me made me believe that my husband kept a whore.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Very good.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Swore to me that my husband this very morning went in a boat with a tilt over it to the Three Pigeons at Brainford, and his punk with him under his tilt.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
That were wholesome.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I believ’d it, fell a-swearing at him, cursing of harlots, made me ready to hoise up sail, and be there as soon as he.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
So, so.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
And for that voyage Goshawk comes hither incontinently. But, sirrah, this water-spaniel dives after no duck but me; his hope is having me at Brainford to make me cry quack.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Art sure of it?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Sure of it! My poor innocent Openwork came in as I was poking my ruff; presently hit I him i’ the teeth with the Three Pigeons: he forswore all, I up and opened all, and now stands he in a shop hard by like a musket on a rest, to hit Goshawk i’ the eye when he comes to fetch me to the boat.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Such another lame gelding offered to carry me through thick and thin — Laxton, sirrah — but I am rid of him now.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Happy is the woman can be rid of ‘em all. ‘Las, what are your whisking gallants to our husbands, weigh ‘em rightly man for man?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Troth, mere shallow things.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Idle simple things, running heads, and yet let ‘em run over us never so fast, we shopkeepers, when all’s done, are sure to have ‘em in our purse-nets at length, and when they are in, Lord, what simple animals they are!
 

[MISTRESS GALLIPOT
 

]
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Then they hang the head.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Then they droop.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Then they write letters.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Then they cog.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Then they deal underhand with us, and we must ingle with our husbands a-bed, and we must swear they are our cousins, and able to do us a pleasure at court.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
And yet when we have done our best, all’s but put into a riven dish: we are but frump’d at and libell’d upon.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh, if it were the good Lord’s will, there were a law made no citizen should trust any of ‘em at all!
 

Enter Goshawk.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
[Aside to Mistress Openwork] Hush, sirrah, Goshawk flutters.
 

GOSHAWK
How now, are you ready?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Nay, are you ready? A little thing, you see, makes us ready.
 

GOSHAWK
Us? Why, must she make one i’ the voyage?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh, by any means. Do I know how my husband will handle me?
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] Foot, how shall I find water to keep these two mills going? — Well, since you’ll needs be clapp’d under hatches, if I sail not with you both till all split, hang me up at the mainyard and duck me. [Aside] It’s but liquoring them both soundly, and then you shall see their cork heels fly up high, like two swans when their tails are above water and their long necks under water, diving to catch gudgeons. — Come, come, oars stand ready, the tide’s with us: on with those false faces. Blow winds and thou shalt take thy husband casting out his net to catch fresh salmon at Brainford.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
I believe you’ll eat of a cod’s head of your own dressing before you reach half way thither.
 

[The women don masks.]
 

GOSHAWK
So, so, follow close; pin as you go.
 

Enter Laxton muffled.
 

LAXTON
Do you hear?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Yes, I thank my ears.
 

LAXTON
I must have a bout with your pothecaryship.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
At what weapon?
 

LAXTON
I must speak with you.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
No.
 

LAXTON
No? You shall.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Shall? Away, sous’d sturgeon, half fish, half flesh!
 

LAXTON
Faith, gib, are you spitting? I’ll cut your tail, pusscat, for this.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
‘Las, poor Laxton, I think thy tail’s cut already. Your worst!
 

LAXTON
If I do not — 
 

Exit Laxton.
 

GOSHAWK
Come, ha’ you done?
 

Enter Master Openwork.
 

[Aside to her] ‘Sfoot, Rosamond, your husband!
 

OPENWORK
How now? Sweet Master Goshawk, none more welcome;
I have wanted your embracements: when friends meet,
The music of the spheres sounds not more sweet
Than does their conference. Who is this? Rosamond?
Wife? How now, sister?
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to Mistress Openwork] Silence if you love me.
 

OPENWORK
Why mask’d?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Does a mask grieve you, sir?
 

OPENWORK
It does.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Then y’are best get you a-mumming.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to her] ‘Sfoot, you’ll spoil all!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
May not we cover our bare faces with masks
As well as you cover your bald heads with hats?
 

OPENWORK
No masks. Why, th’ are thieves to beauty, that rob eyes
Of admiration in which true love lies.
Why are masks worn? Why good, or why desired,
Unless by their gay covers wits are fired
To read the vild’st looks? Many bad faces,
Because rich gems are treasured up in cases,
Pass by their privilege current, but as caves
Dam misers’ gold, so masks are beauty’s graves.
Men ne’er meet women with such muffled eyes
But they curse her that first did masks devise,
And swear it was some beldam. Come, off with ‘t.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I will not.
 

OPENWORK
Good faces mask’d are jewels kept by [sprites].
Hide none but bad ones, for they poison men’s sights:
Show [them] as shopkeepers do their broid’red stuff,
By owl-light; fine wares cannot be open enough.
Prithee, sweet Rose, come strike this sail.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Sail?
 

OPENWORK
Ha?
Yes, wife, strike sail, for storms are in thine eyes.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Th’ are here, sir, in my brows if any rise.
 

OPENWORK
Ha, brows? What says she, friend? Pray tell me why
Your two flags were advanc’d. The comedy,
Come, what’s the comedy?
 

MISTRESS [GALLIPOT]
Westward Ho!
 

OPENWORK
How?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
’Tis Westward Ho she says.
 

GOSHAWK
Are you both mad?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Is’t market day at Brainford, and your ware
Not sent up yet?
 

OPENWORK
What market day? What ware?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
A pie with three pigeons in’t; ’tis drawn and stays
Your cutting up.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to her] As you regard my credit — 
 

OPENWORK
Art mad?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Yes, lecherous goat, baboon!
 

OPENWORK
Baboon? Then toss
Me in a blanket.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Do I it well?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Rarely.
 

GOSHAWK
Belike, sir, she’s not well; best leave her.
 

OPENWORK
No,
I’ll stand the storm now how fierce so e’er it blow.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Did I for this lose all my friends? Refuse
Rich hopes and golden fortunes to be made
A stale to a common whore?
 

OPENWORK
This does amaze me!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh God, oh God, feed at reversion now?
A strumpet’s leaving?
 

OPENWORK
Rosamond — 
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] I sweat!
Would I lay in Cold Harbour!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Thou hast struck ten thousand daggers through my heart!
 

OPENWORK
Not I, by heaven, sweet wife.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Go, devil, go;
That which thou swear’st by damns thee.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to her] ‘Sheart, will you undo me?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Why stay you here? The star by which you sail
Shines yonder above Chelsea; you lose your shore
If this moon light you: seek out your light whore.
 

OPENWORK
Ha?
 

MISTRESS [OPENWORK]
Push! Your western [pug] — 
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] Zounds, now hell roars!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
With whom you tilted in a pair of oars
This very morning.
 

OPENWORK
Oars?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
At Brainford, sir.
 

OPENWORK
Rack not my patience. Master Goshawk,
Some slave has buzzed this into her, has he not?
I run atilt in Brainford with a woman?
’Tis a lie!
What old bawd tells thee this? ‘Sdeath, ’tis a lie!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
’Tis one to thy face shall justify all that I speak.
 

OPENWORK
‘Ud’s soul, do but name that rascal!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
No, sir, I will not.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] Keep thee there girl, then!
 

OPENWORK
Sister, know you this varlet?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Yes.
 

OPENWORK
Swear true:
Is there a rogue so low damn’d? A second Judas?
A common hangman? Cutting a man’s throat?
Does it to his face? Bite me behind my back?
A cur dog? Swear if you know this hell-hound!
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
In truth I do.
 

OPENWORK
His name?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Not for the world,
To have you to stab him.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside] Oh, brave girls: worth gold!
 

OPENWORK
A word, honest Master Goshawk.
 

Draw out his sword.
 

GOSHAWK
What do you mean, sir?
 

OPENWORK
Keep off, and if the devil can give a name
To this new fury, holla it through my ear,
Or wrap it up in some hid character.
I’ll ride to Oxford and watch out mine eyes,
But I’ll hear the brazen head speak; or else
Show me but one hair of his head or beard,
That I may sample it. If the fiend I meet
In mine own house, I’ll kill him, [in] the street,
Or at the church door: there, ‘cause he seeks to untie
The knot God fastens, he deserves to die.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
My husband titles him.
 

OPENWORK
Master Goshawk, pray, sir,
Swear to me that you know him or know him not.
Who makes me at Brainford to take up a petticoat
Beside my wife’s?
 

GOSHAWK
By heaven that man I know not!
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Come, come, you lie.
 

GOSHAWK
[Aside to her] Will you not have all out?
By heaven I know no man beneath the moon
Should do you wrong, but if I had his name,
I’d print it in text letters.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Print thine own then:
Didst not thou swear to me he kept his whore?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
And that in sinful Brainford they would commit
That which our lips did water at, sir, ha?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Thou spider, that hast woven thy cunning web
In mine own house t’ ensnare me! Hast not thou
Suck’d nourishment even underneath this roof
And turn’d it all to poison? Spitting it
On thy friend’s face, my husband, he as ‘twere sleeping?
Only to leave him ugly to mine eyes
That they might glance on thee?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Speak: are these lies?
 

GOSHAWK
Mine own shame me confounds.
 

OPENWORK
No more; he’s stung.
Who’d think that in one body there could dwell
Deformity and beauty, heaven and hell?
Goodness I see is but outside: we all set
In rings of gold stones that be [counterfeit].
I thought you none.
 

GOSHAWK
Pardon me.
 

OPENWORK
Truth, I do.
This blemish grows in nature not in you,
For man’s creation stick[s] even moles in scorn
On fairest cheeks. Wife, nothing is perfect born.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
I thought you had been born perfect.
 

OPENWORK
What’s this whole world but a gilt, rotten pill?
For at the heart lies the old chore still.
I’ll tell you, Master Goshawk, in your eye
I have seen wanton fire, and then to try
The soundness of my judgment, I told you
I kept a whore, made you believe ’twas true,
Only to feel how your pulse beat, but find
The world can hardly yield a perfect friend.
Come, come, a trick of youth, and ’tis forgiven;
This rub put by, our love shall run more even.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
You’ll deal upon men’s wives no more?
 

GOSHAWK
No, you teach me
A trick for that.
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Troth, do not, they’ll o’erreach thee.
 

OPENWORK
Make my house yours, sir, still.
 

GOSHAWK
No.
 

OPENWORK
I say you shall:
Seeing thus besieg’d it holds out, ‘twill never fall.
 

Enter Master Gallipot, and Greenwit like a sumner, Laxton muffled aloof off.
 

OMNES
How now?
 

GALLIPOT
With me, sir?
 

GREENWIT
You, sir. I have gone snaffling up and down by your door this hour to watch for you.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What’s the matter, husband?
 

GREENWIT
I have caught a cold in my head, sir, by sitting up late in the Rose Tavern, but I hope you understand my speech.
 

GALLIPOT
So, sir.
 

GREENWIT
I cite you by the name of Hippocrates Gallipot, and you by the name of Prudence Gallipot, to appear upon Crastino, do you see, Crastino sancti Dunstani this Easter Term in Bow Church.
 

GALLIPOT
Where sir? What says he?
 

GREENWIT
Bow, Bow Church, to answer to a libel of precontract on the part and behalf of the said Prudence and another. Y’are best, sir, take a copy of the citation; ’tis but twelvepence.
 

OMNES
A citation?
 

GALLIPOT
You pocky-nosed rascal, what slave fees you to this?
 

LAXTON
Slave? I ha’ nothing to do with you, do you hear, sir?
 

GOSHAWK
Laxton, is’t not? What fagary is this?
 

GALLIPOT
Trust me, I thought, sir, this storm long ago
Had been full laid when, if you be rememb’red,
I paid you the last fifteen pound, besides
The thirty you had first, for then you swore.
 

LAXTON
Tush, tush, sir, oaths!
Truth, yet I’m loath to vex you, tell you what:
Make up the money I had an hundred pound
And take your belly full of her.
 

GALLIPOT
An hundred pound?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
What, a hundred pound? He gets none: what, a hundred pound!
 

GALLIPOT
Sweet Pru, be calm, the gentleman offers thus,
If I will make the moneys that are past
A hundred pound, he will discharge all courts
And give his bond never to vex us more.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
A hundred pound! ‘Las! Take, sir, but threescore.
Do you seek my undoing?
 

LAXTON
I’ll not bate one sixpence.
I’ll maul you, puss, for spitting.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Do thy worst!
Will fourscore stop thy mouth?
 

LAXTON
No.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Y’are a slave!
Thou cheat, I’ll now tear money from thy throat!
Husband, lay hold on yonder tawny-coat.
 

GREENWIT
Nay, gentlemen, seeing your women are so hot,
I must lose my hair in their company, I see.
 

[Removes his wig.]
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
His hair sheds off, and yet he speaks not so much in the nose as he did before.
 

GOSHAWK
He has had the better chirurgeon. Master Greenwit, is your wit so raw as to play no better a part than a sumner’s?
 

GALLIPOT
I pray who plays a knack to know an honest man in this company?
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Dear husband, pardon me, I did dissemble,
Told thee I was his precontracted wife,
When letters came from him for thirty pound;
I had no shift but that.
 

GALLIPOT
A very clean shift,
But able to make me lousy. On.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Husband, I pluck’d,
When he had tempted me to think well of him,
[Gelt] feathers from thy wings to make him fly
More lofty.
 

GALLIPOT
A’ the top of you, wife. On.
 

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
He, having wasted them, comes now for more,
Using me as a ruffian doth his whore,
Whose sin keeps him in breath. By heaven I vow
Thy bed he never wrong’d, more than he does now.
 

GALLIPOT
My bed? Ha, ha, like enough: a shop-board will serve
To have a cuckold’s coat cut out upon.
Of that we’ll talk hereafter. Y’are a villain.
 

LAXTON
Hear me but speak, sir, you shall find me none.
 

OMNES
Pray, sir, be patient and hear him.
 

GALLIPOT
I am muzzled
For biting, sir; use me how you will.
 

LAXTON
The first hour that your wife was in my eye,
Myself with other gentlemen sitting by
In your shop tasting smoke, and speech being used,
That men who have fairest wives are most abused
And hardly scap’d the horn, your wife maintain’d
That only such spots in city dames were stain’d,
Justly, but by men’s slanders: for her own part,
She vow’d that you had so much of her heart;
No man by all his wit, by any wile
Never so fine spun, should yourself beguile
Of what in her was yours.
 

GALLIPOT
Yet Pru, ’tis well.
Play out your game at Irish, sir. Who wins?
 

MISTRESS OPENWORK
The trial is when she comes to bearing.
 

LAXTON
I scorn’d one woman thus should brave all men
And, which more vex’d me, a she-citizen.
Therefore I laid siege to her; out she held,
Gave many a brave repulse, and me compell’d
With shame to sound retreat to my hot lust.
Then seeing all base desires rak’d up in dust,
And that to tempt her modest ears, I swore
Ne’er to presume again. She said her eye
Would ever give me welcome honestly,
And since I was a gentleman, if it run low,
She would my state relieve, not to o’erthrow
Your own and hers; did so. Then seeing I wrought
Upon her meekness, me she set at nought,
And yet to try if I could turn that tide,
You see what stream I strove with. But, sir, I swear
By heaven, and by those hopes men lay up there,
I neither have nor had a base intent
To wrong your bed; what’s done is merriment.
Your gold I pay back with this interest:
When I had most power to do’t, I wrong’d you least.
 

GALLIPOT
If this no gullery be, sir — 
 

OMNES
No, no, on my life!
 

GALLIPOT
Then, sir, I am beholden not to you, wife,
But, Master Laxton, to your want of doing ill,
Which it seems you have not. Gentlemen,
Tarry and dine here all.
 

OPENWORK
Brother, we have a jest
As good as yours to furnish out a feast.
 

GALLIPOT
We’ll crown our table with it. Wife, brag no more
Of holding out: who most brags is most whore.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act V Scene 1.
 

A street
 

Enter Jack Dapper, Moll, Sir Beauteous Ganymede, and Sir Thomas Long.
 

JACK
But prithee, Master Captain Jack, be plain and perspicuous with me: was it your Meg of Westminster’s courage that rescued me from the Poultry puttocks indeed?
 

MOLL
The valour of my wit, I ensure you, sir, fetch’d you off bravely when you were i’ the forlorn hope among those desperates. Sir Beauteous Ganymede here and Sir Thomas Long heard that cuckoo, my man Trapdoor, sing the note of your ransom from captivity.
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
‘Uds so, Moll, where’s that Trapdoor?
 

MOLL
Hang’d I think by this time: a justice in this town that speaks nothing but “make a mittimus, away with him to Newgate” used that rogue like a firework to run upon a line betwixt him and me.
 

OMNES
How, how?
 

MOLL
Marry, to lay trains of villainy to blow up my life; I smelt the powder, spied what linstock gave fire to shoot against the poor captain of the galley-foist, and away slid I my man, like a shovel-board shilling. He struts up and down the suburbs, I think, and eats up whores, feeds upon a bawd’s garbage.
 

SIR THOMAS
Sirrah Jack Dapper.
 

JACK
What sayst Tom Long?
 

SIR THOMAS
Thou hadst a sweet-fac’d boy, hail-fellow with thee to your little Gull. How is he spent?
 

JACK
Troth, I whistled the poor little buzzard off a’ my fist, because when he waited upon me at the ordinaries, the gallants hit me i’ the teeth still, and said I look’d like a painted alderman’s tomb, and the boy at my elbow like a death’s head. Sirrah Jack, Moll.
 

MOLL
What says my little Dapper?
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Come, come, walk and talk, walk and talk.
 

JACK
Moll and I’ll be i’ the midst.
 

MOLL
These knights shall have squires’ places, belike then. Well, Dapper, what say you?
 

JACK
Sirrah Captain Mad Mary, the gull my own father, Dapper Sir Davy, laid these London boot-halers, the catchpoles, in ambush to set upon me.
 

OMNES
Your father? Away, Jack!
 

JACK
By the tassels of this handkercher, ’tis true. And what was his warlike stratagem, think you? He thought because a wicker cage tames a nightingale, a lousy prison could make an ass of me.
 

OMNES
A nasty plot.
 

JACK
Ay, as though a counter, which is a park in which all the wild beasts of the city run head by head, could tame me.
 

Enter the Lord Noland.
 

MOLL
Yonder comes my Lord Noland.
 

OMNES
Save you, my lord.
 

LORD NOLAND
Well met gentlemen all, good Sir Beauteous Ganymede, Sir Thomas Long. And how does Master Dapper?
 

JACK
Thanks, my lord.
 

MOLL
No tobacco, my lord?
 

LORD NOLAND
No, faith, Jack.
 

JACK
My Lord Noland, will you go to Pimlico with us? We are making a boon voyage to that nappy land of spice-cakes.
 

LORD NOLAND
Here’s such a merry ging, I could find in my heart to sail to the world’s end with such company. Come, gentlemen, let’s on.
 

JACK
Here’s most amorous weather, my lord.
 

OMNES
Amorous weather?
 

They walk.
 

JACK
Is not amorous a good word?
 

Enter Trapdoor like a poor soldier with a patch o’er one eye, and Tearcat with him, all tatters.
 

TRAPDOOR
Shall we set upon the infantry, these troops of foot? Zounds, yonder comes Moll, my whorish master and mistress! Would I had her kidneys between my teeth.
 

TEARCAT
I had rather have a cow-heel.
 

TRAPDOOR
Zounds, I am so patch’d up, she cannot discover me; we’ll on.
 

TEARCAT
Alla corago then.
 

TRAPDOOR
Good your honours and worships, enlarge the ears of commiseration and let the sound of a hoarse military organ-pipe, penetrate your pitiful bowels to extract out of them so many small drops of silver, as may give a hard straw-bed lodging to a couple of maim’d soldiers.
 

JACK
Where are you maim’d?
 

TEARCAT
In both our nether limbs.
 

MOLL
Come, come, Dapper, let’s give ‘em something. ‘Las, poor men, what money have you? By my troth, I love a soldier with my soul.
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Stay, stay, where have you serv’d?
 

SIR THOMAS
In any part of the Low Countries?
 

TRAPDOOR
Not in the Low Countries, if it please your manhood, but in Hungary against the Turk at the siege of Belgrade.
 

LORD NOLAND
Who serv’d there with you, sirrah?
 

TRAPDOOR
Many Hungarians, Moldavians, Walachians, and Transylvanians, with some Sclavonians, and retiring home, sir, the Venetian galleys took us prisoners, yet freed us and suffered us to beg up and down the country.
 

JACK
You have ambled all over Italy then?
 

TRAPDOOR
Oh, sir, from Venice to Roma, Vecchio, Bononia, Romania, Bolonia, Modena, Piacenza, and Tuscana with all her cities, as Pistoia, Valteria, Mountepulchena, Arezzo with the Siennois, and diverse others.
 

MOLL
Mere rogues: put spurs to ‘em once more.
 

JACK
Thou look’st like a strange creature, a fat butter-box, yet speak’st English. What are thou?
 

TEARCAT
Ick, mine here? Ick bin den ruffling Tearcat, den brave soldado; ick bin dorick all Dutchlant gueresen: der shellum das meere ine beasa ine woert gaeb. Ick slaag um stroakes on tom cop: dastick den hundred touzun divell halle frollick, mine here.
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Here, here, let’s be rid of their jobbering.
 

MOLL
Not a cross, Sir Beauteous. You base rogues, I have taken measure of you better than a tailor can, and I’ll fit you as you, monster with one eye, have fitted me.
 

TRAPDOOR
Your worship will not abuse a soldier?
 

MOLL
Soldier? Thou deserv’st to be hang’d up by that tongue which dishonours so noble a profession. Soldier, you skeldering varlet? Hold, stand, there should be a trapdoor hereabouts.
 

Pull off his patch.
 

TRAPDOOR
The balls of these glaziers of mine, mine eyes, shall be shot up and down in any hot piece of service for my invincible mistress.
 

JACK
I did not think there had been such knavery in black patches, as now I see.
 

MOLL
Oh, sir, he hath been brought up in the Isle of Dogs, and can both fawn like a spaniel and bite like a mastiff as he finds occasion.
 

LORD NOLAND
What are you, sirrah? A bird of this feather too?
 

TEARCAT
A man beat’n from the wars, sir.
 

SIR THOMAS
I think so, for you never stood to fight.
 

DAPPER
What’s thy name, fellow soldier?
 

TEARCAT
I am call’d by those that have seen my valour, Tearcat.
 

OMNES
Tearcat?
 

MOLL
A mere whip-jack, and that is, in the commonwealth of rogues, a slave that can talk of sea-fight, name all your chief pirates, discover more countries to you than either the Dutch, Spanish, French, or English ever found out, yet indeed all his service is by land, and that is to rob a fair or some such venturous exploit. Tearcat! Foot, sirrah, I have your name now! I remember me in my book of horners horns for the thumb, you know how.
 

TEARCAT
No indeed, Captain Moll, for I know you by sight: I am no such nipping Christian, but a maunderer upon on the pad, I confess, and meeting with honest Trapdoor here, whom you had cashier’d from bearing arms, out at elbows under your colours, I instructed him in the rudiments of roguery, and by my map made him sail over any country you can name, so that now he can maunder better then myself.
 

JACK
So then, Trapdoor, thou art turn’d soldier now.
 

TRAPDOOR
Alas, sir, now there’s no wars, ’tis the safest course of life I could take.
 

MOLL
I hope then you can cant, for by your cudgels, you, sirrah, are an upright man.
 

TRAPDOOR
As any walks the highway, I assure you.
 

MOLL
And Tearcat, what are you? A wild rogue, an angler, or a ruffler?
 

TEARCAT
Brother to this upright man, flesh and blood, ruffling Tearcat is my name, and a ruffler is my style, my title, my profession.
 

MOLL
Sirrah, where’s your doxy? Halt not with me.
 

OMNES
Doxy, Moll? What’s that?
 

MOLL
His wench.
 

TRAPDOOR
My doxy? I have, by the salomon, a doxy that carries a kinchin mort in her slate at her back, besides my dell and my dainty wild dell, with all whom I’ll tumble this next darkmans in the strommel, and drink ben [booze], and eat a fat gruntling cheat, a cackling cheat, and a quacking cheat.
 

JACK
Here’s old cheating.
 

TRAPDOOR
My doxy stays for me in a boozing ken, brave captain.
 

MOLL
He says his wench stays for him in an alehouse. You are no pure rogues.
 

TEARCAT
Pure rogues? No, we scorn to be pure rogues, but if you come to our lib ken, or our stalling ken, you shall find neither him nor me a queer cuffin.
 

MOLL
So, sir, no churl of you.
 

TEARCAT
No, but a ben cove, a brave cove, a gentry cuffin.
 

LORD NOLAND
Call you this canting?
 

JACK
Zounds, I’ll give a schoolmaster half a crown a week, and teach me this pedlar’s French.
 

TRAPDOOR
Do but stroll, sir, half a harvest with us, sir, and you shall gabble your bellyful.
 

MOLL
Come, you rogue, cant with me.
 

SIR THOMAS
Well said, Moll. Cant with her, sirrah, and you shall have money, else not a penny.
 

TRAPDOOR
I’ll have a bout if she please.
 

MOLL
Come on, sirrah.
 

TRAPDOOR
Ben mort, shall you and I heave a booth, mill a ken, or nip a bung? And then we’ll couch a hogshead under the ruffmans, and there you shall wap with me, and I’ll niggle with you.
 

MOLL
[Slapping and kicking him] Out, you damn’d, impudent rascal!
 

TRAPDOOR
Cut benar whids, and hold your fambles and your stamps.
 

LORD NOLAND
Nay, nay, Moll, why art thou angry? What was his gibberish?
 

MOLL
Marry, this, my lord, says he: ben mort, good wench, shall you and I heave a booth, mill a ken, or nip a bung? Shall you and I rob a house or cut a purse?
 

OMNES
Very good.
 

MOLL
And then we’ll couch a hogshead under the ruffmans: and then we’ll lie under a hedge.
 

TRAPDOOR
That was my desire, captain, as ’tis fit a soldier should lie.
 

MOLL
And there you shall wap with me and I’ll niggle with you, and that’s all!
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Nay, nay, Moll, what’s that wap?
 

JACK
Nay, teach me what niggling is; I’d fain be niggling.
 

MOLL
Wapping and niggling is all one, the rogue my man can tell you.
 

TRAPDOOR
’Tis fadoodling, if it please you.
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
This is excellent. One fit more, good Moll.
 

MOLL
Come, you rogue, sing with me.
 

The song.
 

A gage of ben rom-booze
In a boozing ken of Romville
TEARCAT. Is benar than a caster,
Peck, pannam, [lap] or popler,
Which we mill in deuse a .
[MOLL, TEARCAT]. Oh, I would lib all the lightmans,
Oh, I would lib all the darkmans,
By the salomon, under the ruffmans,
By the salomon, in the hartmans!
TEARCAT. And scour the queer cramp-ring,
And couch till a palliard docked my dell,
So my boozy nab might skew rom-booze well.
[MOLL, TEARCAT]. Avast to the pad, let us bing,
Avast to the pad, let us bing.
 

OMNES
Fine knaves, i’faith!
 

JACK
The grating of ten new cartwheels and the gruntling of five hundred hogs coming from Romford market cannot make a worse noise than this canting language does in my ears. Pray, my Lord Noland, let’s give these soldiers their pay.
 

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Agreed, and let them march.
 

LORD NOLAND
[Giving her money] Here, Moll.
 

MOLL
Now I see that you are stall’d to the rogue and are not ashamed of your professions. [Giving Tearcat and Trapdoor the money] Look you, my Lord Noland here and these gentlemen bestows upon you two two boards and a half, that’s two shillings sixpence.
 

TRAPDOOR
Thanks to your lordship.
 

TEARCAT
Thanks, heroical captain.
 

MOLL
Away.
 

TRAPDOOR
We shall cut ben whids of your masters and mistress-ship wheresoever we come.
 

MOLL
You’ll maintain, sirrah, the old justice’s plot to his face?
 

TRAPDOOR
Else trine me on the cheats, hang me.
 

MOLL
Be sure you meet me there.
 

TRAPDOOR
Without any more maundering I’ll do’t. Follow, brave Tearcat.
 

TEARCAT
I prae, sequor, let us go mouse.
 

Exeunt they two, manet the rest.
 

LORD NOLAND
Moll, what was in that canting song?
 

MOLL
Troth, my lord, only a praise of good drink, the only milk which these wild beasts love to suck, and thus it was:
A rich cup of wine,
Oh, it is juice divine,
More wholesome for the head
Than meat, drink, or bread
To fill my drunken pate!
With that, I’d sit up late;
By the heels would I lie,
Under a lousy hedge die.
Let a slave have a pull
At my whore, so I be full
Of that precious liquor — 
And a parcel of such stuff, my lord, not worth the opening.
 

Enter a Cutpurse very gallant, with four or five men after him, one with a wand.
 

LORD NOLAND
What gallant comes yonder?
 

SIR THOMAS
Mass, I think I know him: ’tis one of Cumberland.
 

FIRST CUTPURSE
Shall we venture to shuffle in amongst yon heap of gallants and strike?
 

SECOND CUTPURSE
’Tis a question whether there be any silver shells amongst them for all their satin outsides.
 

OMNES [CUTPURSES]
Let’s try.
 

MOLL
Pox on him! A gallant? Shadow me, I know him: ’tis one that cumbers the land indeed; if he swim near to the shore of any of your pockets, look to your purses.
 

OMNES [WITH MOLL]
Is’t possible?
 

MOLL
This brave fellow is no better than a foist.
 

OMNES [WITH MOLL]
Foist? What’s that?
 

MOLL
A diver with two fingers, a pickpocket: all his train study the figging law, that’s to say, cutting of purses and foisting. One of them is a nip; I took him once i’ the twopenny gallery at the Fortune. Then there’s a cloyer, or snap, that dogs any new brother in that trade, and snaps will have half in any booty. He with the wand is both a stale, whose office is to face a man i’ the streets whilst shells are drawn by another, and then with his black conjuring rod in his hand, he, by the nimbleness of his eye and juggling-stick, will in cheaping a piece of plate at a goldsmith’s stall, make four or five rings mount from the top of his caduceus, and, as if it were at leap-frog, they skip into his hand presently.
 

SECOND CUTPURSE
Zounds, we are smok’d!
 

OMNES [CUTPURSES]
Ha?
 

SECOND CUTPURSE
We are boil’d. Pox on her! See, Moll, the roaring drab.
 

FIRST CUTPURSE
All the diseases of sixteen hospitals boil her! Away!
 

MOLL
Bless you, sir.
 

FIRST CUTPURSE
And you, good sir.
 

MOLL
Dost not ken me, man?
 

FIRST CUTPURSE
No, [trust] me, sir.
 

MOLL
Heart, there’s a knight to whom I’m bound for many favours lost his purse at the last new play i’ the Swan, seven angels in’t. Make it good; you’re best. Do you see? No more.
 

FIRST CUTPURSE
A synagogue shall be call’d, Mistress Mary; disgrace me not. Pacus palabros, I will conjure for you. Farewell.
 

[Exeunt Cutpurses.]
 

MOLL
Did not I tell you, my lord?
 

LORD NOLAND
I wonder how thou cam’st to the knowledge of these nasty villains.
 

SIR THOMAS
And why do the foul mouths of the world call thee Moll Cutpurse? A name, methinks, damn’d and odious.
 

MOLL
Dare any step forth to my face and say,
“I have ta’en thee doing so, Moll,” I must confess,
In younger days, when I was apt to stray,
I have sat amongst such adders, seen their stings
As any here might, and in full playhouses
Watch’d their quick-diving hands to bring to shame
Such rogues, and in that stream met an ill name.
When next, my lord, you spy any one of those,
So he be in his art a scholar, question him,
Tempt him with gold to open the large book
Of his close villainies, and you yourself shall cant
Better than poor Moll can, and know more laws
Of cheaters, lifters, nips, foists, puggards, curbers,
With all the devil’s black guard, than it is fit
Should be discovered to a noble wit.
I know they have their orders, offices,
Circuits and circles unto which they are bound
To raise their own damnation in.
 

JACK
How dost thou know it?
 

MOLL
As you do: I show it you, they to me show it.
Suppose, my lord, you were in Venice.
 

LORD NOLAND
Well.
 

MOLL
If some Italian pander there would tell
All the close tricks of courtesans, would not you
Hearken to such a fellow?
 

LORD NOLAND
Yes.
 

MOLL
And here,
Being come from Venice, to a friend most dear
That were to travel thither, you would proclaim
Your knowledge in those villainies to save
Your friend from their quick danger. Must you have
A black, ill name because ill things you know?
Good troth, my lord, I am made Moll Cutpurse so.
How many are whores in small ruffs and still looks!
How many chaste whose names fill slander’s books!
Were all men cuckolds, whom gallants in their scorns
Call so, we should not walk for goring horns.
Perhaps for my mad going some reprove me:
I please myself and care not else who loves me.
 

OMNES
A brave mind, Moll, i’faith.
 

SIR THOMAS
Come, my lord, shall’s to the ordinary?
 

LORD NOLAND
Ay, ’tis noon sure.
 

MOLL
Good my lord, let not my name condemn me to you or to the world. A fencer I hope may be call’d a coward: is he so for that? If all that have ill names in London were to be whipp’d and to pay but twelvepence apiece to the beadle, I would rather have his office than a constable’s.
 

JACK
So would I, Captain Moll: ‘twere a sweet, tickling office, i’faith.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

Sir Alexander’s house
 

Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Goshawk and Greenwit, and others.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
My son marry a thief, that impudent girl,
Whom all the world stick their worst eyes upon?
 

GREENWIT
How will your care prevent it?
 

GOSHAWK
’Tis impossible.
They marry close; they’re gone, but none knows whither.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, gentlemen, when has a father’s heart-strings
Held out so long from breaking?
 

Enter a Servant.
 

Now what news, sir?
 

SERVANT
They were met upo’ th’ water an hour since, sir,
Putting in towards the Sluice.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

SIR ALEXANDER
The Sluice? Come, gentlemen,
’Tis Lambeth works against us.
 

GREENWIT
And that Lambeth
Joins more mad matches than your six wet towns
‘Twixt that and Windsor Bridge, where fares lie soaking.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Delay no time, sweet gentlemen: to Blackfriars!
We’ll take a pair of oars and make after ‘em.
 

Enter Trapdoor.
 

TRAPDOOR
Your son and that bold masculine ramp,
My mistress, are landed now at Tower.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Hoyda, at Tower?
 

TRAPDOOR
I heard it now reported.
 

[Exit Trapdoor.]
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Which way gentlemen shall I bestow my care?
I’m drawn in pieces betwixt deceit and shame.
 

Enter Sir [Guy] Fitzallard.
 

SIR GUY
Sir Alexander,
You’re well met and most rightly served:
My daughter was a scorn to you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Say not so, sir.
 

SIR GUY
A very abject she, poor gentlewoman;
Your house [has] been dishonoured. Give you joy, sir,
Of your son’s gaskin-bride; you’ll be a grandfather shortly
To a fine crew of roaring sons and daughters:
‘Twill help to stock the suburbs passing well, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, play not with the miseries of my heart!
Wounds should be dress’d and heal’d, not vex’d or left
Wide open to the anguish of the patient,
And scornful air let in: rather let pity
And advice charitably help to refresh ‘em.
 

SIR GUY
Who’d place his charity so unworthily
Like one that gives alms to a cursing beggar?
Had I but found one spark of goodness in you
Toward my deserving child, which then grew fond
Of your son’s virtues, I had eased you now;
But I perceive both fire of youth and goodness
Are rak’d up in the ashes of your age,
Else no such shame should have come near your house,
Nor such ignoble sorrow touch your heart.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
If not for worth, for pity’s sake, assist me.
 

GREENWIT
You urge a thing past sense. How can he help you?
All his assistance is as frail as ours,
Full as uncertain. Where’s the place that holds ‘em?
One brings us water-news; then comes another
With a full-charg’d mouth, like a culverin’s voice,
And he reports the Tower. Whose sounds are truest?
 

GOSHAWK
In vain you flatter him, Sir Alexander.
 

[SIR ALEXANDER]
I flatter him! Gentlemen, you wrong me grossly.
 

GREENWIT
He does it well, i’faith.
 

SIR GUY
Both news are false
Of Tower or water: they took no such way yet.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, strange! Hear you this, gentlemen: yet more plunges?
 

SIR GUY
Th’ are nearer than you think for, yet more close
Than if they were further off.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
How am I lost
In these distractions!
 

SIR GUY
For your speeches, gentlemen,
In taxing me for rashness, ‘fore you all
I will engage my state to half his wealth,
Nay, to his son’s revenues, which are less,
And yet nothing at all till they come from him,
That I could, if my will stuck to my power,
Prevent this marriage yet, nay, banish her
Forever from his thoughts, much more his arms.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Slack not this goodness, though you heap upon me
Mountains of malice and revenge hereafter:
I’d willingly resign up half my state to him,
So he would marry the mean’st drudge I hire.
 

GREENWIT
He talks impossibilities, and you believe ‘em.
 

SIR GUY
I talk no more than I know how to finish;
My fortunes else are his that dares stake with me.
The poor young gentleman I love and pity,
And to keep shame from him, because the spring
Of his affection was my daughter’s first
Till his frown blasted all, do but estate him
In those possessions which your love and care
Once pointed out for him, that he may have room
To entertain fortunes of noble birth,
Where now his desperate wants casts him upon her;
And if I do not for his own sake chiefly
Rid him of this disease that now grows on him,
I’ll forfeit my whole state before these gentlemen.
 

GREENWIT
Troth, but you shall not undertake such matches;
We’ll persuade so much with you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Here’s my ring;
He will believe this token. ‘Fore these gentlemen
I will confirm it fully: all those lands
My first love ‘lotted him he shall straight possess
In that refusal.
 

SIR GUY
If I change it not,
Change me into a beggar.
 

GREENWIT
Are you mad, sir?
 

SIR GUY
’Tis done.
 

GOSHAWK
Will you undo yourself by doing,
And show a prodigal trick in your old days?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
’Tis a match, gentlemen.
 

SIR GUY
Ay, ay, sir, ay.
I ask no favour, trust to you for none;
My hope rests in the goodness of your son.
 

Exit [Sir Guy] Fitzallard.
 

GREENWIT
He holds it up well yet.
 

GOSHAWK
Of an old knight, i’faith.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Curs’d be the time I laid his first love barren,
Willfully barren, that before this hour
Had sprung forth fruits of comfort and of honour!
He lov’d a virtuous gentlewoman.
 

Enter Moll [in man’s clothes].
 

GOSHAWK
Life,
Here’s Moll!
 

GREENWIT
Jack?
 

GOSHAWK
How dost thou, Jack?
 

MOLL
How dost thou, gallant?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Impudence, where’s my son?
 

MOLL
Weakness, go look him.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Is this your wedding gown?
 

MOLL
The man talks monthly:
Hot broth and a dark chamber for the knight;
I see he’ll be stark mad at our next meeting.
 

Exit Moll.
 

GOSHAWK
Why, sir, take comfort now, there’s no such matter:
No priest will marry her, sir, for a woman
Whiles that shape’s on, and it was never known
Two men were married and conjoin’d in one.
Your son hath made some shift to love another.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Whate’er she be, she has my blessing with her.
May they be rich and fruitful, and receive
Like comfort to their issue as I take
In them; h’as pleas’d me now, marrying not this:
Through a whole world he could not choose amiss.
 

GREENWIT
Glad y’are so penitent for your former sin, sir.
 

GOSHAWK
Say he should take a wench with her smock-dowry,
No portion with her but her lips and arms?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Why, who thrive better, sir? They have most blessing,
Though other have more wealth, and least repent:
Many that want most know the most content.
 

GREENWIT
Say he should marry a kind, youthful sinner?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Age will quench that: any offence but theft
And drunkenness, nothing but death can wipe away;
Their sins are green even when their heads are grey.
Nay, I despair not now; my heart’s cheer’d, gentlemen:
No face can come unfortunately to me.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

Now, sir, your news?
 

SERVANT
Your son with his fair bride
Is near at hand.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Fair may their fortunes be!
 

GREENWIT
Now you’re resolv’d, sir, it was never she?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
I find it in the music of my heart.
 

Enter Moll mask’d, in Sebastian’s hand, and [Sir Guy] Fitzallard.
 

See where they come.
 

GOSHAWK
A proper lusty presence, sir.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Now has he pleas’d me right: I always counsell’d him
To choose a goodly, personable creature;
Just of her pitch was my first wife his mother.
 

SEBASTIAN
Before I dare discover my offence,
I kneel for pardon.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
My heart gave it thee
Before thy tongue could ask it.
Rise; thou hast rais’d my joy to greater height
Than to that seat where grief dejected it.
Both welcome to my love and care forever,
Hide not my happiness too long, all’s pardoned.
Here are our friends. Salute her, gentlemen.
 

They unmask her.
 

OMNES
Heart! Who[‘s] this? Moll?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, my reviving shame! Is’t I must live
To be struck blind? Be it the work of sorrow,
Before age take ‘t in hand.
 

SIR GUY
Darkness and death!
Have you deceiv’d me thus? Did I engage
My whole estate for this?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
You ask’d no favour,
And you shall find as little; since my comforts
Play false with me, I’ll be as cruel to thee
As grief to fathers’ hearts.
 

MOLL
Why, what’s the matter with you,
‘Less too much joy should make your age forgetful?
Are you too well, too happy?
 

SIR ALEXANDER
With a vengeance.
 

MOLL
Methinks you should be proud of such a daughter,
As good a man as your son.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, monstrous impudence!
 

MOLL
You had no note before, an unmark’d knight:
Now all the town will take regard on you,
And all your enemies fear you for my sake.
You may pass where you list through crowds most thick,
And come off bravely with your purse unpick’d;
You do not know the benefits I bring with me:
No cheat dares work upon you with thumb or knife
While y’ave a roaring girl to your son’s wife.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
A devil rampant!
 

SIR GUY
Have you so much charity
Yet to release me of my last rash bargain,
And I’ll give in your pledge.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
No sir, I stand to’t, I’ll work upon advantage,
As all mischiefs do upon me.
 

SIR GUY
Content, bear witness all then
His are the lands, and so contention ends.
Here comes your son’s bride, ‘twixt two noble friends.
 

Enter the Lord Noland and Sir Beauteous Ganymede with Mary Fitzallard between them, the citizens and their wives with them.
 

MOLL
Now are you gull’d as you would be, thank me for’t:
I’d a forefinger in’t.
 

SEBASTIAN
Forgive me, father;
Though there before your eyes my sorrow feigned,
This still was she for whom true love complain’d.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Blessings eternal and the joys of angels
Begin your peace here to be sign’d in heaven.
How short my sleep of sorrow seems now to me
To this eternity of boundless comforts
That finds no want but utterance and expression!
My lord, your office here appears so honourably,
So full of ancient goodness, grace, and worthiness:
I never took more joy in sight of man
Than in your comfortable presence now.
 

LORD NOLAND
Nor I more delight in doing grace to virtue
Than in this worthy gentlewoman, your son’s bride,
Noble Fitzallard’s daughter, to whose honour
And modest fame I am a servant vow’d;
So is this knight.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Your loves make my joys proud.
Bring forth those deeds of land my care laid ready,
And which, old knight, thy nobleness may challenge,
Join’d with thy daughter’s virtues, whom I prize now
As dearly as that flesh I call mine own.
Forgive me, worthy gentlewoman, ’twas my blindness
When I rejected thee; I saw thee not:
Sorrow and willful rashness grew like films
Over the eyes of judgment, now so clear
I see the brightness of thy worth appear.
 

MARY
Duty and love may I deserve in those,
And all my wishes have a perfect close,
 

SIR ALEXANDER
That tongue can never err, the sound’s so sweet.
Here, honest son, receive into thy hands
The keys of wealth, possession of those lands
Which my first care provided: they’re thine own;
Heaven give thee a blessing with ‘em. The best joys
That can in worldly shapes to man betide
Are fertile lands and a fair fruitful bride,
Of which I hope thou’rt sped.
 

SEBASTIAN
I hope so too, sir.
 

MOLL
Father and son, I ha’ done you simple service here.
 

SEBASTIAN
For which thou shalt not part, Moll, unrequited.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
Thou art a mad girl, and yet I cannot now
Condemn thee.
 

MOLL
Condemn me? Troth, and you should, sir.
I’d make you seek out one to hang in my room;
I’d give you the slip at gallows and cozen the people.
Heard you this jest, my lord?
 

LORD NOLAND
What is it, Jack?
 

MOLL
He was in fear his son would marry me,
But never dreamt that I would ne’er agree.
 

LORD NOLAND
Why? Thou hadst a suitor once, Jack. When wilt marry?
 

MOLL
Who, I, my lord? I’ll tell you when, i’faith.
When you shall hear
Gallants void from sergeants’ fear,
Honesty and truth unsland’red,
Woman mann’d but never pand’red,
[Cheaters] booted but not coach’d,
Vessels older ere they’re broach’d:
If my mind be then not varied,
Next day following I’ll be married.
 

LORD NOLAND
This sounds like doomsday,
 

MOLL
Then were marriage best,
For if I should repent, I were soon at rest.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
In troth, th’ art a good wench. I’m sorry now
The opinion was so hard I conceiv’d of thee;
Some wrongs I’ve done thee.
 

Enter Trapdoor.
 

TRAPDOOR
Is the wind there now?
’Tis time for me to kneel and confess first,
For fear it come too late and my brains feel it:
Upon my paws, I ask you pardon, mistress.
 

MOLL
Pardon? For what, sir? What has your rogueship done now?
 

TRAPDOOR
I have been from time to time hir’d to confound you
By this old gentleman.
 

MOLL
How!
 

TRAPDOOR
Pray forgive him,
But may I counsel you, you should never do’t.
Many a snare to entrap your worship’s life
Have I laid privily, chains, watches, jewels,
And when he saw nothing could mount you up,
Four hollow-hearted angels he then gave you
By which he meant to trap you, I to save you.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
To all which shame and grief in me cry guilty.
Forgive me; now I cast the world’s eyes from me
And look upon thee freely with mine own:
I see the most of many wrongs before [thee],
Cast from the jaws of envy and her people,
And nothing foul but that. I’ll never more
Condemn by common voice, for that’s the whore
That deceives man’s opinion, mocks his trust,
Cozens his love, and makes his heart unjust.
 

MOLL
Here be the angels, gentlemen; they were given me
As a musician. I pursue no pity;
Follow the law: and you can cuck me, spare not;
Hang up my viol by me, and I care not.
 

SIR ALEXANDER
So far I’m sorry I’ll thrice double ‘em
To make thy wrongs amends.
Come, worthy friends, my honourable lord,
Sir Beauteous Ganymede, and noble Fitzallard,
And you kind [gentlewomen], whose sparkling presence
Are glories set in marriage, beams of society,
For all your loves give lustre to my joys.
The happiness of this day shall be rememb’red
At the return of every smiling spring;
In my time now ’tis born, and may no sadness
Sit on the brows of men upon that day,
But as I am, so all go pleas’d away.
 

[Exeunt all but Moll.]
 




Epilogue
 

[MOLL]
A painter, having drawn with curious art
The picture of a woman, every part
Limn’d to the life, hung out the piece to sell.
People who pass’d along, viewing it well,
Gave several verdicts on it: some dispraised
The hair; some said the brows too high were raised;
Some hit her o’er the lips, mislik’d their colour;
Some wish’d her nose were shorter; some, the eyes fuller;
Others said roses on her cheeks should grow,
Swearing they look’d too pale; others cried no.
The workman still as fault was found did mend it
In hope to please all, but this work being ended
And hung open at stall, it was so vile,
So monstrous and so ugly, all men did smile
At the poor painter’s folly. Such we doubt
Is this our comedy. Some perhaps do flout
The plot, saying, “’Tis too thin, too weak, too mean;”
Some for the person will revile the scene,
And wonder that a creature of her being
Should be the subject of a poet, seeing
In the world’s eye none weighs so light; others look
For all those base tricks publish’d in a book,
Foul as his brains they flow’d from, of cutpurse[s],
Of nips and foists, nasty, obscene discourses,
As full of lies, as empty of worth or wit,
For any honest ear or eye unfit. And thus,
If we to every brain that’s humourous
Should fashion scenes, we with the painter shall
In striving to please all please none at all.
Yet for such faults as either the writers’ wit
Or negligence of the actors do commit,
Both crave your pardons; if what both have done
Cannot full pay your expectation,
The Roaring Girl herself some few days hence
Shall on this stage give larger recompense,
Which mirth that you may share in herself does woo you,
And craves this sign: your hands to beckon her to you.
 

[Exit.]
 

FINIS
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[image: img30.jpg]
 


CONTENTS
 

Dramatis Personæ

Prologue

Act I Scene 1.

Act I Scene 2.

Act I Scene 3.

Act II Scene 1.

Act II Scene 2.

Act II Scene 3.

Act III Scene 1.

Act IV Scene 1.

Act IV Scene 2.

Act V Scene 1.

Epilogue

 




Dramatis Personæ
 

SIR OLIVER Twilight, a rich old knight
PHILIP, his son, servant to Mistress Grace
SANDFIELD, friend to Philip, servant to Mistress Jane
Master SUNSET, true father of Mistress Grace
Master LOW-WATER, a decayed gentleman
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FOOTMAN
PICKADILLE, Lady Goldenfleece’s fool
[SERVANTS to Sir Oliver, Weatherwise, Lady Goldenfleece]
[Six TENANTS of Weatherwise]
LADY TWILIGHT
LADY [Elizabeth] GOLDENFLEECE, a rich widow
MISTRESS [Kate] LOW-WATER
Mistress GRACE, Sunset’s daughter, but supposed Twilight’s
Mistress JANE, Twilight’s daughter, but supposed Sunset’s
 

The Scene: London
 




Prologue
 

How is’t possible to suffice
So many ears, so many eyes?
Some in wit, some in shows
Take delight, and some in clothes:
Some for mirth they chiefly come,
Some for passion, for both some;
Some for lascivious meetings, that’s their arrant;
Some to detract, and ignorance their warrant.
How is’t possible to please
Opinion toss’d in such wild seas?
Yet I doubt it not, if attention
Seize you above, and apprehension
You below, to take things quickly,
We shall both make you sad and tickle ye.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A street
 

Enter Philip, Sir Oliver Twilight’s son, with Savorwit, his father’s man.
 

PHILIP
I am at my wit’s end, Savorwit.
 

SAVORWIT
And I am ev’n following after you as fast as I can, sir.
 

PHILIP
My wife will be forc’d from me, my pleasure!
 

SAVORWIT
Talk no more on’t, sir. How can there be any
Hope i’ th’ middle when we’re both at our
Wit’s end in the beginning? My invention
Was ne’er so gravel’d since I first set out upon’t.
 

PHILIP
Nor does my stop stick only in this wheel,
Though it be a main vexation, but I’m grated
In a dear absolute friend, young Master Sandfield — 
 

SAVORWIT
Ay, there’s another rub too.
 

PHILIP
Who supposes
That I make love to his affected mistress,
When ’tis my father works against the peace
Of both our spirits, and woos unknown to me.
He strikes out sparks of undeserved anger
[‘Twixt] old steel friendship and new stony hate,
As much forgetful of the merry hours
The circuits of our youth hath spent and worn
As if they had not been or we not born.
 

Enter Sandfield.
 

SAVORWIT
See where he comes.
 

SANDFIELD
Unmerciful in torment!
Will this disease never forsake mine eye?
 

PHILIP
It must be kill’d first if it grow so painful.
Work it out strongly at one time that th’ anguish
May never more come near thy precious sight.
If my eternal sleep will give thee rest,
Close up mine eyes with opening of my breast.
 

SANDFIELD
I feel thy wrongs at midnight and the weight
Of thy close treacheries. Thou hast a friendship
As dangerous as a strumpet’s, that will kiss
Men into poverty, distress, and ruin;
And to make clear the face of thy foul deeds,
Thou work’st by seconds.
 

[Draws his sword.]
 

PHILIP
Then may the sharp point of an inward horror
Strike me to earth, and save thy weapon guiltless!
 

SANDFIELD
Not in thy father?
 

PHILIP
How much is truth abus’d
When ’tis kept silent!
 

[SANDFIELD]
Oh, defend me friendship!
 

SAVORWIT
True, your anger’s in an error all this while, sir,
But that a lover’s weapon [ne’er] hears reason;
’Tis out still like a mad man’s. Hear but me, sir:
’Tis my young master’s injury, not yours,
That you quarrel with him for, and this shows
As if y’ would challenge a lame man the field
And cut off’s head because he has lost his legs.
His grief makes him dead flesh, as it appear’d
By off’ring up his breast to you; for believe it, sir,
Had he not greater crosses of his own,
Your hilts could not cross him.
 

SANDFIELD
How?
 

SAVORWIT
Not your hilts, sir.
Come, I must have you friends; a pox of weapons!
There’s a whore gapes for’t; put it up i’ th’ scabbard.
 

SANDFIELD
[Putting up his sword] Thou’rt a mad slave.
 

SAVORWIT
Come, give me both your hands.
Y’are in a quagmire both: should I release you now,
Your wits would both come home in a stinking pickle;
Your father’s old nose would smell you out presently.
 

PHILIP
Tell him the secret, which no mortal knows
But thou and I, and then he will confess
How much he wrong’d the patience of his friend.
 

SAVORWIT
Then thus the marigold opens at the splendour
Of a hot constant friendship ‘twixt you both.
’Tis not unknown to your ear some ten years since
My mistress, his good mother, with a daughter
About the age of six, crossing to [Jersey],
Was taken by the Dunkirks, sold both, and separated,
As the last news brings hot the first and last
So much discover’d; for in nine years’ space
No certain tidings of their life or death
Or what place held ‘em, earth, the sea, or heaven,
Came to the old man’s ears, the knight my master,
Till about five months since, a letter came,
Sent from the mother, which related all
Their taking, selling, separation,
And never meeting; and withal required
Six hundred crowns for ransom, which my old master
No sooner heard the sound but told the sum,
Gave him the gold, and sent us both aboard.
We landing by the way, having a care
To lighten us of our carriage because gold
Is such a heavy metal, eas’d our pockets
In wenches’ aprons. Women were made to bear,
But for us gentlemen, ’tis most unkindly.
 

SANDFIELD
Well, sir?
 

PHILIP
A pure rogue still!
 

SAVORWIT
Amongst the rest, sir,
’Twas my young master’s chance there to dote finely
Upon a sweet young gentlewoman, but one
That would not sell her honour for the Indies,
Till a priest struck the bargain, and then half a crown dispatch’d it.
To be brief, wedded her and bedded her,
Brought her home hither to his father’s house,
And with a fair tale of mine own bringing up,
She passes for his sister that was sold.
 

SANDFIELD
Let me not lose myself in wond’ring at thee.
But how made you your score even for the mother?
 

SAVORWIT
Pish, easily: we told him how her fortunes
Mock’d us as they mock’d her. When we were o’ th’ sea,
She was o’ th’ land, and as report was given,
When we were landed, she was gone to heaven.
So he believes two lies one error bred:
The daughter ransom’d and the mother dead.
 

SANDFIELD
Let me admire thee and withal confess
My injuries to friendship.
 

PHILIP
They’re all pardon’d.
[Embracing him] These are the arms I bore against my friend.
 

SAVORWIT
But what’s all this to th’ present? This discourse
Leaves you i’ th’ bog still.
 

PHILIP
On, good Savorwit!
 

SAVORWIT
For yet our policy has cross’d ourselves;
For the old knave, my master, little thinking her
Wife to his son, but his own daughter still,
Seeks out a match for her — 
 

PHILIP
Here I feel the surgeon
At second dressing.
 

SAVORWIT
And h’as entertain’d
Ev’n for pure need, for fear the glass should crack
That is already broken, but well solder’d,
A mere sot for her suitor, a rank fox,
One Weatherwise, that woos by the almanac,
Observes the full and change, an errant moon-calf.
And yet, because the fool demands no portion
But the bare down of her smock, the old fellow,
Worn to the bone with a dry [covetous] itch,
To save his purse and yet bestow his child,
Consents to waste [her on] lumps of almanac stuff
Kned with May-butter. Now as I have thought on’t
I’ll spoil him in the baking.
 

SANDFIELD
Prithee, as how, sirrah?
 

SAVORWIT
I’ll give him such a crack in one o’ th’ sides
He shall quite run out of my master’s favour.
 

PHILIP
I should but too much love thee for that.
 

SAVORWIT
Thus, then,
To help you both at once, and so good night to you.
After my wit has shipp’d away the fool,
As he shall part, I’ll buzz into the ear
Of my old master that you, sir, Master Sandfield,
Dearly affect his daughter and will take her
With little or no portion. Well stood out in’t!
Methinks I see him caper at that news
And in the full cry, oh! This brought about
And wittily dissembled on both parts,
You to affect his love, he to love yours,
I’ll so beguile the father at the marriage
That each shall have his own, and both being welcom’d
And chamber’d in one house, as ’tis his pride
To have his children’s children got successively
On his forefathers’ feather beds, in the day times,
To please the old man’s eyesight, you may dally
And set a kiss on the wrong lip; no sin in’t:
Brothers and sisters do’t, cousins do more,
But pray take heed you be not kin to them.
So in the night time nothing can deceive you,
Let each know his own work, and there I leave you.
 

SANDFIELD
Let me applaud thee.
 

PHILIP
Bless’d be all thy ends
That mak’st arm’d enemies embracing friends.
About it speedily.
 

Exit [with Sandfield].
 

SAVORWIT
I need no pricking.
I’m of that mettle, so well-pac’d and free,
There’s no good riders that use spur to me.
 

Enter Grace Twilight.
 

Oh, are you come?
 

GRACE
Are any comforts coming?
 

SAVORWIT
I never go without ‘em.
 

GRACE
Thou sport’st joys that utterance cannot perfect.
 

SAVORWIT
Hark, are they risen?
 

GRACE
Yes, long before I left ‘em.
And all intend to bring the widow homeward.
 

SAVORWIT
Depart then, mistress, to avoid suspect:
Our good shall arrive time enough at your heart.
 

[Exit Grace.]
 

Poor fools that ever more take a green surfeit
Of the first fruits of joys. Let a man but shake the tree,
How soon they’ll hold up their laps to receive comfort!
The music that I struck made her soul dance.
Peace!
 

Enter the Lady Widow Goldenfleece with Sir Gilbert Lambston, Master Pepperton, Master Overdon, suitors. After them, the two old men, Sir Oliver Twilight and Master Sunset, with their daughters, Grace Twilight [and] Jane Sunset.
 

[Aside] Here comes the Lady Widow, the late wife
To the deceas’d Sir Avarice Goldenfleece,
Second to none for usury and extortion,
As too well it appears on a poor gentleman,
One Master Low-water, from whose estate
He pull’d that fleece that makes his widow weight.
Those are her suitors now, Sir Gilbert Lambston,
Master Pepperton, Master Overdon.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Nay, good Sir Oliver Twilight, Master Sunset,
We’ll trouble you no farther.
 

SUNSET, SIR OLIVER
No trouble, sweet madam.
 

SIR GILBERT
We’ll see the widow at home; it shall be
Our charge, that.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
It shall be so indeed.
Thanks, good Sir Oliver, and to you both
I am indebted for those courtesies
That will ask me a long time to requite.
 

SIR OLIVER
Ah, ’tis but your pleasant condition to give it out so, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Mistress Grace and Mistress Jane, I wish you both
A fair contented fortune in your choices,
And that you happen right.
 

[GRACE, JANE]
Thanks to you, good madam.
 

[LADY GOLDENFLEECE]
[Aside] There’s more in that word “right” than you imagine. — 
I now repent, girls, a rash oath I took
When you were both infants, to conceal a secret.
 

GRACE
What does’t concern, good madam?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
No, no.
Since you are both so well, ’tis well enough.
It must not be reveal’d; ’tis now no more
Than like mistaking of one hand for t’other.
A happy time to you both.
 

[GRACE, JANE]
The like to you, madam.
 

GRACE
[Aside] I shall long much to have this riddle open’d.
 

JANE
[Aside] I would you were so kind to my poor kinswoman
And the distressed gentleman her husband,
Poor Master Low-water, who on ruin leans.
You keep this secret as you keep his means.
 

[LADY GOLDENFLEECE]
Thanks, good Sir Oliver Twilight. Welcome, sweet
Master Pepperton; Master Overdon, welcome.
 

Exeunt. Manet Sir Oliver with Savorwit.
 

SIR OLIVER
And goes the business well ‘twixt those young lovers?
 

SAVORWIT
Betwixt your son and Master Sunset’s daughter,
The line goes even, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Good lad, I like thee.
 

SAVORWIT
But sir, there’s no proportion, height, or evenness
Betwixt that equinoctial and your daughter.
 

SIR OLIVER
’Tis true, and I’m right glad on’t.
 

SAVORWIT
Are you glad, sir?
There’s no proportion in’t.
 

SIR OLIVER
Ay, marry, am I, sir.
I can abide no word that ends in portion;
I’ll give her nothing.
 

SAVORWIT
Say you should not, sir,
As I’ll ne’er urge your worship ‘gainst your nature,
Is there no gentleman, think you, of worth and credit
Will open’s bed to warm a naked maid?
A hundred gallant fellows, and be glad
To be so set a-work! Virginity
Is no such cheap ware as you make account on
That it had need with portion be set off,
For that sets off a portion in these days.
 

SIR OLIVER
Play on, sweet boy!
Oh, I could hear this music all day long,
When there’s no money to be parted from!
Strike on, good lad!
 

SAVORWIT
Do not wise men and great often bestow
Ten thousand pound in jewels that lie by ‘em?
If so, what jewel can lie by a man
More precious than a virgin? If none more precious,
Why should the pillow of a fool be grac’d
With that brave spirits with dearness have embrac’d?
And then, perhaps, ere the third spring come on,
Sends home your diamond crack’d, the beauty gone;
And more to know her, ‘cause you shall not doubt her,
A number of poor sparks twinkling about her.
 

SIR OLIVER
Now thou play’st Dowland’s Lachrymae to thy master.
 

SAVORWIT
But shall I dry your eyes with a merry jig now
And make you look like sunshine in a shower?
 

SIR OLIVER
How, how, my honest boy, sweet Savorwit?
 

SAVORWIT
Young Master Sandfield, gallant Master Sandfield — 
 

SIR OLIVER
Ha! What of him?
 

SAVORWIT
Affects your daughter strangely.
 

SIR OLIVER
Brave Master Sandfield! Let me hug thy zeal
Unto thy master’s house. Ha, Master Sandfield!
But he’ll expect a portion.
 

SAVORWIT
Not a whit, sir,
As you may use the matter.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, and the matter fall into my using
The devil a penny that he gets of me.
 

SAVORWIT
He lies at the mercy of your lock and key, sir;
You may use him as you list.
 

SIR OLIVER
Say’st thou me so?
Is he so far in doing?
 

SAVORWIT
Quite over head and ears, sir.
Nay, more: he means to run mad and break his neck
Off some high steeple if he have her not.
 

SIR OLIVER
Now bless the young gentleman’s gristles; I hope
To be a grandfather yet by ‘em.
 

SAVORWIT
That may you, sir,
To, marry, a chopping girl with a plump buttock
Will hoist a farthingale at five years old,
And call a man between eleven and twelve
To take part of a piece of mutton with her.
 

SIR OLIVER
Ha, precious wag! Hook him in finely, do.
 

SAVORWIT
Make clear the way for him first; set the gull going.
 

SIR OLIVER
An ass, an ass! I’ll quickly dash his wooing.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Why now the clocks
Go right again. It must be a strange wit
That makes the wheels of youth and age so hit;
The one are dry, worn, rusty, furr’d, and soiled;
Love’s wheels are glib, ever kept clean and oil’d.
 

Exit.
 

SIR OLIVER
I cannot choose but think of this good fortune:
That gallant Master Sandfield!
 

Enter Weatherwise.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] Stay, stay, stay.
What comfort gives my almanac today?
Luck, I beseech thee! [Consulting his almanac] Good days, evil days, June, July; speak a good word for me now, and I have her. Let me see: “the fifth day, ‘twixt hawk and buzzard; the sixth day, backward and forward.” That was beastly to me, I remember. “The seventh day, on a slippery pin; the eighth day, fire and tow; the ninth day, the market is marr’d.” That’s long of the hucksters, I warrant you; but now “the tenth day.” Luck, I beseech thee now before I look into’t! “The eleventh day, against the hair.” A pox on’t! Would that hair had been left out! “Against the hair!” That hair will go nigh to choke me; had it been against anything but that, ’twould not have troubled me because it lies cross i’ th’ way. Well, I’ll try the fortune of a good face yet, though my almanac leave me i’ th’ sands.
 

SIR OLIVER
[Aside] Such a match, too. I could not wish a better.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] Mass, here he walks. — Save you, sweet Sir Oliver! Sir Oliver Twilight!
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, pray come to me a quarter of a year hence; I have a little business now.
 

WEATHERWISE
How, a quarter of a year hence? What, shall I come to you in September?
 

SIR OLIVER
Nor in November neither, good my friend.
 

WEATHERWISE
Y’are not a mad knight; you will not let your daughter hang past August, will you? She’ll drop down under tree then. She’s no winter fruit, I assure you, if you think to put her in crust after Christmas.
 

SIR OLIVER
Sir, in a word, depart: my girl’s not for you;
I gave you a drowsy promise in a dream,
But broad awake now, I call’t in again.
Have me commended to your wit; farewell, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

WEATHERWISE.
Now the devil run away with you, and some lousy fiddler with your daughter! May Clerkenwell have the first cut of her and Hound’s Ditch pick the bones! I’ll never leave the love of an open-hearted widow for a narrow-ey’d maid again, go out of the roadway like an ass to leap over hedge and ditch: I’ll fall into the beaten path again and invite the widow home to a banquet. Let who list seek out new ways, I’ll be at my journey’s end before him.
My almanac told me true how I should fare;
Let no man think to speed against the hair.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

Low-water’s house
 

Enter Mistress Low-water.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Is there no saving means? No help religious
For a distressed gentlewoman to live by?
Has virtue no revenue? Who has all then?
Is the world’s lease from hell, the devil head-landlord?
Oh, how was conscience, the right heir, put by?
Law would not do such an unrighteous deed,
Though with the fall of angels ‘t had been fee’d.
Where are our hopes in banks? Was honesty
A younger sister without portion left?
No dowry in the Chamber beside wantonness?
O miserable orphan!
‘Twixt two extremes runs there no blessed mean,
No comfortable strain that I may kiss it?
Must I to whoredom or to beggary lean,
My mind being sound? Is there no way to miss it?
Is’t not injustice that a widow laughs
And lays her mourning part upon a wife?
That she should have the garment, I the heart;
My wealth her uncle left her, and me her grief?
Yet, stood all miseries in their loathed’st forms
On this hand of me, thick like a foul mist,
And here the bright enticements of the world
In clearest colours, flattery, and advancement,
And all the bastard glories this frame jets in,
Horror nor splendour, shadows fair nor foul
Should force me shame my husband, wound my soul.
 

Enter Mistress Jane, Sunset’s daughter.
 

Cousin, y’are welcome. This is kindly done of you
To visit the despis’d.
 

JANE
I hope not so, coz.
The want of means cannot make you despis’d;
Love not by wealth but by desert is priz’d.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Y’are pleas’d to help it well, coz.
 

JANE
I am come to you,
Beside my visitation, to request you
To lay your wit to mine, which is but simple,
And help me to untie a few dark words
Made up in knots — they’re of the widow’s knitting,
That ties all sure — for my wit has not strength
Nor cunning to unloose ‘em.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Good, what are they,
Though there be little comfort of my help?
 

JANE
She wish’d Sir Oliver’s daughter and myself
Good fortune in our choices and repented her
Of a rash oath she took when we were both infants,
A secret to conceal; but since all’s well,
She holds it best to keep it unreveal’d.
Now what this is, heaven knows.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nor can I guess.
The course of her whole life and her dead husband’s
Was ever full of such dishonest riddles
To keep right heirs from knowledge of their own.
And now I’m put i’ th’ mind on’t, I believe
It was some [piece] of land or money given
By some departing friend upon their deathbed,
Perhaps to yourself, and Sir Oliver’s daughter
May wrongfully enjoy it, and she hired,
For she was but an hireling in those days,
To keep the injury secret.
 

JANE
The most likeliest
That ever you could think on.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Is it not?
 

JANE
Sure, coz. I think you have untied the knot;
My thoughts lie at more ease. As in all other things,
In this I thank your help, and may you live
To conquer your own troubles and cross ends,
As you are ready to supply your friends.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I thank you for the kind truth of your heart,
In which I flourish when all means depart.
[Aside] Sure in that oath of hers there sleeps some wrong
Done to my kinswoman.
 

Enter Footman.
 

JANE
Who’d you speak withal?
 

FOOTMAN
The gentlewoman of this house, forsooth.
 

JANE
Whose footman are you?
 

FOOTMAN
One Sir Gilbert Lambston’s.
 

JANE
Sir Gilbert Lambston’s? There my cousin walks.
 

FOOTMAN
Thank your good worship.
 

[Exit Jane.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How now, whence are you?
 

FOOTMAN
[Handing her a letter] This letter will make known.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Whence comes it, sir?
 

FOOTMAN
From the knight, my master, Sir Gilbert Lambston.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Throwing the letter at him] Return’t; I’ll receive none on’t!
 

FOOTMAN
[Aside] There it must lie then;
I were as good run to Tyburn afoot and hang myself
At mine own charges as carry it back again.
 

Exit.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Life, had he not his answer? What strange impudence
Governs in man when lust is lord of him?
Thinks he me mad, ‘cause I have no moneys on earth,
That I’ll go forfeit my estate in heaven
And live eternal beggar? He shall pardon me,
That’s my soul’s jointure; I’ll starve ere I sell that.
Oh, is he gone, and left the letter here?
Yet I will read it, more to hate the writer.
[Reading] “Mistress Low-water, if you desire to understand your own comfort, hear me out ere you refuse me. I’m in the way now to double the yearly means that first I offered you; and to stir you more to me, I’ll empty your enemy’s bags to maintain you, for the rich widow, the Lady Goldenfleece, to whom I have been a longer suitor than you [an] adversary, hath given me so much encouragement lately, insomuch that I am perfectly assured the next meeting strikes the bargain. The happiness that follows this ‘twere idle to inform you of; only consent to my desires, and the widow’s notch shall lie open to you. Thus much to your heart; I know y’are wise. Farewell. Thy friend to his power, and another’s, Gilbert Lambston.”
In this poor brief, what volumes has he thrust
Of treacherous perjury and adulterous lust!
So foul a monster does this wrong appear
That I give pity to mine enemy here.
What a most fearful love reigns in some hearts
That dare oppose all judgment to get means,
And wed rich widows only to keep queans.
What a strange path he takes to my affection,
And thinks ‘t the near’st way, ‘twill never be,
Goes through mine enemy’s ground to come to me.
This letter is most welcome; I repent now
That my last anger threw thee at my feet:
My bosom shall receive thee.
 

Enter Sir Gilbert Lambston.
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] ’Tis good policy too,
To keep one that so mortally hates the widow;
She’ll have more care to keep it close herself.
And look what wind her revenge goes withal:
The self-same gale whisks up the sails of love.
I shall [loose] much good sport by that. — 
Now, my sweet mistress!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Sir Gilbert, you change [suits] oft;
You were here in black but lately.
 

SIR GILBERT
My mind ne’er shifts though.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] A foul mind the whilst — 
But sure, sir, this is but a dissembling glass
You sent before you; ’tis not possible
Your heart should follow your hand.
 

SIR GILBERT
Then may both perish!
 

MISTRESS [LOW-WATER]
Do not wish that so soon, sir. Can you make
A three-months’ love to a rich widow’s bed,
And lay her pillow under a quean’s head?
I know you can’t, howe’er you may dissemble ‘t;
You have a heart brought up better.
 

SIR GILBERT
Faith, you wrong me in’t;
You shall not find it so. I do protest to thee,
I will be lord of all my promises,
And ere’t be long, thou shalt but turn a key
And find ‘em in thy coffer; for my love,
In matching with the widow, is but policy
To strengthen my estate and make me able
To set off all thy kisses with rewards:
That the worst weather our delights behold,
It may hail pearl and shower the widow’s gold.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You talk of a brave world, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
‘Twill seem better
When golden happiness breaks forth itself
Out of the [east port] of the widow’s chamber.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
And here it sets.
 

SIR GILBERT
Here shall the downfall be;
Her wealth shall rise from her and set in thee.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You men have th’ art to overcome poor women.
Pray give my thoughts the freedom of one day,
And all the rest take you.
 

SIR GILBERT
I straight obey.
[Aside] This bird’s my own.
 

Exit Sir Gilbert Lambston.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
There is no happiness but has her season:
Herein the brightness of her virtue shines.
The husk falls off in time that long shuts up
The fruit in a dark prison; so sweeps by
The cloud of miseries from wretches’ eyes
That yet, though fall’n, at length they see to rise:
The secret powers work wondrously and duly.
 

Enter Master Low-water.
 

LOW-WATER
Why, how now, Kate?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Oh, are you come, sir? Husband,
Wake, wake, and let not patience keep thee poor;
Rouse up thy spirit from this falling slumber.
Make thy distress seem but a weeping dream
And this the opening morning of thy comforts.
Wipe the salt dew off from thy careful eyes,
And drink a draught of gladness next thy heart
T’ expel the infection of all poisonous sorrows.
 

LOW-WATER
You turn me past my senses.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Will you but second
The purpose I intend, I’ll be first forward.
I crave no more of thee but a following spirit;
Will you but grant me that?
 

LOW-WATER
Why, what’s the business
That should transport thee thus?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Hope of much good,
No fear of the least ill: take that to comfort thee.
 

LOW-WATER
Yea?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Sleep not on’t; this is no slumbering business.
’Tis like the sweating sickness: I must keep
Your eyes still wake; y’are gone if once you sleep.
 

LOW-WATER
I will not rest then till thou hast thy wishes.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Peruse this love paper as you go.
 

LOW-WATER
A letter?
 

Exeunt.
 




Act I Scene 3.
 

Sir Oliver’s house
 

Enter Sir Oliver Twilight, with Master Sandfield, Philip, and Savorwit.
 

SIR OLIVER
Good Master Sandfield, for the great affection
You bear toward my girl, I am well pleas’d
You should enjoy her beauty. Heaven forbid, sir,
That I should cast away a proper gentleman
So far in love with a sour mood or so.
No, no,
I’ll not die guilty of a lover’s neck-cracking.
Marry, as for portion, there I leave you, sir,
To the mercy of your destiny again;
I’ll have no hand in that.
 

SANDFIELD
Faith, something, sir;
Be ‘t but t’ express your love.
 

SIR OLIVER
I have no desire, sir,
To express my love that way, and so rest satisfied.
I pray take heed in urging that too much
You draw not my love from me.
 

SANDFIELD
Fates foresee, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Faith, then you may go; seek out a high steeple
Or a deep water: there’s no saving of you.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] How naturally he plays upon himself!
 

SIR OLIVER
Marry, if a wedding dinner, as I told you,
And three years’ board, well lodg’d in mine house,
And eating, drinking, and a sleeping portion
May give you satisfaction, I am your man, sir;
Seek out no other.
 

SANDFIELD
I am content to embrace it, sir,
Rather than hazard languishment or ruin.
 

SIR OLIVER
I love thee for thy wisdom; such a son-in-law
Will cheer a father’s heart. Welcome, sweet Master Sandfield.
 

[Philip and Savorwit begin to leave with Sandfield.]
 

Whither away, boys? Philip?
 

PHILIP
To visit my love, sir,
Old Master Sunset’s daughter.
 

SIR OLIVER
That’s my Philip.
Ply ‘t hard, my good boys both, put ‘em to’t finely.
One day, one dinner and one house shall join you.
 

PHILIP, SANDFIELD
That’s our desire, sir.
 

Exeunt.
 

SIR OLIVER
Pish! Come hither, Savorwit.
Observe my son and bring me word, sweet boy,
Whether h’as a speeding wit or no in wooing.
 

SAVORWIT
That will I, sir. [Aside] That your own eyes might tell you.
I think it speedy: your girl has a round belly.
 

Exit Savorwit.
 

SIR OLIVER
How soon the comfortable shine of joy
Breaks through a cloud of grief!
The tears that I let fall for my dead wife
Are dried up with the beams of my girl’s fortunes.
Her life, her death, and her ten years’ distress
Are ev’n forgot with me; the love and care
That I ought her, her daughter [sh’ owes] it all:
It can but be bestow’d, and there ’tis well.
 

Enter Servant.
 

SIR OLIVER
How now, what news?
 

SERVANT
There’s a Dutch merchant, sir,
That’s now come over desires some conference with you.
 

SIR OLIVER
How? A Dutch merchant? Pray send him in to me.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

What news with him, trow?
 

Enter Dutch Merchant with a little Dutch Boy in great slops.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Sir Oliver Twilight?
 

SIR OLIVER
That’s my name indeed, sir.
I pray be covered, sir; y’are very welcome.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
This is my business, sir. I took into my charge
A few words to deliver to yourself
From a dear friend of yours that wonders strangely
At your unkind neglect.
 

SIR OLIVER
Indeed! What might
He be, sir?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Nay, y’are i’ th’ wrong gender now;
’Tis that distressed lady, your good wife, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
What say you, sir? My wife?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Yes, sir, your wife!
This strangeness now of yours seems more to harden
Th’ uncharitable neglect she tax’d you for.
 

SIR OLIVER
Pray give me leave, sir. Is my wife alive?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Came any news to you, sir, to th’ contrary?
 

SIR OLIVER
Yes, by my faith, did there.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Pray, how long since, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
’Tis now some ten weeks.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Faith, within this month, sir,
I saw her talk and eat; and those in our calendar
Are signs of life and health.
 

SIR OLIVER
Mass, so they are in ours.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
And these were the last words her passion threw me:
“No grief,” quoth she, “sits to my heart so close
As his unkindness and my daughter’s loss.”
 

SIR OLIVER
You make me weep and wonder, for I swear
I sent her ransom, and that daughter’s here.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Here! That will come well to lighten her of one grief.
I long to see her for the piteous moan
Her mother made for her.
 

SIR OLIVER
That shall you, sir. Within there!
 

[Enter Servant.]
 

SERVANT
Sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
Call down my daughter.
 

SERVANT
Yes, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

Here’s strange budgelling! I tell you, sir,
Those that I put in trust were near me, too;
A man would think they should not juggle with me:
My own son, and my servant, no worse people, sir.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
And yet, ofttimes, sir, what worse knave to a man
Than he that eats his meat?
 

SIR OLIVER
Troth, you say true, sir.
I sent ‘em simply, and that news they brought,
My wife had left the world; and with that [sum]
I sent to her, this brought his sister home.
 

Enter Grace.
 

Look you, sir, this is she.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
If my eye sin not, sir,
Or misty error falsify the glass,
I saw that face at Antwerp in an inn
When I set forth first to fetch home this boy.
 

SIR OLIVER
How? In an inn?
 

GRACE
[Aside] Oh, I am betray’d, I fear!
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
How do you, young mistress?
 

GRACE
Your eyes wrong your tongue, sir,
And makes you sin in both; I am not she.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
No? Then I never saw face twice. Sir Oliver Twilight,
I tell you my free thoughts: I fear y’are blinded.
I do not like this story; I doubt much
The sister is as false as the dead mother.
 

SIR OLIVER
Yea! Say you so, sir? I see nothing lets me,
But to doubt so too then.
So, to your chamber; we have done with you.
 

GRACE
[Aside] I would be glad you had. Here’s a strange storm. — 
Sift it out well, sir; till anon I leave you, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Business commands me hence, but as a pledge
Of my return, I’ll leave my little son with you,
Who yet takes little pleasure in this country
‘Cause he can speak no English, all Dutch he.
 

SIR OLIVER
A fine boy; he’s welcome, sir, to me.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Where’s your leg and your thanks to the gentleman?
War es you neighgen an you thonkes you?
 

DUTCH BOY
[Bowing]
Ick donck you, ver ew edermon vrendly kite.
 

SIR OLIVER
What says he, sir?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
He thanks you for your kindness.
 

SIR OLIVER
Pretty knave!
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Had not some business held me by the way,
This news had come to your ear ten days ago.
 

SIR OLIVER
It comes too soon now, methinks; I’m your debtor.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT.
But I could wish it, sir, for better ware.
 

Exit.
 

SIR OLIVER
We must not be our own choosers in our fortunes.
Here’s a cold pie to breakfast: wife alive,
The daughter doubtful, and the money spent!
How am I juggled withal!
 

Enter Savorwit.
 

SAVORWIT
It hits i’faith, sir;
The work goes even.
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, come, come, come, are you come, sir?
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Life, what’s the matter now?
 

SIR OLIVER
There’s a new reckoning
Come in since.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Pox on’t! I thought all had been paid;
I can’t abide these after-reckonings.
 

SIR OLIVER
I pray come near, sir; let’s be acquainted with you.
You’re bold enough abroad with my purse, sir.
 

SAVORWIT
No more than beseems manners and good use, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Did not you bring me word some ten weeks since
My wife was dead?
 

SAVORWIT
Yes, true, sir, very true, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Pray stay! And take my horse along with you,
And with the ransom that I sent for her
That you redeem’d my daughter?
 

SAVORWIT
Right as can be, sir;
I never found your worship in a false tale yet.
 

SIR OLIVER
I thank you for your good word, sir, but I’m like
To find your worship now in two at once.
 

SAVORWIT
I should be sorry to hear that.
 

SIR OLIVER
I believe you, sir.
Within this month my wife was sure alive — 
There’s six weeks bated of your ten-weeks’ lie — 
As has been credibly reported to me
By a Dutch merchant, father to that boy,
But now come over, and the words scarce cold.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Oh, strange!— ’Tis a most rank untruth; where is he, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
He will not be long absent.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] All’s confounded. — 
If he were here, I’ll tell him to his face, sir;
He wears a double tongue: that’s Dutch and English.
Will the boy say’t?
 

SIR OLIVER
‘Las, he can speak no English.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] All the better; I’ll gabble something to him. — 
Hoyste kaloiste, kalooskin ee vou, dar sune, alla gaskin?
 

DUTCH BOY
Ick wet neat watt hey zackt; ick unverston ewe neat.
 

SAVORWIT
Why la, I thought as much.
 

SIR OLIVER
What says the boy?
 

SAVORWIT
He says his father is troubled with an imperfection at one time of the moon and talks like a madman.
 

SIR OLIVER
What? Does the boy say so?
 

SAVORWIT
I knew there was somewhat in’t.
Your wife alive! Will you believe all tales, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, more, sir: he told me he saw this wench
Which you brought home at Antwerp in an inn,
Tell[s] me I’m plainly cozen’d of all hands,
’Tis not my daughter neither.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] All’s broke out. — 
How? Not your daughter, sir? I must to’t again.
Quisquinikin sadlamare, alla pisse kickin sows-clows, hoff tofte le cumber shaw, bouns bus boxsceeno.
 

DUTCH BOY
Ick an sawth no int hein clappon de heeke, I dinke ute zein zennon.
 

SAVORWIT
Oh, zein zennon! Ah ha! I thought how ’twould prove i’ th’ end. The boy says they never came near Antwerp: a quite contrary way, round about by Parma.
 

SIR OLIVER
What’s the same zein zennon?
 

SAVORWIT
That is, he saw no such wench in an inn. ’Tis well I came in such happy time to get it out of the boy before his father returned again. Pray be wary, sir; the world’s subtle: come and pretend a charitable business in policy, and work out a piece of money on you.
 

SIR OLIVER
Mass, art advis’d of that?
 

SAVORWIT
The age is cunning, sir; beside, a Dutchman will live upon any ground and work butter out of a thistle.
 

SIR OLIVER
Troth, thou say’st true in that: they’re the best thrivers in turnips, hartichalks, and cabishes; our English are not like them.
 

SAVORWIT
Oh, fie, no, sir!
 

SIR OLIVER
Ask him from whence they came, when they came hither.
 

SAVORWIT
That I will sir. Culluaron lagooso, lageen, lagan, rufft, punkatee.
 

DUTCH BOY
Nimd aweigh de cack.
 

SAVORWIT
What, what? I cannot blame him then.
 

SIR OLIVER
What says he to thee?
 

SAVORWIT
The poor boy blushes for him; he tells me his father came from making merry with certain of his countrymen and he’s a little steep’d in English beer. There’s no heed to be taken of his tongue now.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hoyda! How com’st thou by all this? I heard him speak but three words to thee.
 

SAVORWIT
Oh, sir, the Dutch is a very wide language. You shall have ten English words even for one, as for example, Gullder-goose; there’s a word for you, master.
 

SIR OLIVER
Why, what’s that same Gullder-goose?
 

SAVORWIT
How do you and all your generation.
 

SIR OLIVER
Why, ’tis impossible! How prove you that, sir?
 

SAVORWIT
’Tis thus distinguish’d, sir: Gull, how do you, der, and, goose, your generation.
 

SIR OLIVER
’Tis a most saucy language; how cam’st thou by’t?
 

SAVORWIT
I was brought up to London in an eelship;
There was the place I caught it first by th’ [tail].
[Aside] I shall be tripp’d anon; pox, would I were gone! — 
I’ll go seek out your son, sir; you shall hear
What thunder he’ll bring with him.
 

SIR OLIVER
Do, do, Savorwit;
I’ll have you all face to face.
 

SAVORWIT
Cuds me! What else, sir?
[Aside] And you take me so near the net again,
I’ll give you leave to squat me! I have ‘scap’d fairly.
We are undone in Dutch; all our three-months’ roguery
Is now come over in a butter firkin.
 

Exit Savorwit.
 

SIR OLIVER
Never was man so toss’d between two tales!
I know not which to take, not which to trust.
The boy here is the likeliest to tell truth,
Because the world’s corruption is not yet
At full years in him; sure he cannot know
What deceit means: ’tis English yet to him.
And when I think again, why should the father
Dissemble for no profit? He gets none,
Whate’er he hopes for, and I think he hopes not.
The man’s in a good case: being old and weary,
He dares not lean his arm on his son’s shoulder
For fear he lie i’ th’ dirt, but must be rather
Beholding to a stranger for his prop.
 

Enter Dutchman [Dutch Merchant].
 

DUTCH MERCHANT.
I make bold once again, sir, for a boy here.
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, sir, y’are welcome. Pray resolve me one thing, sir:
Did you within this month, with your own eyes,
See my wife living?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
I ne’er borrowed any.
Why should you move that question, sir? Dissembling
Is no part of my living.
 

SIR OLIVER
I have reason
To urge it so far, sir, pray be not angry though,
Because my man was here since your departure,
Withstands all stiffly, and to make it clearer,
Question’d your boy in Dutch, who, as he told me,
Return’d this answer first to him: that you
Had imperfection at one time o’ th’ moon
Which made you talk so strangely.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
How, how’s this? Zeicke yongon, ick ben ick quelt medien dullek heght, ee untoit van the mon, an koot uram’d?
 

DUTCH BOY
Wee ek, heigh lieght in ze bokkas, dee’t site.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Why, la you, sir! Here’s no such thing;
He says he lies in’s throat that says it.
 

SIR OLIVER
Then the rogue lies in’s throat, for he told me so,
And that the boy should answer at next question
That you ne’er saw this wench nor came near Antwerp.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Ten thousand devils! Zeicke hee ewe ek kneeght, yongon, dat wee neeky by Antwarpon ne don cammen no seene de doughter dor?
 

DUTCH BOY
Ick hub ham hean sulka dongon he zaut, hei es an skallom an rubbout.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
He says he told him no such matter; he’s a knave and a rascal.
 

SIR OLIVER
Why, how am I abus’d? Pray tell me one thing:
What’s Gullder-goose in Dutch?
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
How? Gullder-goose?
There’s no such thing in Dutch; it may be an ass
In English.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hoyda! Then am I that ass
In plain English: I am grossly cozen’d, most
Inconsiderately! Pray let my house receive you
For one night that I may quit these rascals,
I beseech you, sir.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
If that may stead you, sir,
I’ll not refuse you.
 

SIR OLIVER
A thousand thanks, and welcome.
On whom can fortune more spit out her foam:
Work’d on abroad and play’d upon at home!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Weatherwise’s house
 

Enter Weatherwise, the gull, meeting [Pickadille and] two or three [servants] bringing out a table.
 

WEATHERWISE
So, set the table ready. The widow’s i’ th’ next room, looking upon my clock with the days and the months and the change of the moon; I’ll fetch her in presently.
 

[Exit.]
 

PICKADILLE
She’s not so mad to be fetch’d in with the moon, I warrant you. A man must go roundlier to work with a widow than to woo her with the hand of a dial, or stir up her blood with the striking part of a clock; I should ne’er stand to show her such things in chamber.
 

Exeunt [Servants]. Enter Weatherwise with the widow [Lady Goldenfleece], Sir Gilbert Lambston, Master Pepperton, Master Overdon.
 

WEATHERWISE
Welcome, sweet widow, to a bachelor’s house here; a single man I, but for two or three maids that I keep.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Why, are you double with them then?
 

WEATHERWISE
An exceeding good mourning wit! Women are wiser than ever they were since they wore doublets. You must think, sweet widow, if a man keep maids, they’re under his subjection.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
That’s most true, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
They have no reason to have a lock but the master must have a key to’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
To him, Sir Gilbert. He fights with me at a wrong weapon now.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] Nay, and Sir Gilbert strike, my weapon falls;
I fear no thrust but his. Here are more shooters,
But they have shot two arrows without heads;
They cannot stick i’ th’ butt yet. Hold out, knight,
And I’ll cleave the black pin i’ th’ midst o’ th’ white.
 

Exit.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Nay, and he led me into a closet, sir, where he showed me diet drinks for several months, as scurvigrass for April, clarified whey for June, and the like.
 

SIR GILBERT
Oh, madam, he is a most necessary property, an’t be but to save our credit, ten pound in a banquet.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Go, y’are a wag, Sir Gilbert.
 

SIR GILBERT
How many there be in the world of his fortunes that prick their own calves with briers to make an easy passage for others, or like a toiling usurer sets his son a-horseback in cloth-of-gold breeches while he himself goes t’ th’ devil afoot in a pair of old strossers.
But shall I give a more familiar sign?
His are the sweetmeats, but the kisses mine. [Kisses her.]
 

OVERDON
Excellent. [Aside] A pox o’ your fortune!
 

PEPPERTON
[Taking Overdon aside] Saucy courting has brought all modest wooing clean out of fashion. You shall have few maids nowadays got without rough handling; all the town’s so us’d to’t, and most commonly too they’re join’d before they’re married because they’ll be sure to be fast enough.
 

OVERDON
Sir, since he strives t’ oppose himself against us,
Let’s so combine our friendships in our straits
By all means graceful to assist each other.
For I protest it shall as much glad me
To see your happiness and his disgrace,
As if the wealth were mine, the love, the place.
 

PEPPERTON
And with the like faith I reward your friendship.
I’ll break the bawdy ranks of his discourse
And scatter his libidinous whispers straight. — 
Madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How cheer you, gentlemen?
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] Pox on ‘em!
They wak’d me out of a fine sleep; three minutes
Had fasten’d all the treasure in mine arms.
 

PEPPERTON
[Showing her the trenchers] You took no note of this conceit, it seems, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Twelve trenchers, upon every one a month.
January, February, March, April — 
 

PEPPERTON
Ay, and their posies under ‘em.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Pray, what says May? She’s the spring lady.
 

[PEPPERTON]
“Now gallant May in her array,
Doth make the field pleasant and gay.”
 

OVERDON
“This month of June use clarified whey,
Boil’d with cold herbs, and drink alway.”
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Drink’t all away, he should say.
 

PEPPERTON
‘Twere much better indeed, and wholesomer for his liver.
 

SIR GILBERT
September’s a good one here, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, have you chose your month? Let’s hear’t, Sir Gilbert.
 

SIR GILBERT
“Now mayst thou physics safely take,
And bleed, and bathe for thy health’s sake.
Eat figs and grapes and spicery
For to refresh thy members dry.”
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Thus it is still when a man’s simple meaning lights among wantons. How many honest words have suffered corruption since Chaucer’s days? A virgin would speak those words then that a very midwife would blush to hear now, if she have but so much blood left to make up an ounce of grace. And who is this long on but such wags as you that use your words like your wenches? You cannot let ‘em pass honestly by you, but you must still have a flirt at ‘em.
 

PEPPERTON
You have paid some of us home, madam.
 

Enter Weatherwise.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] If conceit will strike this stroke, have at the widow’s plumtree. I’ll put ‘em down all for a banquet. — Widow and gentlemen, my friends and servants, I make you wait long here for a bachelor’s pittance.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, sir, y’are pleas’d to be modest.
 

WEATHERWISE
No, by my troth, widow. You shall find it otherwise.
 

Strike music. Enter banquet and six of his tenants with the twelve signs made like banqueting-stuff: Aries, Taurus, Gemini, Cancer, Leo, Virgo, Libra, Scorpio, Sagittarius, Capricorn, Aquarius, and Pisces.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What, the twelve signs?
 

WEATHERWISE
These are the signs of my love, widow.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Worse meat would have serv’d us, sir. By my faith,
I’m sorry you should be at such charges, sir,
To feast us a whole month together here.
 

WEATHERWISE
Widow, thou’rt welcome a whole month, and ever.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
And what be those, sir, that brought in the banquet?
 

WEATHERWISE
Those are my tenants; they stand for fasting days.
 

SIR GILBERT
Or the six weeks in Lent.
 

WEATHERWISE
Y’are i’ th’ right, Sir Gilbert.
Sweet widow, take your place at Aries here;
That’s the head sign. A widow is the head
Till she be married.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What is she then?
 

WEATHERWISE
The middle.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Sitting] ’Tis happy she’s no worse.
 

WEATHERWISE
Taurus, Sir Gilbert Lambston, that’s for you.
They say you’re a good town-bull.
 

SIR GILBERT
[Sitting] Oh, spare your friends, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
And Gemini for Master Pepperton.
He had two boys at once by his last wife.
 

PEPPERTON
[Sitting] I hear the widow[s] find no fault with that, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Cancer the Crab for Master Overdon,
For when a thing’s past fifty, it grows crooked.
 

[Overdon sits.]
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Now for yourself, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Take no care for me,
Widow: I can be anywhere. Here’s Leo,
Heart and back; Virgo, guts and belly.
I can go lower yet, and yet fare better,
Since Sagittarius fits me the thighs;
[Sitting] I care not if I be about the thighs,
I shall find meat enough.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
But under pardon, sir.
Though you be lord o’ th’ feast and the conceit both,
Methinks it had been proper for the banquet
To have had the signs all fill’d and no one idle.
 

WEATHERWISE
I know it had, but whose fault’s that, widow?
You should have got you more suitors to have stopp’d
The gaps.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Nay, sure, they should get us, and not
We them. There be your tenants, sir; we are
Not proud; you may bid them sit down.
 

WEATHERWISE
By th’ mass,
It’s true too. Then sit down, tenants,
Once with your hats on, but spare the meat, I charge you,
As you hope for new leases. I must make
My signs draw out a month yet, with a bit
Every morning to breakfast, and at
Full moon with a whole one; that’s restorative.
Sit round, sit round, and do not speak, sweet tenants.
You may be bold enough, so you eat but little.
 

[Tenants sit.]
 

How like you this now, widow?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
It shows well, sir;
And like the good old hospitable fashion.
 

PICKADILLE
[Aside] How! Like a good old hospital! My mistress makes an arrant gull on him.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
But yet methinks there wants clothes for the feet.
 

WEATHERWISE
That part’s uncovered yet. Push, no matter for the feet.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Yes, if the feet catch cold, the head will feel it.
 

WEATHERWISE
Why then you may draw up your legs, and lie
Rounder together.
 

SIR GILBERT
H’as answered you well, madam.
 

WEATHERWISE
And you draw up your legs too, widow, my tenant
Will feel you there, for he’s one of the calves.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Better and better, sir; your wit fattens as he feeds.
 

PICKADILLE
[Aside] Sh’as took the calf from his tenant and put it upon his ground now.
 

[Enter Servant.]
 

WEATHERWISE
How now, my lady’s man, what’s the news, sir?
 

SERVANT
Madam, there’s a young gentleman below;
H’as earnest business to your ladyship.
 

WEATHERWISE
Another suitor, I hold my life, widow.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What is he, sir?
 

SERVANT
He seems a gentleman,
That’s the least of him, and yet more I know not.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Under the leave o’ th’ master of the house here,
I would he were admitted.
 

WEATHERWISE
With all my heart, widow; I fear him not.
Come cut and long tail!
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] I have the least fear
And the most firmness; nothing can shake me.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

WEATHERWISE
If he be a gentleman, he’s welcome;
There’s a sign does nothing, and that’s fit
For a gentleman. The feet will be kept warm
Enough now for you, widow, for if he be
A right gentleman, he has his stockings warm’d
And he wears socks beside, partly for warmth,
Partly for cleanliness; and if he observe
Fridays too, he comes excellent well.
Pisces will be a fine fish dinner for him.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Why then you mean, sir, he shall sit as he comes?
 

WEATHERWISE
Ay, and he were a lord, he shall not sit
Above my tenants. I’ll not have two lords
To them, so I may go look my rent
In another man’s breeches. I was
Not brought up to be so unmannerly.
 

Enter Mistress Low-water as a gallant gentleman, her husband [Low-water] like a serving-man after her.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] I have pick’d out a bold time. — Much good do you,
Gentlemen.
 

WEATHERWISE
Y’are welcome as I may say, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pardon my rudeness, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
No such fault, sir;
You’re too severe to yourself; our judgment quits you.
Please you to do as we do.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Thanks, good madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Make room, gentlemen.
 

WEATHERWISE
Sit still, tenants.
I’ll call in all your old leases and rack you else.
 

ALL TENANTS
Oh, sweet landlord!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Take my cloak, sirrah.
 

[She gives her cloak to Low-water.]
 

If any be disturb’d, I’ll not sit, gentlemen.
I see my place.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] A proper woman turn’d gallant!
If the widow refuse me, I care not
If I be a suitor to him. I have known
Those who have been as mad, and given half
Their living for a male companion.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How, Pisces! Is that mine? [Sitting] ’Tis a conceited banquet.
 

WEATHERWISE
If you love any fish, pray fall to, sir.
If you had come sooner, you might have happened
Among some of the flesh signs, but now they’re all taken up;
Virgo had been a good dish for you, had not
One of my tenants been somewhat busy with her.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pray let him keep her, sir; give me meat fresh:
I’d rather have whole fish than broken flesh.
 

SIR GILBERT
What say you to a bit of Taurus?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
No, I thank you, sir;
The bull’s too rank for me.
 

SIR GILBERT
How, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Too rank, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
Fie, I shall strike you dumb like all your fellows.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
What, with your heels or horns?
 

SIR GILBERT
Perhaps with both.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
It must be at dead [low water], when I’m dead then.
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] ’Tis brave, Kate, and nobly spoke of thee.
 

WEATHERWISE
This quarrel must be drown’d. Pickadille, my lady’s fool!
 

PICKADILLE
You’re your own man, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Prithee, step in to one o’ th’ maids.
 

PICKADILLE
That I will, sir, and thank you, too.
 

WEATHERWISE
Nay, hark you, sir: call for my sun-cup presently; I’d forgot it.
 

PICKADILLE
How, your sun-cup? [Aside] Some cup, I warrant, that he stole out o’ th’ Sun Tavern.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Aside] The more I look on him, the more I thirst for’t.
Methinks his beauty does so far transcend,
Turns the signs back, makes that the upper end.
 

WEATHERWISE
How cheer you, widow? Gentlemen, how cheer you?
Fair weather in all quarters!
The sun will peep anon; I have sent one for him.
In the meantime I’ll tell you a tale of these.
This Libra here that keeps the scale so even
Was i’ th’ old time an honest chandler’s widow
And had one daughter which was called Virgo,
Which now my hungry tenant has deflower’d.
This Virgo, passing for a maid, was sued to
By Sagittarius there, a gallant shooter,
And Aries, his head rival; but her old crabbed
Uncle Cancer here, dwelling in Crooked Lane,
Still cross’d the marriage, minding to bestow her
Upon one Scorpio, a rich usurer.
The girl, loathing that match, fell into folly
With one Taurus, a gentleman in Townbull Street,
By whom she had two twins, those Gemini there,
Of which two brats she was brought abed in Leo
At the Red Lion about Tower Hill.
Being in this distress, one Capricorn,
An honest citizen, pitied her case and married her
To Aquarius, an old water-bearer,
And Pisces was her living ever after;
At Standard she sold fish where he drew water.
 

ALL
It shall be yours, sir.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Meat and mirth too! Y’are lavish;
Your purse and tongue has been at cost today, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
You may challenge all comers at these twelve weapons, I warrant you.
 

Enter clown [Pickadille with the sun-cup, wearing a veil but no doublet].
 

PICKADILLE
Your sun-cup call you it! ’Tis a simple voyage that I have made here. I have left my doublet within for fear I should sweat through my jerkin, and thrown a cypress over my face for fear of sun burning.
 

WEATHERWISE
How now, [who’s] this? Why, sirrah!
 

PICKADILLE
Can you endure it, mistress?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Endure what, fool?
 

WEATHERWISE
Fill the cup, coxcomb.
 

PICKADILLE.
Nay, an’t be no hotter, I’ll go put on my doublet again.
 

Exit.
 

WEATHERWISE
What a whoreson sot is this! [Giving the cup to Low-water] Prithee, fill the cup, fellow, and give’t the widow.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Sirrah, how stand you? Bestow your service there
Upon her ladyship.
 

[He gives the cup to Lady Goldenfleece.]
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What’s here? A sun?
 

WEATHERWISE
It does betoken, madam, a cheerful day
To somebody.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Aside] It rises full in the face of [yon]
Fair sign, and yet by course he is the last
Must feel the heat. — Here, gentlemen, to you all,
For you know the sun must go through the twelve signs.
 

[Drinks.]
 

WEATHERWISE
Most wittily, widow: you jump with my conceit right;
There’s not a hair between us.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Give it Sir Gilbert.
 

SIR GILBERT
I am the next through whom the golden flame
Shines when ’tis spent in thy celestial ram;
The poor feet there must wait and cool a while.
 

[Drinks.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
We have our time, sir; joy and we shall meet:
I have known the proud neck lie between the feet.
 

WEATHERWISE
So round it goes.
 

[Each drinks in turn.] Enter clown [Pickadille].
 

PICKADILLE
I like this drinking world well.
 

WEATHERWISE
So fill’t him again.
 

PEPPERTON
Fill’t me? Why, I drunk last, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
I know you did, but Gemini must drink twice,
Unless you mean that one of them shall be chok’d.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Aside] Fly from my heart all variable thoughts!
She that’s entic’d by every pleasing object
Shall find small pleasure, and as little rest.
This knave hath lov’d me long; he’s best and worthiest,
I cannot but in honour see him requited. — 
Sir Gilbert Lambston!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How! Pardon me, sweet lady,
That with a bold tongue I strike by your words:
Sir Gilbert Lambston?
 

SIR GILBERT
Yes, sir, that’s my name.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
There should be a rank villain of that name;
Came you out of that house?
 

SIR GILBERT
How, sir slave!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Fall to your bull; leave roaring till anon.
 

WEATHERWISE
Yet again! And you love me, gentlemen,
Let’s have no roaring here. If I had thought that,
I’d have sent my bull to the bear garden.
 

PEPPERTON
Why, so you should have wanted one of your signs.
 

WEATHERWISE
But I may chance want two now, and they fall
Together by the ears.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What’s the strange fire
That works in these two creatures? Cold signs both,
Yet more hot than all their fellows.
 

WEATHERWISE
Ho, Sol in Pisces!
The sun’s in New Fish Street. Here’s an end of this course.
 

PICKADILLE
Madam, I am bold to remember your worship for a year’s wages and an livery cloak.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How, will you shame me? Had you not both last week, fool?
 

PICKADILLE
Ay, but there’s another year past since that.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Would all your wit could make that good, sir.
 

PICKADILLE
I am sure the sun has run through all the twelve signs since, and that’s a year; [these] gentlemen can witness.
 

WEATHERWISE
The fool will live, madam.
 

PICKADILLE
[Aside] Ay, as long as your eyes are open, I warrant him.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Sirrah!
 

LOW-WATER
Does your worship call?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Giving him a letter] Commend my love and service to the widow;
Desire her ladyship to taste that morsel.
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] This is the bit I watch’d for all this while,
But it comes duly.
 

SIR GILBERT
And wherein has this name of mine offended,
That y’are so liberal of your infamous titles,
I, but a stranger to thee? It must be known, sir,
Ere we two part.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Marry, and reason, good sir.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, strike me cold! This should be your hand, Sir Gilbert?
 

SIR GILBERT
Why, make you question of that, madam? ’Tis one of the letters I sent you.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Rising to leave] Much good do you, gentlemen.
 

ALL
How now? What’s the matter?
 

WEATHERWISE
Look to the widow; she paints white! Some aqua coelistis for my lady! Run, villain!
 

PICKADILLE
Aqua solister! Can nobody help her case but a lawyer, and so many suitors here?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, treachery unmatch’d, unheard of!
 

SIR GILBERT
How do you, madam?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, impudence as foul! Does my disease
Ask how I do? Can it torment my heart
And look with a fresh colour in my face?
 

SIR GILBERT
What’s this? What’s this?
 

WEATHERWISE
I am sorry for this qualm, widow.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
He that would know a villain when he meets him,
Let him ne’er go to a conjurer: here’s a glass
Will show him without money, and far truer!
Preserver of my state, pray tell me, sir,
That I may pay you all my thanks together,
What bless’d hap brought that letter to your hand
From me, so fast lock’d in mine enemy’s power?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I will resolve you, madam. I have a kinsman
Somewhat infected with that wanton pity
Which men bestow on the distress of women,
Especially if they be fair and poor;
With such hot charity, which indeed is lust,
He sought t’ entice, as his repentance told me,
Her whom you call your enemy, the wife
To a poor gentleman, one Low-water — 
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Right, right, the same.
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] Had it been right, ‘t ‘ad now been.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
And, according to the common rate of sinners,
Offer’d large maintenance, which with her seem’d nothing:
For if she would consent, she told him roundly,
There was a knight had bid more at one minute
Than all his wealth could compass, and withal
Pluck’d out that letter as it were in scorn;
Which, by good fortune, he put up in jest
With promise that the writ should be returnable
The next hour of his meeting. But, sweet madam,
Out of my love and zeal, I did so practice
The part upon him of an urgent wooer
That neither he nor that return’d more to her.
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] Plague o’ that kinsman!
 

WEATHERWISE
Here’s a gallant rascal!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Sir, you have appear’d so noble in this action,
So full of worth and goodness, that my thanks
Will rather shame the bounty of my mind
Than do it honour. Oh, thou treacherous villain!
Does thy faith bear such fruit?
Are these the blossoms of a hundred oaths
Shot from thy bosom? Was thy love so spiteful
It could not be content to mock my heart,
Which is in love a misery too much,
But must extend so far to the quick ruin
Of what was painfully got, carefully left me;
And, ‘mongst a world of yielding, needy women,
Choose no one to make merry with my sorrows
And spend my wealth on in adulterous surfeits
But my most mortal enemy? Oh, despiteful!
Is this thy practice? Follow it, ‘twill advance thee!
Go, beguile on! Have I so happily found
What many a widow has with sorrow tasted,
Even when my lip touch’d the contracting cup,
Even then to see the spider? ’Twas miraculous!
Crawl with thy poisons hence, and for thy sake
I’ll never covet titles and more riches,
To fall into a gulf of hate and laughter.
I’ll marry love hereafter; I’ve enough,
And wanting that, I have nothing. There’s thy way.
 

OVERDON
Do you hear, sir? You must walk.
 

PEPPERTON
Hear’t! Thrust him down stairs!
 

WEATHERWISE
Out of my house, you treacherous, lecherous rascal!
 

SIR GILBERT
All curses scatter you!
 

WEATHERWISE
Life, do you thunder here? If you had stayed a little longer, I’d have ripp’d out some of my bull out of your belly again.
 

PEPPERTON
’Twas a most noble discovery; we must love you forever for’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Sir, for your banquet and your mirth, we thank you;
You, gentlemen, for your kind company;
But, you, for all my merry days to come,
Or this had been the last else.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Love and fortune
Had more care of your safety, peace, and state, madam.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] Now will I thrust in for’t.
 

PEPPERTON
[Aside] I’m for myself now.
 

OVERDON
[Aside] What’s fifty years? ’Tis man’s best time and season.
Now the [knight’s] gone, the widow will hear reason.
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] Now, now! The suitors flatter; hold on, Kate:
The hen may pick the meat while the cocks prate.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A street outside Sir Oliver’s house
 

Enter Master Sandfield; Philip, Sir Oliver Twilight’s son; with Savorwit.
 

PHILIP
If thou talk’st longer, I shall turn to marble,
And death will stop my hearing.
 

SANDFIELD
Horrible fortune!
 

SAVORWIT
Nay, sir, our building is so far defac’d
There is no stuff left to raise up a hope.
 

PHILIP
Oh, with more patience could my flesh endure
A score of wounds and all their several searchings
Than this that thou hast told me!
 

SAVORWIT
Would that Flemish ram
Had ne’er come near our house! There’s no going home
As long as he has a nest there, and his young one,
A little Flanders’ egg new fledg’d; they gape
For pork, and I shall be made meat for ‘em.
 

PHILIP
’Tis not the bare news of my mother’s life,
May she live long and happy, that afflicts me
With half the violence that the latter draws,
Though in that news I have my share of grief,
As I had share of sin and a foul neglect:
It is my love’s betraying; that’s the sting
That strikes through flesh and spirit, and sense nor wit
From thee, in whom I ne’er saw ebb till now,
Nor comforts from a faithful friend can ease me.
I’ll try the goodness of a third companion,
What he’ll do for me.
 

[Draws his sword.]
 

SANDFIELD
Hold! Why, friend?
 

SAVORWIT
Why, master, is this all your kindness, sir? Offer to steal into another country and ne’er take your leave on’s? Troth, I take it unkindly at your hands, sir; but I’ll put it up for once. [Puts up the sword.] Faith, there was no conscience in this, sir: leave me here to endure all weathers, whilst you make your soul dance like a juggler’s egg upon the point of a rapier! By my troth, sir, y’are too blame in’t. You might have given us an inkling of your journey; perhaps others would as fain have gone as you.
 

PHILIP
Burns this clay lamp of miserable life
When joy, the oil that feeds it, is dried up?
 

Enter his mother [Lady Twilight] new landed; with a gentleman, a scholar [Beveril]; and others.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
He has remov’d his house.
 

BEVERIL
So it seems, madam.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I’ll ask that gentleman. Pray, can you tell me, sir,
Which is Sir Oliver Twilight’s?
 

PHILIP
Few can better, gentlewoman.
It is the next fair house your eye can fix on.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I thank you, sir. [To the others, who then leave] Go on.
He had a son about some ten years since.
 

PHILIP
That son still lives.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I pray, how does he, sir?
 

PHILIP
Faith, much about my health; that’s never worse.
If you have any business to him, gentlewoman,
I can cut short your journey to the house.
I’m all that ever was of the same kind.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Oh, my sweet son! Never fell fresher joy
Upon the heart of mother! This is he, sir!
 

BEVERIL
My seven years’ travel has ev’n worn him out
Of my remembrance.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Oh, this gear’s worse and worse!
 

PHILIP
[Kneeling] I am so wonderstruck at your bless’d presence
That through amaz’d joy, I neglect my duty.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Rise, and a thousand blessings spring up with thee.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] I would we had but one in the meantime;
Let the rest glow at leisure.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
But know you not this gentleman yet, son?
 

PHILIP
I take it’s Master Beveril.
 

BEVERIL
My name’s Beveril, sir.
 

PHILIP
[Embracing him] Right welcome to my bosom!
 

LADY TWILIGHT
You’d not think, son,
How much I am beholding to this gentleman
As far as freedom; he laid out the ransom,
Finding me so distress’d.
 

PHILIP
’Twas worthily done, sir,
And I shall ever rest your servant for’t.
 

BEVERIL
You quite forget your worth. ’Twas my good hap, sir,
To return home that way after some travels
Where finding your good mother so distress’d,
I could not but in pity see her releas’d.
 

PHILIP
It was a noble charity, sir; heaven quit you.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] It comes at last.
 

BEVERIL
I left a sister here,
New married when I last took leave of England.
 

PHILIP
Oh, Mistress Low-water.
 

BEVERIL
Pray, sir, how does she?
 

PHILIP
So little comfort I can give you, sir,
That I would fain excuse myself for silence.
 

BEVERIL
Why, what’s the worst, sir?
 

PHILIP
Wrongs has made her poor.
 

BEVERIL
You strike my heart! Alas, good gentlewoman!
 

PHILIP
Here’s a gentleman; you know him: Master Sandfield.
 

BEVERIL
I crave pardon, sir.
 

PHILIP
He can resolve you from her kinswoman.
 

SANDFIELD
Welcome to England, madam.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Thanks, good sir.
 

PHILIP
[Taking Savorwit aside] Now there’s no way to ‘scape: I’m compass’d round;
My shame is like a prisoner set with halberds.
 

SAVORWIT
Pish, master, master! ’Tis young flood again,
And you can take your time now; away quick!
 

PHILIP
Push, thou’st a swimming head.
 

SAVORWIT
Will you but hear me?
When did you lose your tide when I set forth with you?
 

PHILIP
That’s true.
 

SAVORWIT
Regard me then; though you have no feeling,
I would not hang by th’ thumbs with a good will.
 

PHILIP
I hang by th’ heart, sir, and would fain have ease.
 

SAVORWIT
Then this or none. Fly to your mother’s pity,
For that’s the court must help you: y’are quite gone
At common law; no counselor can hear you.
Confess your follies and ask pardon for ‘em,
Tell her the state of all things; stand not nicely:
The meat’s too hard to be minc’d now;
She breeds young bones by this time.
Deal plainly: heaven will bless thee; turn out all,
And shake your pockets after it. Beg, weep,
Kneel, anything; ‘twill break no bones, man.
Let her not rest, take breathing time, nor leave thee
Till thou hast got her help.
 

PHILIP
Lad, I conceive thee.
 

SAVORWIT
About it then; it requires haste. Do’t well:
There’s but a short street between us and hell.
 

BEVERIL
Ah, my poor sister!
 

LADY TWILIGHT
‘Las, good gentlewoman
My heart ev’n weeps for her.
 

[Philip] shogs his mother.
 

Nay, son, we’ll go now.
 

PHILIP
May I crave one word, madam?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
With me, son?
The more, the better welcome.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Now, now luck!
I pray not often: the last prayer I made
Was nine-year-old last Bartholomew-tide; ’twould have been
A jolly chopper, and ‘t ‘ad liv’d till this time.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Why do your words start back? Are they afraid
Of her that ever lov’d them?
 

PHILIP
I have a suit to you, madam.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
You have told me that already; pray what is’t?
If’t be so great my present state refuse it,
I shall be abler, then command and use it;
Whate’er ‘t be, let me have warning to provide for’t.
 

PHILIP
[Kneeling] Provide forgiveness then, for that’s the want
My conscience feels. Oh, my wild youth has led me
Into unnatural wrongs against your freedom once.
I spent the ransom which my father sent
To set my pleasures free, while you lay captive.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] He does it finely, faith.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
And is this all now?
You use me like a stranger; pray stand up.
 

PHILIP
Rather fall flat; I shall deserve yet worse.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
[Raising him] Whate’er your faults are, esteem me still a friend,
Or else you wrong me more in asking pardon
Than when you did the wrong you ask’d it for,
And since you have prepar’d me to forgive you,
Pray let me know for what; the first fault’s nothing.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] ’Tis a sweet lady, every inch of her.
 

PHILIP
Here comes the wrong then that drives home the rest.
I saw a face at Antwerp that quite drew me
From conscience and obedience; in that fray
I lost my heart, I must needs lose my way:
There went the ransom, to redeem my mind;
‘Stead of the money, I brought over her,
And to cast mists before my father’s eyes,
Told him it was my sister, lost so long,
And that yourself was dead. You see the wrong?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
This is but youthful still. Oh, that word “sister”
Afflicts me when I think on’t. I forgive thee
As freely as thou didst it. For, alas,
This may be call’d good dealing to some parts,
That love and youth plays daily among sons.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] She helps our knavery well; that’s one good comfort.
 

PHILIP
But such is the hard plight my state lives in
That ‘twixt forgiveness I must sin again,
And seek my help where I bestow’d my wrongs.
Oh, mother, pity once, though against reason,
‘Cause I can merit none; though my wrongs grieve you,
Yet let it be your glory to relieve me.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Wherein have I given cause yet of mistrust,
That you should doubt my succour and my love?
Show me but in what kind I may bestow ‘em.
 

PHILIP
There came a Dutchman with report this day
That you were living.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Came he so lately?
 

PHILIP
Yes, madam.
Which news so struck my father on the sudden
That he grows jealous of my faith in both.
These five hours have I kept me from his sight
And wish’d myself eternally so hid;
And surely, had not your bless’d presence quicken’d
The flame of life in me, all had gone out.
Now to confirm me to his trust again
And settle much aright in his opinion,
Say but she is my sister, and all’s well.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
You ask devotion like a bashful beggar
That pure need urges and not lazy impudence;
And to express how glad I am to pity you,
My bounty shall flow over your demand.
I will not only with a constant breath
Approve that, but excuse thee for my death.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Why, here’s a woman made as a man would wish to have her.
 

PHILIP
Oh, I am plac’d higher in happiness
Than whence I fell before!
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] We’re brave fellows once again, and we can keep our own. Now, hoffte toffte, our pipes play as loftily!
 

BEVERIL
My sister fled!
 

SANDFIELD
Both fled; that’s the news now. Want must obey;
Oppressions came so thick, they could not stay.
 

BEVERIL
Mean are my fortunes, yet had I been nigh,
Distress nor wrong should have made virtue fly.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Spoke like a brother, worthy such a sister.
 

BEVERIL
Grief’s like a new wound; heat beguiles the sense,
For I shall feel this smart more three days hence.
Come, madam, sorrow’s rude and forgets manners.
 

[Exeunt all except Savorwit].
 

SAVORWIT
Our knavery is for all the world like a shifting bankrupt; it breaks in one place, and sets up in another: he tries all trades, from a goldsmith to a tobacco seller, we try all shifts, from an outlaw to a flatterer; he cozens the husband, and compounds with the widow, we cozen my master, and compound with my mistress. Only here I turn o’ th’ right hand from him: he is known to live like a rascal, when I am thought to live like a gentleman.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

Lady Goldenfleece’s house
 

Enter Kate [Mistress Low-water] with her man-husband [Low-water, both still disguised].
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I have sent in one to th’ widow.
 

LOW-WATER
Well said, Kate,
Thou ply’st thy business close. The coast is clear yet.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Let me but have warning,
I shall make pretty shift with them.
 

LOW-WATER
That thou shalt, wench.
 

[Enter Lady Goldenfleece’s Servant.]
 

SERVANT
My lady, sir, commends her kindly to you,
And for the third part of an hour, sir,
Desires your patience.
Two or three of her tenants out of Kent
Will hold her so long busied.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Thank you, sir.
’Tis fit I should attend her time and leisure.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

Those were my tenants once, but what relief
Is there in what hath been or what I was?
’Tis now that makes the man. A last year’s feast
Yields little comfort for the present humour;
He starves that feeds his hopes with what is past.
 

[Enter Low-water.]
 

How now?
 

LOW-WATER
They’re come, newly alighted.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Peace, peace!
I’ll have a trick for ‘em; look you second me well now.
 

LOW-WATER
I warrant thee.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I must seem very imperious, I can tell you;
Therefore, if I should chance to use you roughly,
Pray forgive me beforehand.
 

LOW-WATER
With all my heart, Kate.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You must look for no obedience in [these] clothes;
That lies in the pocket of my gown.
 

LOW-WATER
Well, well, I will not then.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I hear ‘em coming; step back a little, sir.
 

Enter Master Weatherwise, Master Pepperton, and Master Overdon, suitors.
 

Where be those fellows? Who looks out there? Is there ne’er a knave i’ th’ house to take those gentlemen’s horses? Where wait you today? How stand you like a dreaming goose in a corner? The gentlemen’s horses, forsooth!
 

LOW-WATER
Yes, an’t like your worship.
 

[Exit.]
 

PEPPERTON
[Aside to fellow suitors] What’s here? A strange alteration!
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside to fellow suitors] A new lord? Would I were upon my mare’s back again then.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pray, gentlemen, pardon the rudeness of these grooms;
I hope they will be brought to better fashion.
In the meantime, y’are welcome, gentlemen.
 

ALL
We thank you, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside to fellow suitors] Life, here’s quick work! [Taking out his almanac] I’ll hold my life h’as struck the widow i’ th’ right planet. Venus in cauda! I thought ’twas a lecherous planet that goes to’t with a caudle.
 

[Enter Low-water.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How now, sir?
 

LOW-WATER
The gentlemen’s horses are set up, sir.
 

PEPPERTON
No, no, no, we’ll away!
 

WEATHERWISE
We’ll away.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How! By my faith, but you shall not yet, by your leave. Where’s Bess? Call your mistress, sir, to welcome these kind gentlemen, my friends.
 

[Exit Low-water.]
 

PEPPERTON
[Aside to fellow suitors] How! Bess?
 

OVERDON
[Aside to fellow suitors] Peg?
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside to fellow suitors] Plain Bess! I know how the world goes then; he has been abed with Bess, i’faith: there’s no trust to these widows; a young horsing gentleman carries ‘em away clear.
 

[Enter Low-water.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Now, where’s your mistress, sir; how chance she comes not?
 

LOW-WATER
Sir, she requests you to excuse her for a while; she’s busy with a milliner about gloves.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Gloves?
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside to fellow suitors] Hoyda! Gloves, too!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Could she find no other time to choose gloves but now when my friends are here?
 

PEPPERTON
No, sir, ’tis no matter; we thank you for your good will, sir. To say truth, we have no business with her at all at this time, i’faith, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Oh, that’s another matter; yet, stay, stay, gentlemen, and taste a cup of wine ere you go.
 

OVERDON
No, thank you, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Master Pepperton, Master Weatherwise, will you, sir?
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside to fellow suitors] I’ll see the wine in a drunkard’s shoes first, and drink’t after he has brew’d it! But let her go; she’s fitted, i’faith. A proud, surly sir here, he domineers already, one that will shake her bones and go to dice with her money, or I have no skill in a calendar. Life! He that can be so saucy to call her Bess already will call her prating quean a month hence.
 

Exeunt [suitors].
 

LOW-WATER
They have given thee all the slip.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
So, a fair riddance.
There’s three rubs gone; I’ve a clear way to th’ mistress.
 

LOW-WATER
You’d need have a clear way because y’are a bad pricker.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Yet if my bowl take bank, I shall go nigh
To make myself a saver;
Here’s alley room enough: I’ll try my fortune.
I am to begin the world like a younger brother;
I know that a bold face and a good spirit
Is all the jointure he can make [a] widow.
An’t shall go hard, but I’ll be as rich as he,
Or at least seem so, and that’s wealth enough;
For nothing kills a widow’s heart so much
As a faint, bashful wooer: though he have thousands
And come with a poor water-gruel spirit
And a fish-market face, he shall ne’er speed.
I would not have himself left a poor widower.
 

LOW-WATER
Faith, I’m glad I’m alive to commend thee, Kate. I shall be sure now to see my commendations delivered.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I’ll put her to’t, i’faith.
 

LOW-WATER
But soft ye, Kate.
How and she should accept of your bold kindness?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
A chief point to be thought on, by my faith.
Marry, therefore, sir, be you sure to step in,
For fear I should shame myself and spoil all.
 

LOW-WATER
Well, I’ll save your credit then for once,
But look you come there no more.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Away, I hear her coming.
 

LOW-WATER
I am vanish d.
 

Exit. Enter Widow [Lady Goldenfleece].
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
How does my life, my soul, my dear sweet madam?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
I have wrong’d your patience, made you stand too long here.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
There’s no such thing, i’faith, madam; y’are pleas’d to say so.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Yes, I confess I was too slow, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, you shall make me amends for that then with a quickness in your bed.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
That were a speedy mends, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, then you are out of my debt; I’ll cross the book and turn over a new leaf with you.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
So with paying a small debt, I may chance run into a greater.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
My faith, your credit will be the better then. There’s many a brave gallant would be glad of such fortune, and pay use for’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Some of them have nothing else to do; they would be idle and ‘twere not for interest.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I promise you, widow, were I a setter-up, such is my opinion of your payment, I durst trust you with all the ware in my shop.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
I thank you for your good will; I can have no more.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] Not of me, i’faith, nor that neither, and you know all. — Come, make but short service, widow: a kiss and to bed; I’m very hungry, i’faith, wench.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What are you, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Oh, a younger brother has an excellent stomach, madam, worth a hundred of your sons and heirs that stay their wedding stomachs with a hot bit of a common mistress, and then come to a widow’s bed like a flash of lightning. Y’are sure of the first of me, not of the five hundredth of them. I never took physic yet in my life; you shall have the doctor continually with them, or some bottle for his deputy: out flies your moneys for restoratives and strength’nings. In me ’tis sav’d in your purse and found in your children: they’ll get peevish pothecaries’ stuff, you may weigh ‘em by th’ ounces; I, boys of war, brave commanders, that shall bear a breadth in their shoulders and a weight in their hips, and run over a whole country with a pound o’ beef and a biscuit in their belly. Ho, widow, my kisses are virgins, my embraces perfect, my strength solid, my love constant, my heat comfortable; but to come to the point, inutterable — 
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
But soft ye, soft ye; because you stand so strictly
Upon your purity, I’ll put you to’t, sir.
Will you swear here you never yet knew woman?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Never, as man e’er knew her, by this light, widow.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What, what, sir? [Aside] ‘Shrew my heart, he moves me much.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nay, since you love to bring a man on’s knees,
I take into the same oath thus much more,
That y’are the first widow, or maid, or wife
That ever I in suit of love did court
Or honestly did woo. How say you to that, widow?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Marry, I say, sir, you had a good portion of chastity left you, though ill fortune run away with the rest.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
That I kept for thee, widow: she’s of fortune and all her strait-bodied daughters; thou shalt have’t, widow. [Kisses her.]
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Push, what do you mean?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I cannot bestow ‘t better.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
I’ll call my servants.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
By my troth, you shall not, madam.
 

Enter Master Low-water.
 

LOW-WATER
Does your worship call, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Ha, pox! Are you peeping?
 

Throws somewhat at him. [Exit Low-water.]
 

[Aside] He came in a good time; I thank him for’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What do you think of me? You’re very forward, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Extremity of love.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
You say y’are ignorant;
It should not seem so surely by your play:
For aught I see, you may make one yourself;
You need not hold the cards to any gamester.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
That love should teach men ways to wrong itself!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Are these the first fruits of your boldness, sir?
If all take after these, you may boast on ‘em.
There comes few such to market among women;
Time you were taken down, sir. Within there!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] I’ve lost my way again.
There’s but two paths that lead to widows’ beds,
That’s wealth or forwardness, and I’ve took the wrong one.
 

Enter [Lady Goldenfleece’s] Servant with the suitors [Weatherwise, Pepperton, and Overdon].
 

SERVANT
[Aside] He marry my lady? Why, there’s no such thought yet.
 

[Exit.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] Oh, here they are all again too!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Are you come, gentlemen? I wish no better men.
 

WEATHERWISE
Oh, the moon’s chang’d now!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
See you that gentleman yonder?
 

PEPPERTON
Yes, sweet madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Then pray be witness all of you; with this kiss
I choose him for my husband — 
 

[Kisses Mistress Low-water.]
 

ALL SUITORS
A pox on’t!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
And with this parted gold that two hearts join.
 

[Breaks a piece of gold and gives half to Mistress Low-water.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Never with chaster love than this of mine.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
And those that have the hearts to come to th’ wedding,
They shall be welcome for their former loves.
 

Exit.
 

PEPPERTON
No, I thank you; y’ave chok’d me already.
 

WEATHERWISE
I never suspected mine almanac ‘till now. I believe he plays cogging John with me: I bought it at his shop; it may learn the more knavery by that.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Now indeed, gentlemen, I can bid you welcome;
Before ’twas but a flourish.
 

WEATHERWISE
Nay, so my almanac told me there should be an eclipse, but not visible in our horizon, but about the western inhabitants of Mexicana and California.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Well, we have no business there, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Nor we have none here, sir, and so fare you well.
 

[Exeunt Suitors.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You save the house a good labour, gentlemen; the fool carries them away in a voider. Where be these fellows?
 

Enter [Low-water, Pickadille, and Lady Goldenfleece’s] Servant.
 

SERVANT
Sir?
 

PICKADILLE
Here, sir.
 

SERVANT
What[‘s] your worship[‘s] pleasure?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Oh, this is something like. [Aside to Low-water] Take you your ease, sir;
Here are those now more fit to be commanded.
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] How few women are of thy mind! She thinks it too much to keep me in subjection for one day, whereas some wives would be glad to keep their husbands in awe all days of their lives and think it the best bargain that e’er they made.
 

[Exit.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[To Servant] I’ll spare no cost for th’ wedding, some device too,
To show our thankfulness to wit and fortune;
It shall be so. Run straight for one o’ th’ wits.
 

PICKADILLE
How, one o’ th’ wits? I care not if I run on that account; are they in town think you? [Starts to leave.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Whither runn’st thou now?
 

PICKADILLE
To an ordinary for one of the wits.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why to an ordinary, above a tavern?
 

PICKADILLE
No, I hold your best wits to be at ordinary, nothing so good in a tavern.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
And why I pray, sir?
 

PICKADILLE
Because those that go to an ordinary dine better for twelve pence than he that goes to a tavern for his five shillings, and I think those have the best wits that can save four shillings, and fare better too.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
So, sir, all your wit then runs upon victuals.
 

PICKADILLE
’Tis a sign ‘twill hold out the longer then.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
What were you saying to me?
 

SERVANT
Please your worship,
I heard there came a scholar over lately
With old Sir Oliver’s lady.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] Is she come? — 
What is that lady?
 

SERVANT
A good gentlewoman,
Has been long prisoner with the enemy.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] I know’t too well, and joy in her release. — 
Go to that house then straight, and in one labour
You may bid them, and entreat home that scholar.
 

SERVANT
It shall be done with speed, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

PICKADILLE
I’ll along with you,
And see what face that scholar has brought over;
A thin pair of [parbreaking], sea-water green chops,
I warrant you.
 

[Exit.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Since wit has pleasur’d me,
I’ll pleasure wit; scholars shall fare the better.
Oh, my blessing! I feel a hand of mercy
Lift me up out of a world of waters,
And now sets me upon a mountain, where
The sun plays most, to cheer my heart ev’n as
It dries my limbs. What deeps I see beneath me,
In whose falls many a nimble mortal toils
And scarce can feed himself! The streams of fortune
‘Gainst which he tugs in vain still beat him down,
And will not suffer him, past hand to mouth,
To lift his arm to his posterity’s blessing.
I see a careful sweat run in a ring
About his temples, but all will not do,
For till some happy means relieve his state,
There he must stick and bide the wrath of fate.
I see this wrath upon an uphill land;
Oh, bless’d are they can see their falls and stand!
 

Enter [Servant with] Beveril.
 

How now?
 

SERVANT
With much entreating, sir; he’s come.
 

[Exit.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Sir, y’are [aside] my brother! Joys come thick together! — 
 

[Embraces him.] Sir, when I see a scholar, pardon me,
 

I am so taken with [affection] for him
That I must run into his arms and clasp him.
 

BEVERIL
Art stands in need, sir, of such cherishers;
I meet too few: ‘twere a brave world for scholars
If half a kingdom were but of your mind, sir;
Let ignorance and hell confound the rest.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Let it [suffice], sweet sir; you cannot think
How dearly you are welcome.
 

BEVERIL
May I live
To show you service for’t.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Your love, your love, sir:
We go no higher, nor shall you go lower.
Sir, I’m bold to send for you, to request
A kindness from your wit, for some device
To grace our wedding. It shall be worth your pains,
And something more t’ express my love to art;
You shall not receive all in bare embracements.
 

BEVERIL
Your love I thank; but pray, sir, pardon me,
I’ve a heart says I must not grant you that.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
No? What’s your reason, sir?
 

BEVERIL
I’m not at peace
With the lady of this house; now you’ll excuse me:
Sh’as wrong’d my sister, and I may not do’t.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
The widow knows you not.
 

BEVERIL
I never saw her face to my remembrance.
Oh, that my heart should feel her wrongs so much,
And yet live ignorant of the injurer!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Let me persuade thee since she knows you not:
Make clear the weather; let not griefs betray you.
I’ll tell her y’are a worthy friend of mine,
And so I tell her true, thou art indeed.
Sir, here she comes.
 

Enter Widow [Lady Goldenfleece].
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What, are you busy, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nothing less, lady; here’s a gentleman
Of noble parts, beside his friendship to me.
Pray, give him liberal welcome.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
He’s most welcome.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
The virtues of his mind will deserve largely.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Aside] Methinks his outward parts deserve as much then;
A proper gentleman it is.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Come, worthy sir.
 

BEVERIL
I follow.
 

[Exeunt all but Beveril.]
 

Check thy blood
For fear it prove too bold to wrong thy goodness!
A wise man makes affections but his slaves;
Break ‘em in time, let ‘em not master thee!
Oh, ’tis my sister’s enemy, think of that
Some speedy grief fall down upon the fire
Before it take my heart; let it not rise
‘Gainst brotherly nature, judgment, and these wrongs!
Make clear the weather!
Oh, who could look upon her face in storms!
Yet pains may work it out: griefs do but strive
To will this spark; I’ll keep it still alive.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

A street outside Lady Goldenfleece’s house
 

Enter the three late suitors, Weatherwise, Pepperton, and Overdon, join’d with Sir Gilbert Lambston.
 

WEATHERWISE
Faith, Sir Gilbert, forget and forgive;
There’s all our hands to a new bargain of friendship.
 

PEPPERTON
Ay, and all our hearts to boot, Sir Gilbert.
 

[Sir Gilbert refuses their hands.]
 

WEATHERWISE
Why, la, you! There’s but four suitors left on’s in all th’ world, and the fifth has the widow; if we should not be kind to one another, and so few on’s, i’faith, I would we were all rak’d up in some hole or other.
 

SIR GILBERT
Pardon me, gentlemen, I cannot but remember
Your late disgraceful words before the widow,
In time of my oppression.
 

WEATHERWISE
Puh, Saturn reign’d then, a melancholy, grumbling planet! He was in the third house of privy enemies, and would have bewray’d all our plots; beside there was a fiery conjunction in the dragon’s [tail] that spoil’d all that e’er we went about.
 

SIR GILBERT
Dragon or devil, somewhat ’twas I am sure.
 

WEATHERWISE
Why, I tell you, Sir Gilbert, we were all out of our wits in’t; I was so mad at that time myself, I could have wish’d an hind-quarter of my bull out of your belly again, whereas now I care not if you had eat tail and all. I am no niggard in the way of friendship; I was ever yet at full moon in good fellowship, and so you shall find if you look into the almanac of my true nature.
 

SIR GILBERT
Well, all’s forgiven for once; hands apace, gentlemen.
 

WEATHERWISE
Ye shall have two of mine to do you a kindness; yet when they’re both abroad, who shall look to th’ house here?
 

PEPPERTON, OVERDON
Not only a new friendship, but a friend.
 

[They shake hands.]
 

SIR GILBERT
But upon this condition, gentlemen,
You shall hear now a thing worth your revenge.
 

WEATHERWISE
And you doubt that,
You shall have mine beforehand; I’ve one ready:
I never go without a black oath about me.
 

SIR GILBERT
I know the least touch of a spur in this
Will now put your desires to a false gallop,
By all means sland’rous in every place,
And in all companies, to disgrace the widow,
No matter in what rank, so it be spiteful
And worthy your revenges; so now I.
It shall be all my study, care, and pains,
And we can lose no labour; all her foes
Will make such use on’t that they’ll snatch it from us
Faster than we can forge it, though we keep
Four tongues at work upon’t and never cease.
Then for the indifferent world, faith, they’re apter
To bid a [slander] welcome than a truth.
We have the odds of our side; this in time
May grow so general as disgrace will spread
That wild dissension may divide the bed.
 

WEATHERWISE, PEPPERTON
Excellent!
 

OVERDON
A pure revenge; I see no dregs in’t.
 

SIR GILBERT
Let each man look to his part now, and not feed
Upon one dish all four on’s, like plain maltmen;
For at this feast we must have several kickshaws
And delicate made dishes, that the world
May see it is a banquet finely furnish’d.
 

WEATHERWISE
Why, then let me alone for one of your kickshaws;
I have thought on that already.
 

SIR GILBERT
Prithee, how, sir?
 

WEATHERWISE
Marry, sir, I’ll give it out abroad that I have lain with the widow myself, as ’tis the fashion of many a gallant to disgrace his new mistress when he cannot have his will of her, and lie with her name in every tavern, though he ne’er came within a yard of her person; so I, being a gentleman, may say as much in that kind as a gallant: I am as free by my father’s copy.
 

SIR GILBERT
This will do excellent, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
And moreover, I’ll give the world thus much to understand beside, that if I had not lain with the widow in the wane of the moon, at one of my seven stars’ houses, when Venus was about business of her own and could give no attendance, she had been brought abed with two roaring boys by this time, and the Gemini being infants, I’d have made away with them like a stepmother, and put mine own boys in their places.
 

SIR GILBERT
Why, this is beyond talk; you out-run your master.
 

Enter clown [Pickadille].
 

PICKADILLE
[Aside] Whoop! Draw home next time; here are all the old shooters that have lost the game at pricks! What a fair mark had Sir Gilbert on’t if he had shot home before the last arrow came in. Methinks these show to me now for all the world like so many lousy beggars turn’d out of my lady’s barn, and have ne’er a hole to put their heads in.
 

WEATHERWISE
Mass, here’s her ladyship’s ass; he tells us anything.
 

SIR GILBERT
Ho, Pickadille!
 

PICKADILLE
What, Sir Gilbert Lambston!
Gentlemen, outlaws all, how do you do?
 

SIR GILBERT
How! What, dost call us? How goes the world at home, lad?
What strange news?
 

PICKADILLE
This is the state of prodigals as right as can be;
When they have spent all their means on brave feasts,
[They’re] glad to scrape to a serving-man for a meal’s meat;
So you that whilom, like four prodigal rivals,
Could goose or capon, crane or woodcock choose,
Now’re glad to make up a poor meal with news.
A lamentable hearing!
 

WEATHERWISE
He’s in passion, up to the eyebrows for us.
 

PICKADILLE
Oh, Master Weatherwise, I blame none but you.
You are a gentleman deeply read in Pond’s Almanac;
Methinks you should not be such a shallow fellow.
You knew this day, the twelfth of June, would come
When the sun enters into the Crab’s room,
And all your hopes would go aside, aside.
 

WEATHERWISE
The fool says true, i’faith, gentlemen. I knew
’Twould come all to this pass; I’ll show’t you presently.
 

[Takes out his almanac.]
 

PICKADILLE
If you had spar’d but four of your twelve signs now,
You might have gone to a tavern and made merry with ‘em.
 

WEATHERWISE
H’as the best moral meaning of an ass that e’er I heard speak with tongue! Look you here, gentlemen. [Reading] “Fifth day, neither fish nor flesh.”
 

PICKADILLE
No, nor good red herring, and you look again.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “Sixth day, privily prevented.”
 

PICKADILLE
Marry, faugh!
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “Seventh day, shrunk in the wetting.”
 

PICKADILLE
Nay, so will the best ware bought for love or money.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “The eighth day, over head and ears.”
 

PICKADILLE
By my faith, he come home in a sweet pickle then.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “The ninth day, scarce sound at heart.”
 

PICKADILLE
What o’ pox ail’d it?
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “The tenth day, a courtier’s welcome.”
 

PICKADILLE
That’s a cup of beer, and you can get it.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Reading] “The eleventh day, stones against the wind.”
 

PICKADILLE
Pox of an ass! He might have thrown ‘em better.
 

WEATHERWISE
Now the twelfth day, gentlemen, that was our day. [Reading] “Past all redemption.”
 

PICKADILLE
Then the devil go with’t.
 

WEATHERWISE
Now you see plainly, gentlemen, how we’re us’d:
The calendar will not lie for no man’s pleasure.
 

SIR GILBERT
Push, y’are too confident in almanac posies.
 

PEPPERTON
Faith, so said we.
 

SIR GILBERT
They’re mere delusions.
 

WEATHERWISE
How! You see how knavishly they happen, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
Ay, that’s because they’re foolishly [believ’d], sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Well, take your courses, gentlemen, without ‘em, and see what will come on’t: you may wander like masterless men; there’s ne’er a planet will care a half-penny for you. If they look after you, I’ll be hang’d, when you scorn to bestow two pence to look after them.
 

SIR GILBERT
How! A device at the wedding say’st thou?
 

PICKADILLE
Why, have none of you heard of that yet?
 

SIR GILBERT
’Tis the first news, i’faith, lad.
 

PICKADILLE
Oh, there’s a brave traveling scholar entertain’d into the house o’ purpose, one that has been all the world over, and some part of Jerusalem; h’as his chamber, his diet, and three candles allow’d him after supper.
 

WEATHERWISE
By my faith, he need not complain for victuals then, whate’er he be.
 

PICKADILLE
He lies in one of the best chambers i’ th’ house, bravely matted; and to warm his wits as much, a cup of sack and an aqua vitae bottle stands just at his elbow.
 

WEATHERWISE
He’s shrewdly hurt, by my faith, if he catch an ague of that fashion, I’ll be hang’d.
 

PICKADILLE
He’ll come abroad anon.
 

SIR GILBERT
Art sure on’t?
 

PICKADILLE
Why, he ne’er stays a quarter of an hour in the home together.
 

SIR GILBERT
No? How can he study then?
 

PICKADILLE
Pha, best of all, he talks as he goes, and writes as he runs; besides, you know ’tis death to a traveler to stand long in one place.
 

SIR GILBERT
It may hit right, boys! Honest Pickadille,
Thou wast wont to love me.
 

PICKADILLE
I’d good cause, sir, then.
 

SIR GILBERT
[Giving him money] Thou shalt have the same still; take that.
 

PICKADILLE
Will you believe me now: I ne’er lov’d you better in my life than I do at this present.
 

SIR GILBERT
Tell me now truly; who are the presenters?
What parsons are employed in the device?
 

PICKADILLE
Parsons? Not any, sir. My mistress will not be at the charge; she keeps none but an old Welsh vicar.
 

SIR GILBERT
Prithee, I mean, who be the speakers?
 

PICKADILLE
Troth, I know none, but those that open their mouths. Here he comes now himself; you may ask him.
 

Enter Master Beveril.
 

WEATHERWISE
Is this he? By my faith, one may pick a gentleman out of his calves, and a scholar out on’s cheeks; one may see by his looks what’s in him. I warrant you there has ne’er a new almanac come out these dozen years but he has studied it over and over.
 

SIR GILBERT
Do not reveal us now.
 

PICKADILLE
Because you shall be sure on’t, you have given me a nine-pence here, and I’ll give you the slip for’t.
 

Exit.
 

SIR GILBERT
Well said; now the fool’s pleas’d, we may be bold.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] Love is as great an enemy to wit
As ignorance to art; I find my powers
So much employ’d in business of my heart
That all the time’s too little to dispatch
Affairs within me. Fortune, too remiss,
I suffer for thy slowness: had I come
Before a vow had chain’d their souls together,
There might have been some hope, though ne’er so little;
Now there’s no spark at all, nor e’er can be,
But dreadful ones struck from adultery.
And if my lust were smothered with her will,
Oh, who could wrong a gentleman so kind,
A stranger made up with a brother’s mind?
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside to the others] Peace, peace, enough, let me alone to manage it. — 
A quick invention, and a happy one,
Reward your study, sir.
 

BEVERIL
Gentlemen, I thank you.
 

SIR GILBERT
We understand your wits are in employment, sir,
In honour of this wedding.
 

BEVERIL
Sir, the gentleman
To whom that worthy lady is betroth’d
Vouchsafes t’ accept the power of my good will in’t.
 

SIR GILBERT
I pray resolve us then, sir,
For we’re friends that love and honour her,
Whether your number be yet full or no,
Of those which you make choice of for presenters.
 

BEVERIL
First, ’tis so brief, because the time is so,
We shall not trouble many; and for those
We shall employ, the house will yield in servants.
 

SIR GILBERT
Nay, then, under your leave and favour, sir,
Since all your pains will be so weakly grac’d,
And wanting due performance lose their lustre,
Here are four of us gentlemen, her friends,
Both lovers of her honour and your art,
That would be glad so to express ourselves,
And think our service well and worthily plac’d.
 

BEVERIL
My thanks do me no grace for this large kindness;
You make my labours proud of such presenters.
 

SIR GILBERT
She shall not think, sir, she’s so ill belov’d,
But friends can quickly make that number perfect.
 

BEVERIL
She’s bound t’ acknowledge it.
 

SIR GILBERT
Only thus much, sir,
Which will amaze her most: I’d have’t so carried,
As you can do’t, that neither she nor none
Should know what friends we were till all were done.
 

WEATHERWISE
Ay, that would make the sport.
 

BEVERIL
I like it well, sir.
My hand and faith amongst you gentlemen;
It shall be so disposed of.
 

SIR GILBERT
We are the men then.
 

BEVERIL
Then look you, gentlemen: the device is single,
Naked, and plain because the time’s so short,
And gives no freedom to a wealthier sport;
’Tis only, gentlemen, the four elements
In liveliest forms: earth, water, air, and fire.
 

WEATHERWISE
Mass, and here’s four of us, too!
 

BEVERIL
It fits well, sir.
This the effect: that whereas all those four
Maintain a natural opposition
And untruc’d war, the one against the other,
To shame their ancient envies, they should see
How well in two breasts all these do agree.
 

WEATHERWISE
That’s in the bride and bridegroom; I am quick, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
In faith, it’s pretty, sir; I approve it well.
 

BEVERIL
But see how soon my happiness and your kindness
Is cross’d together.
 

SIR GILBERT
Cross’d? I hope not so, sir.
 

BEVERIL
I can employ but two of you.
 

PEPPERTON
How comes that, sir?
 

BEVERIL
Air and the fire should be by [men] presented,
But the two other in the forms of women.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] Nay, then we’re gone again; I think these women
Were made to vex and trouble us in all shapes!
 

SIR GILBERT
Faith, sir, you stand too nicely.
 

WEATHERWISE
So think I, sir.
 

BEVERIL
Yet when we tax ourselves, it may the better
Set off our errors, when the fine eyes judge ‘em;
But water certainly should be a woman.
 

WEATHERWISE
By my faith, then he is gelded since I saw him last; he was thought to be a man once, when he got his wife with child before he was married.
 

BEVERIL
Fie, you are fishing in another stream, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
But now I come to yours and you go to that, sir; I see no reason then but fire and water should change shapes and genders.
 

BEVERIL
How prove you that, sir?
 

WEATHERWISE
Why, there’s no reason but water should be a man, because fire is commonly known to be a quean.
 

BEVERIL
So, sir, you argue well.
 

WEATHERWISE
Nay, more, sir: water will break in at a little crevice, so will a man if he be not kept out; water will undermine, so will an informer; water will ebb and flow, so will a gentleman; water will search any place, and so will a constable, as lately he did at my seven stars for a young wench that was stole; water will quench fire, and so will Wat the barber; ergo, let water wear a codpiece-point.
 

BEVERIL
Faith, gentlemen, I like your company well.
 

WEATHERWISE
Let’s see who’ll dispute with me at the full o’ th’ moon.
 

BEVERIL
No, sir; and you be vainglorious of your talent, I’ll put you to’t once more.
 

WEATHERWISE
I’m for you, sir, as long as the moon keeps in this quarter.
 

BEVERIL
Well, how answer you this then? Earth and water are both bearers, therefore they should be women.
 

WEATHERWISE
Why, so are porters and peddlers, and yet they are known to be men.
 

BEVERIL
I’ll give you over in time, sir; I shall repent the bestowing on’t else.
 

WEATHERWISE
If I that have proceeded in five and twenty such books of astronomy should not be able to put down a scholar now in one thousand six hundred thirty and eight, the dominical letter being G, I stood for a goose.
 

SIR GILBERT
Then this will satisfy you though that be a woman;
Oceanus, the sea, that’s chief of waters,
He wears the form of a man, and so may you.
 

BEVERIL
Now I hear reason, and I may consent.
 

SIR GILBERT
And so, though earth challenge a feminine face,
The matter of which earth consists, that’s dust,
The general soul of earth is of both kinds.
 

BEVERIL
Fit yourselves, gentlemen, I’ve enough for me.
Earth, water, air, and fire, part ‘em amongst you.
 

WEATHERWISE
Let me play air; I was my father’s eldest son.
 

BEVERIL
Ay, but this air never possess’d the lands.
 

WEATHERWISE
I’m but dispos’d to jest with you, sir; ’tis the same my almanac speaks on, is’t not?
 

BEVERIL
That ’tis, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
Then leave it to my discretion to fit both the part and the person.
 

BEVERIL
You shall have your desire, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
We’ll agree
Without your trouble now, sir. We’re not factious
Or envy one another for best parts,
Like quarrelling actors that have passionate fits;
We submit always to the writer’s wits.
 

BEVERIL
He that commends you may do’t liberally,
For you deserve as much as praise can show.
 

SIR GILBERT
We’ll send to you privately.
 

BEVERIL
I’ll dispatch you.
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] We’ll poison your device!
 

PEPPERTON
[Aside] She must have pleasures,
Shows, and conceits, and we disgraceful doom.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] We’ll make your elements come limping home.
 

Exeunt [suitors].
 

BEVERIL
How happy am I in this unlook’d-for grace,
This voluntary kindness from these gentlemen!
 

Enter Mistress Low-water and her man-husband [Low-water; they remain hidden from Beveril].
 

‘Twill set off all my labours far more pleasing
Before the widow, whom my heart calls mistress,
But my tongue dares not second it.
 

LOW-WATER
How say you now, Kate?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I like this music well, sir.
 

BEVERIL
Oh, unfortunate!
Yet though a tree be guarded from my touch,
There’s none can hinder me to love the fruit.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nay, now we know your mind, brother, we’ll provide for you.
 

[Exeunt the Low-waters.]
 

BEVERIL
Oh, were it but as free as late times knew it,
I would deserve, if all life’s wealth could do it.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Sir Oliver’s house
 

Enter at Sir Oliver’s house, himself; old Sunset; his redeemed lady [Lady Twilight]; Master Sandfield; the Dutch Merchant; Philip, Sir Oliver’s son; and Savorwit, aloof off; and Servants.
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh my reviving joy! Thy quick’ning presence
Makes the sad night of threescore and ten years
Sit like a youthful spring upon my blood.
I cannot make thy welcome rich enough
With all the wealth of words.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
It is express’d, sir,
With more than can be equall’d; the ill store
Lies only on my side, my thanks are poor.
 

SIR OLIVER
Bless’d be the goodness of his mind forever
That did redeem thy life; may it return
Upon his fortunes double! That worthy gentleman,
Kind Master Beveril, shower upon him, heaven,
Some unexpected happiness to requite him
For that my joy unlook’d for! Oh, more kind
And juster far is a mere stranger’s goodness
Than the sophistic faith of natural sons
Here’s one could juggle with me, take up the ransom,
He and his loose companion.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Say you me so, sir?
I’ll eat hard eggs for that trick.
 

SIR OLIVER
Spend the money,
And bring me home false news, and empty pockets!
In that young gallant’s tongue there you were dead
Ten weeks before this day, had not this merchant
Brought first the truth in words, yourself in substance.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Pray let me stay you here ere you proceed, sir.
Did he report me dead, say you?
 

SIR OLIVER
Else you live not.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
See now, sir, you may lay your blame too rashly
When nobody look’d after it; let me tell you, sir,
A father’s anger should take great advice
Ere it condemn flesh of so dear a price.
He’s no way guilty yet, for that report
The general tongue of all the country spread,
For being remov’d far off, I was thought dead.
 

PHILIP
Can my faith now be taken into favour, sir?
Is’t worthy to be trusted?
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] No, by my troth, is’t not;
’Twould make shift to spend another ransom yet.
 

SIR OLIVER
Well sir, I must confess y’ave here dealt well with me;
And what is good in you, I love again.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Now am I half ways in, just to the girdle,
But the worst part’s behind.
 

SIR OLIVER
Marry, I fear me, sir,
This weather is too glorious to hold long.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I see no cloud to interpose it, sir,
If you place confidence in what I have told you.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, ’tis clear sky on that side; would ‘twere so
All over his obedience. I see that,
And so does this good gentleman.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Do you, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
That makes his honesty doubtful.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I pray, speak, sir.
The truth of your last kindness makes me bold with you.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
The knight, your husband, madam, can best speak;
He truliest can show griefs whose heart they break.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I’m sorry yet for more; pray let me know’t, sir,
That I may help to chide him, though ’twould grieve me.
 

SIR OLIVER
Why, then prepare for’t. You came over now
In the best time to do’t you could pick out;
Not only spent my money, but to blind me,
He and his wicked instrument — 
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Now he fiddles me!
 

SIR OLIVER
Brings home a minion here, by great chance known,
Told me she was his sister; she proves none.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
This was unkindly done, sir. Now I’m sorry
My good opinion lost itself upon you;
You are not the same son I left behind me;
More grace took him. Oh, let me end in time
For fear I should forget myself and chide him!
Where is [she], sir? Though he beguil’d your eyes,
He cannot deceive mine; we’re now too hard for him.
For since our first unfortunate separation,
I’ve often seen the girl — [aside] would that were true — 
By many a happy accident, many a one,
But never durst acknowledge her for mine own,
And therein stood my joys distress’d again.
 

SIR OLIVER
You rehearse miseries, wife. Call the maid down.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] She’s been too often down to be now called so;
She’ll lie down shortly and call somebody up.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
He’s now to deal with one, sir, that knows truth:
He must be sham’d or quit; there’s no mean saves him.
 

SIR OLIVER
I hear her come.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
[To Philip] You see how hard ’tis now
To redeem good opinion being once gone;
Be careful then, and keep it when ’tis won.
Now see me take a poison with great joy,
Which but for thy sake, I should swoon to touch.
 

Enter Grace.
 

GRACE
[Aside] What new affliction? Am I set to sale
For any one that bids most shame for me?
 

SIR OLIVER
Look you! Do you see what stuff they’ve brought me home here?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Oh, bless her, eternal powers! My life, my comforts,
My nine-years’ grief, but everlasting joy now!
[Embracing Grace] Thrice welcome to my heart; ’tis she indeed.
 

SIR OLIVER
What, is it?
 

PHILIP
I’m unfit to carry a ransom!
 

SAVORWIT
[To Grace] Down on your knees to save your belly harmless;
Ask blessing, though you never mean to use it,
But give’t away presently to a beggar-wench.
 

[Grace kneels.]
 

PHILIP
My faith is blemish’d; I’m no man of trust, sir.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
[Raising her] Rise with a mother’s blessing.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] All this while
Sh’as rise with a son’s.
 

SIR OLIVER
But soft ye, soft ye, wife:
I pray take heed you place your blessing right now.
This honest Dutchman here told me he saw her
At Antwerp in an inn.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
True, she was so, sir.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Sir, ’tis my quality what I speak once
I affirm ever: in that inn I saw her;
That lets her not to be your daughter now.
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, sir, is’t come to that?
 

SUNSET
Here’s joys ne’er dream’d on!
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, Master Sunset, I am at the rising
Of my refulgent happiness! Now, son Sandfield,
Once more and ever!
 

SANDFIELD
I am proud on’t, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Pardon me, boy, I have wrong’d thy faith too much.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Now may I leave my shell and peep my head forth.
 

SIR OLIVER
Where is this Savorwit, that honest whoreson,
That I may take my curse from his knave’s shoulders?
 

SAVORWIT
Oh, sir, I feel you at my very blade here;
Your curse is ten stone weight and a pound over.
 

SIR OLIVER
Come, thou’rt a witty varlet and a trusty.
 

SAVORWIT
You shall still find me a poor, faithful fellow, sir,
If you have another ransom to send over
Or daughter to find out.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll do thee right, boy.
I ne’er yet knew thee but speak honest English;
Marry, in Dutch I found thee a knave lately.
 

SAVORWIT
That was to hold you but in play a little
Till hither truths came over and I strong.
You shall ne’er find me a knave in mine own tongue;
I have more grace in me: I go out of England
Still when I take such courses; that shows modesty, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Anything full of wit and void of harm
I give thee pardon for, so was that now.
 

SAVORWIT
Faith, now I’m quit, I find myself the nimbler
To serve you so again, and my will’s good
[Aside] Like one that lately shook off his old irons,
And cuts a purse at bench to deserve new ones.
 

SIR OLIVER
Since it holds all the way so fortunate still,
And strikes so even with my first belief,
This is the gentleman, wife, young Master Sandfield here,
A man of worthy parts, beside his lands,
Whom I make choice of for my daughter’s bed.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] But he’ll make choice there of another bedfellow.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I wish ‘em both the happiness of love, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
’Twas spoke like a good lady! And your memory
Can reach it, wife, but ’tis so long ago too,
Old Master Sunset he had a young daughter
When you unluckily left England so,
And much about the age of our girl there,
For both were nurs’d together.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
’Tis so fresh
In my remembrance now y’have waken’d it,
As if twelve years were but a twelve-hours’ dream.
 

SIR OLIVER
That girl is now a proper gentlewoman,
As fine a body, wife, as e’er was measured
With an indenture cut in farthing steaks.
 

SUNSET
Oh, say not so, Sir Oliver; you shall pardon me, sir.
I’faith, sir, you are too blame.
 

SIR OLIVER
Sings, dances, plays,
Touches an instrument with a motherly grace.
 

SUNSET
’Tis your own daughter that you mean that by.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] There’s open Dutch indeed, and he could take it!
 

SIR OLIVER
This wench, under your leave — 
 

SUNSET
You have my love in’t.
 

SIR OLIVER
Is my son’s wife that shall be.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Thus I’d hold with’t;
Is your son’s wife that should be Master Sandfield’s.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I come in happy time to a feast of marriages.
 

SIR OLIVER
And now you put’s i’ th’ mind, the hour draws on
At the new-married widow’s; there we’re look’d for.
There will be entertainments, sports, and banquets;
There these young lovers shall clap hands together:
The seed of one feast shall bring forth another.
 

SUNSET
Well said, Sir Oliver.
 

SIR OLIVER
Y’are a stranger, sir,
Your welcome will be best.
 

DUTCH MERCHANT
Good sir, excuse me.
 

SIR OLIVER
You shall along, i’faith; you must not refuse me.
 

[Exeunt.] Manent Mother [Lady Twilight], Sister [Grace], Philip, and Savorwit.
 

PHILIP
Oh, mother, these new joys that sets my soul up,
Which had no means nor any hope of any,
Has brought me now so far in debt to you,
I know not which way to begin to thank you.
I am so lost in all, I cannot guess
Which of the two my service most constrains,
Your last kind goodness or your first dear pains.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Love is a mother’s duty to a son,
As a son’s duty is both love and fear.
 

SAVORWIT
I owe you a poor life, madam, that’s all:
Pray call for’t when you please; it shall be ready for you.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Make much on’t, sir, till then.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] If butter’d sack will.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Methinks the more I look upon her, son,
The more thy sister’s face runs in my mind.
 

PHILIP
Belike she’s somewhat like her; it makes the better, madam.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Was Antwerp, say you, the first place you found her in?
 

PHILIP
Yes, madam. Why do you ask?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Whose daughter were you?
 

GRACE
I know not rightly whose, to speak truth, madam.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] The mother of her was a good twigger the whilst.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
No? With whom were you brought up then?
 

GRACE
With those, madam,
To whom, I’ve often heard, the enemy sold me.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
What’s that?
Too often have I heard this piteous story
Of a distressed mother I had once,
Whose comfortable sight I lost at sea;
But then the years of childhood took from me
Both the remembrance of her and the sorrows.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
[Aside] Oh, I begin to feel her in my blood!
My heart leaps to be at her. What was that mother?
 

GRACE
Some said an English lady, but I know not.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
What’s thy name?
 

GRACE
Grace.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
May it be so in heaven,
For thou art mine on earth. [Embracing her] Welcome, dear child,
Unto thy father’s house, thy mother’s arms,
After thy foreign sorrows.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] ‘Twill prove gallant.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
What, son! Such earnest work; I bring thee joy now
Will make the rest show nothing, ’tis so glorious.
 

PHILIP
Why, ’tis not possible, madam, that man’s happiness
Should take a greater height than mine aspires.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
No, now you shall confess it; this shall quit thee
From all fears present or hereafter doubts
About this business.
 

PHILIP
Give me that, sweet mother.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Here, take her then, and set thine arms a-work;
There needs no ‘fection, ’tis indeed thy sister.
 

PHILIP
My sister!
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Cuds me, I feel the razor!
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Why, how now, son? How comes a change so soon?
 

PHILIP
Oh, I beseech you, mother, wound me anywhere
But where you pointed last. That’s present death!
Devise some other miserable torment,
Though ne’er so pitiless, and I’ll run and meet it.
Some way more merciful let your goodness think on
May steal away my joys, but save my soul!
I’ll willingly restore back every one
Upon that mild condition; anything
But what you spake last will be comfortable.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Y’are troubled with strange fits in England here.
Your first suit to me did entreat me hardly
To say ’twas she, to have old wrath appeas’d,
And now ’tis known your sister, y’are not pleas’d.
How should I show myself?
 

PHILIP
Say ’tis not she.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Shall I deny my daughter?
 

PHILIP
Oh, you kill me
Beyond all tortures!
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Why do you deal thus with me?
 

PHILIP
She is my wife! I married her at Antwerp;
I have known the way unto her bed these three months.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] And that’s too much by twelve weeks for a sister.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I understand you now, too soon, too plain.
 

PHILIP
Oh, mother, if you love my peace forever,
Examine her again, find me not guilty.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
’Tis now too late, her words make that too true.
 

PHILIP
Her words? Shall bare words overthrow a soul?
A body is not cast away so lightly.
How can you know ’tis she? Let sense decide it;
She then so young, and both so long divided.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
She tells me the sad story.
 

PHILIP
Does that throw me?
Many a distress may have the face of yours
That never was kin to you.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
But, however, sir,
I trust you are not married.
 

PHILIP
Here’s the witness,
And all the wealth I had with her; this ring
That join’d our hearts together.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Oh, too clear now!
Thou’st brought in evidence to o’erthrow thyself;
Had no one word been spoke, only this shown,
‘T had been enough to approv’d her for mine own.
See here, two letters that begun my name
Before I knew thy father; this I gave her,
And, as a jewel, fasten’d to her ear.
 

GRACE
Pardon me, mother, that you find it stray;
I kept it till I gave my heart away.
 

PHILIP
Oh, to what mountain shall I take my flight
To hide the monster of my sin from sight?
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] I’ll to Wales presently; there’s the best hills
To hide a poor knave in.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Oh, heap not desperation upon guilt!
Repent yet and all’s sav’d; ’twas but hard chance:
Amongst all sins, heaven pities ignorance.
She’s still the first that has her pardon sign’d;
All sins else see their faults, she’s only blind.
Go to thy chamber, pray, leave off, and win;
One hour’s repentance cures a twelve-month’s sin.
 

GRACE
Oh, my distressed husband, my dear brother!
[Lady Twilight] exit cum filia [Grace].
 

PHILIP
Oh, Savorwit! Never came sorrow yet
To mankind like it; I’m so far distress’d,
I’ve no time left to give my heart attendance,
Too little all to wait upon my soul!
Before this tempest came, how well I stood,
Full in the beams of blessedness and joy!
The memory of man could never say
So black a storm fell in so bright a day.
I am that man that ev’n life surfeits of;
Or if to live, unworthy to be seen
By the savage eyesight! Give’s thy hand;
Commend me to thy prayers.
 

SAVORWIT
Next time I say ‘em.
 

PHILIP
Farewell, my honest breast, that cravest no more
Than possible kindness; that I’ve found thee large in,
And I must ask no more: there wit must stay;
It cannot pass where fate stops up the way.
Joy thrive with thee; I’ll never see thee more.
 

SAVORWIT
What’s that, sir?
Pray come back, and bring those words with you;
You shall not carry ‘em so out of my company.
There’s no last refuge when your father knows it;
There’s no such need on’t yet: stay but till then,
And take one with you that will imitate you
In all the desperate onsets man dare think on.
Were it to challenge all the wolves in France
To meet at one set battle, I’d be your half in’t;
All beasts of venom, what you had a mind to,
Your part should be took still. For such a day
Let’s keep ourselves in heart, then am I for you.
In the meantime, to beat off all suspicion,
Let’s to the bridehouse too; here’s my petition.
 

PHILIP
Thou hast a learning art when all hopes fly.
Let one night waste; there’s time enough left to die.
 

SAVORWIT
A minute’s as good as a thousand year, sir,
To pink a man’s heart like a summer suit.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

Lady Goldenfleece’s house
 

Enter two or three Servants placing things in order, with Pickadille, the clown, like an overseer.
 

PICKADILLE
Bestir your bones nimbly, you ponderous, beef-buttock’d knaves; what a number of lazy hinds do I keep company withal! Where’s the flesh-colour, velvet cushion now for my lady’s pease-porridge-tawny-satin bum? You attendants upon revels!
 

FIRST SERVANT
You can prate and domineer well because you have a privilege[d] place, but I’d fain see you set your hand to’t!
 

PICKADILLE
Oh, base bone-pickers, I set my hand to’t! When did you e’er see a gentleman set his hand to anything unless it were to a sheepskin and receive a hundred pound for his pains?
 

SECOND SERVANT
And afterward lie in the Counter for his pleasure.
 

PICKADILLE
Why, true, sir; ’tis for his pleasure indeed, for, spite of all their teeths, he may lie i’ th’ hole when he list.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Marry, and should for me.
 

PICKADILLE
Ay, thou wouldst make as good a bawd as the best jailor of them all; I know that.
 

FIRST SERVANT
How, fool!
 

PICKADILLE
Hark! I must call you knave within; ’tis but staying somewhat the longer for’t.
 

Exeunt. Loud music. Enter the new-married widow [Lady Goldenfleece], and Kate [Mistress Low-water], her husband, both changed in apparel, [but Mistress Low-water still disguised,] arm in arm together; after them Sir Oliver Twilight, Master Sunset, and the Dutch Merchant; after them the mother [Lady Twilight]; Grace, the daughter sad; with Jane Sunset; after these, melancholy Philip, Savorwit, and Master Sandfield [and Low-water, still disguised].
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
This fair assembly is most freely welcome.
 

ALL
Thanks to you, good sir.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[To Lady Twilight] Come, my long-wish’d-for madam,
You and this worthy stranger take best welcome;
Your freedom is a second feast to me.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Taking Low-water aside] How is’t with my brother?
 

LOW-WATER
The fit holds him still;
Nay, love’s more violent.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
‘Las, poor gentleman!
I would he had my office without money;
If he should offer any, I’d refuse it
 

LOW-WATER
I have the letter ready; he’s worthy
Of a place that knows how to use it.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
That’s well said. — 
Come ladies, gentlemen; Sir Oliver, good:
Seat yourselves; shall we be found unreadiest?
What is yon gentleman with the funeral face there?
Methinks that look does ill become a bride-house.
 

SIR OLIVER
Who does your worship mean, sir? My son Philip?
I am sure he had ne’er less reason to be sad.
Why are you sad, son Philip?
 

PHILIP
How, sir, sad?
You shall not find it so, sir.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside to Philip] Take heed he do not then.
You must beware how you carry your face in this company; as far as I can see, that young bridegroom has hawk’s eyes: he’ll go nigh to spell sister in your face; if your nose were but crooked enough to serve for an S, he’d find an eye presently, and then he has more light for the rest.
 

PHILIP
I’ll learn then to dissemble.
 

SAVORWIT
Nay, and you be to learn that now, you’ll ne’er sit in a branch’d-velvet gown as long as you live! You should have took that at nurse before your mother wean’d you; so do all those that prove great children and batten well.
 

Enter Master Beveril with a pasteboard.
 

Peace, here comes a scholar indeed; he has learn’d it, I warrant you.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Kind sir, you’re welcome; you take all the pains, sir.
 

BEVERIL
I wish they were but worthy of the grace
Of your fair presence and this choice assembly.
Here is an abstract, madam, of what’s shown,
Which I commend to your favour.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Thank you for’t, sir.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] I would I durst present my love as boldly.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] My honest brother!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Look thee here, sweetheart.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
What’s there, sweet madam?
 

BEVERIL
Music, and we’re ready.
 

Loud music a while. A thing like a globe opens of one side o’ th’ stage and flashes out Fire, then Sir Gilbert, that presents the part, issues forth with yellow hair and beard intermingled with [streaks] like wild flames, a three-fork’d fire in’s hand; and, at the same time, Air [Weatherwise] comes down hanging by a cloud, with a coat made like an almanac, all the twelve moons set in it, and the four quarters — winter, spring, summer, and autumn — with change of weathers — rain, lightning, and tempest, etc. And from under the stage at both ends arises Water [Overdon] and Earth [Pepperton], two persons: Water with green flags upon his head standing up instead of hair, and a beard of the same, with a chain of pearl; Earth with a number of little things like trees, like a thick grove, upon his head, and a wedge of gold in his hand, his garment of a clay colour. The Fire speaking first, the scholar [Beveril] stands behind, gives him the first word, which he now follows.
 

BEVERIL
[Whispering his cue] The flame of zeal — 
 

SIR GILBERT [as Fire]
The wicked fire of lust,
Does now spread heat through water, air, and dust.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] How! He’s out in the beginning! [To Sir Gilbert] The wheel of time — 
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] The devil set fire o’ th’ distaff.
 

SIR GILBERT
I that was wont in elder times to pass
For a bright angel, so they call’d me then,
Now so corrupted with the upstart fires
Of avarice, luxury, and inconstant heats,
Struck from the bloods of cunning, clap-fall’n daughters,
Night-walking wives, but, most, libidinous widows,
That I, that purify ev’n gold itself,
Have the contemptible dross thrown in my face,
And my bright name walk common in disgrace.
How am I us’d o’ late that I am so handled,
Thrust into alleys, hospitals, and tubs!
I was once a name of comfort, warm’d great houses
When charity was landlord; I have given welcome
To forty russet yeomen at a time
In a fair Christmas-hall. How am I chang’d!
The chimneys are swept up, the hearth as cold
As the forefathers’ charity in the [son].
All the good hospitable heat now turns
To my young landlord’s lust, and there it burns.
Rich widows, that were wont to choose by gravity
Their second husbands, not by tricks of blood,
Are now so taken with loose Aretine flames
Of nimble wantonness and high-fed pride
They marry now but the third part of husbands,
Boys, smooth-fac’d catamites, to fulfill their bed,
As if a woman should a woman wed.
These are the fires o’ late: my brightness darks
And fills the world so full of beggarly sparks.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside]
[Heart]! How am I disgrac’d! What rogue should this be?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
By my faith, Monsieur Fire, y’are a hot whoreson!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] I fear my brother is beside his wits;
He would not be so senseless to rail thus else.
 

WEATHERWISE as Air
After this heat, you madams fat and fair,
Open your casements wide and take in air;
But not that air false women make up oaths with,
No, nor that air gallants perfume their clothes with:
I am that air that keeps about the clouds.
None of my kindred was smelt out in crowds;
Not any of our house was ever tainted
When many a thousand of our foes have fainted.
Yet some there are that be my chief polluters,
Widows that falsify their faith to suitors
And will give fair words when the sign’s in Cancer,
But, at the next remove, a scurvy answer;
Come to the poor men’s houses, eat their banquet,
And at night with a boy toss’d in a blanket.
Nay, shall I come more near? Perhaps at noon,
For here I find a spot full in the moon.
I know youth’s trick; what’s she that can withstand it
When Mercury reigns, my lady’s chamber planet?
He that believes a widow’s words shall fail
When Venus’ gown-skirts sweeps the Dragon’s tail.
Fair weather the first day she makes to any,
The second cloudy, and the third day rainy;
The fourth day a great storm, lightning and thunder:
A bolt strikes the suitor, a boy keeps her under.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] Life! These are some counterfeit slaves crept in their rooms,
A’ purpose for disgrace; they shall all share with me.
Heart! Who the devil should these be?
 

Exit Beveril.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
My faith, gentlemen,
Air has perfum’d the room well!
 

SIR OLIVER
So methinks, madam.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] A man may smell her meaning two rooms off,
Though his nose wanted reparations
And the bridge left at Shoreditch as a pledge
For rosa solis, in a bleaking-house.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Life! What should be his meaning in’t?
 

LOW-WATER
I wonder.
 

OVERDON as Water
Methinks this room should yet retain such heat
Struck out from the first ardour and so glow yet,
You should desire my company, wish for water,
That offers here to serve your several pipes
Without constraint of mill or death of water house.
What if I sprinkled on the widow’s cheeks
A few cool drops to lay the guilty heat
That flashes from her conscience to her face;
Would’t not refresh her shame? From such as she
I first took weakness and inconstancy;
I sometimes swell above my banks and spread.
They’re commonly with child before they’re wed;
In me the sirens sing before they play,
In her more witchcraft, for her smiles betray.
Where I’m least seen, there my most danger lies,
So in those parts hid most from a man’s eyes:
Her heart, her love, or what may be more close.
I know no mercy, she thinks that no loss.
In her, poor gallants! Pirates thrive in me;
I help to cast away, and so does she.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Nay, and you can hold nothing, sweet sir Water,
I’ll wash my hands a’ you ever hereafter.
 

PEPPERTON as Earth
Earth stands for a full point: me you should hire
To stop the gaps of water, air, and fire.
I love muck well, but your first husband better:
Above his soul he lov’d it, as his end
Did fearfully witness it; at his last gasp
His spirit flam’d, as it forsook his breast,
And left the sparkles quarreling ‘bout his lips.
Now of such metal the devil makes him whips;
He shall have gold enough to glut his soul:
And as for earth, I’ll stop his crane’s throat full.
The wealth he left behind him, most men know,
He wrung inconscionably from the rights
Of poor men’s livings; he drunk dry their brows.
That liquor has a curse, yet nothing sweeter;
When your posterity drinks, then ‘twill taste bitter.
 

SIR GILBERT
And now to vex, ‘gainst nature, form, rule, place,
See once four [warring] elements all embrace.
 

[They embrace.] Enter four [including Beveril] at several corners, address’d like the four winds, with wings, etc., and dance all to the drum and fife. The four Elements seem to give back and stand in amaze. The South Wind has a great red face, the North Wind a pale bleach one, the Western Wind one cheek red and another white, and so the Eastern Wind. At the end of the dance, the Winds shove off the disguises of the other four [the Elements], which seem to yield and almost fall of themselves at the coming of the Winds; so all the four old suitors are discovered. Exeunt all the Winds but one, which is the scholar [Beveril] in that disguise; so shows all.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How! Sir Gilbert Lambston, Master Overdon!
All our old suitors! You have took pains, my masters.
 

SIR GILBERT
We made a vow we’d speak our minds to you.
 

WEATHERWISE
And I think we’re as good as our words, though it cost some of our purses: I owe money for the clouds yet, I care not who knows it; the planets are sufficient enough to pay the painter, and I were dead.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Who are you, sir?
 

BEVERIL
[Removing his disguise] Your most unworthy servant.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Pardon me, is’t you, sir?
 

BEVERIL
My disgrace urg’d my wit to take some form
Wherein I might both best and properliest
Discover my abusers and your own,
And show you some content before y’ had none.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Sir, I owe much both to your care and love,
And you shall find your full requital worthy.
[To suitors] Was this the plot now your poor envy works out?
I do revenge myself with pitying on you.
[To Low-water] Take Fire into the buttery, he has most need on’t;
Give Water some small beer, too good for him;
Air, you may walk abroad like a fortune-teller;
But take down Earth and make him drink i’ th’ cellar.
 

[Exeunt Low-water with suitors.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
The best revenge that could be.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I commend you, madam.
 

SIR OLIVER
I thought they were some such sneakers.
 

SAVORWIT
The four suitors! And here was a mess of mad elements!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Lights, more lights there! Where be these blue-coats?
 

[Enter servants with lights.]
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
You know your lodgings, gentlemen, tonight.
 

SIR OLIVER
’Tis bounty makes bold guests, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[To Lady Twilight] Good rest, lady.
 

SIR OLIVER
A most contentful night begin a health, madam,
To your long joys, and may the years go round with’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
As many thanks as you have wish’d ‘em hours, sir,
Take to your lodging with you.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
A general rest to all.
 

Exeunt [all the guests save Philip and Savorwit].
 

PHILIP
[Aside to Savorwit] I’m excepted.
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside to Philip] Take in another to you then; there’s room enough
In that exception, faith, to serve us both.
The dial of my sleep goes by your eyes.
 

[Exeunt.] Manent Widow [Lady Goldenfleece] and Mistress Low-water.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Lady Goldenfleece’s house
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Now, like a greedy usurer alone,
I sum up all the wealth this day has brought me,
And thus I hug it.
 

[Embraces her.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Prithee!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Thus, I kiss it. [Kisses her.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I can’t abide these kissings.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How, sir? Not?
I’ll try that sure; I’ll kiss you out of that humour.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Push, by my troth, I cannot.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What cannot you, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Not toy, nor bill and imitate house pigeons;
A married man must think of other matters.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How, other matters, sir? What other matters?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, are there no other matters that belong to’t?
Do you think y’have married only a cock-sparrow
And fit but for one business like a fool?
You shall not find it so.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
You can talk strangely, sir.
Come, will you to bed?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
No, faith, will not I.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What, not to bed, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
And I do, hang me! Not to bed with you!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How, not to bed with me! Sir, with whom else?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, am not I enough to lie with myself?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Is that the end of marriage?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
No, by my faith,
’Tis but the beginning, yet death is the end on’t,
Unless some trick come i’ th’ middle and dash all.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Were you so forward lately and so youthful
That scarce my modest strength could save me from you,
And are you now so cold?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I’ve thought on’t since.
It was but a rude part in me, i’faith,
To offer such bold tricks to any woman,
And by degrees I shall well break myself from’t;
I feel myself well chasten’d since that time,
And not the third part now so loosely minded.
Oh, when one sees their follies, ’tis a comfort!
My very thoughts take more staid years upon ‘em.
Oh, marriage is such a serious divine thing!
It makes youth grave and sweetly nips the spring.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
If I had chose a gentleman for care
And worldly business, I had ne’er took you;
I had the offers of enough more fit
For such employment: I chose you for love,
Youth, and content of heart, and not for troubles;
You are not ripe for them. After y’have spent
Some twenty years in dalliance, youth’s affairs,
Then take a book in your hand and sum up cares;
As for wealth now, you know that’s got to your hands.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
But had I known ‘t had been so wrongfully got,
As I heard since, you should have had free leave
To have made choice of another master for’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Why, can that trouble you?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
It may too soon. But go;
My sleeps are sound: I love not to be started
With an ill conscience at the fall of midnight,
And have mine eyes torn ope with poor men’s curses.
I do not like the fate on’t: ’tis still apt
To breed unrest, dissension, wild debate,
And I’m the worst at quarrels upon earth,
Unless a mighty injury should provoke me.
Get you to bed, go.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Not without you, in troth, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
If you could think how much you wrong yourself
In my opinion of you, you would leave me now
With all the speed you might; I like you worse
For this fond heat, and drink in more suspicion of you.
You high-fed widows are too cuing people
For a poor gentleman to come simply to.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What’s that, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You may make a youth on him;
’Tis at your courtesy, and that’s ill trusted.
You could not want a friend beside a suitor
To sit in your husband’s gown and look over your writings.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What’s this?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I say there is a time when women
Can do too much and understand too little.
Once more, to bed; I’d willingly be a father
To no more noses than I got myself,
And so good night to you.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Aside] Now I see the infection.
A yellow poison runs through the sweet spring
Of his fair youth already; ’tis distracted,
Jealous of that which thought yet never acted. — 
[Kneeling] Oh, dear sir! On my knees, I swear to thee — 
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I prithee use them in thy private chamber
As a good lady should; spare ‘em not there,
‘Twill do thee good. Faith, none ‘twill do thee here.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Rising, aside] Have I yet married poverty and [miss’d] love?
What fortune has my heart? That’s all I crav’d,
And that lies now a-dying; it has took
A speeding poison, and I’m ignorant how:
I never knew what beggary was till now.
My wealth yields me no comfort in this plight;
Had want but brought me love, I’d happen’d right.
 

Exit Widow [Lady Goldenfleece].
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
So, this will serve now for a preparative
To ope the [pores] of some dislike at first;
The physic will pay’t home.
 

Enter Low-water.
 

How dost thou, sir?
How goes the work?
 

LOW-WATER
Your brother has the letter.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I find no stop in’t then; it moves well hitherto.
Did you convey it closely?
 

LOW-WATER
He ne’er set eye of me.
 

[Enter Beveril with a letter] above.
 

BEVERIL
I cannot read too often.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[To Low-water] Peace, to your office.
 

BEVERIL
What blessed fate took pity of my heart,
But with her presence to relieve me thus?
All the large volumes that my time hath master’d
Are not so precious to adorn my spirit
As these few lines are to enrich my mind.
I thirst again to drink of the same fountain.
[Reading] “Kind Sir, I found your care and love so much in the performance of a little, wherein your wit and art had late employment, that I dare now trust your bosom with business of more weight and eminence. Little thought the world that since the wedding dinner all my mirth was but dissembled, and seeming joys but counterfeit. The truth to you, sir, is, I find so little signs of content in the bargain I made i’ th’ morning that I began to repent before evening prayer, and to show some fruits of his willful neglect and wild disposition, more than the day could bring forth to me, h’as now forsook my bed; I know no cause for’t.”
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] But I’ll be sworn I do.
 

BEVERIL
[Reading] “Being thus distress’d, sir, I desire your comfortable presence and counsel, whom I know to be of worth and judgment, that a lady may safely impart her griefs to you, and commit ‘em to the virtues of commiseration and secrecy. Your unfortunate friend, The Widow-wife. I have took order for your private admittance with a trusty servant of mine own, whom I have plac’d at my chamber door to attend your coming.”
He shall not wait too long and curse my slowness!
 

LOW-WATER
[Aside] I would you’d come away then.
 

BEVERIL
How much am I beguil’d in that young gentleman!
I would have sworn had been the perfect abstract
Of honesty and mildness; ’tis not so.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
[Aside] I pardon you, sweet brother; there’s no hold
Of what you speak now: you’re in Cupid’s pound.
 

BEVERIL
Bless’d be the secret hand that brought thee hither;
But the dear hand that writ it, ten times bless’d!
 

[Exit above.]
 

LOW-WATER
That’s I still; h’as bless’d me now ten times at twice.
Away; I hear him coming.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Strike it sure now.
 

Exit.
 

LOW-WATER
I warrant thee, sweet Kate; choose your best — 
 

Enter Master Beveril.
 

BEVERIL
Who’s there?
 

LOW-WATER
Oh sir, is’t you? Y’are welcome then;
My lady still expects you, sir.
 

BEVERIL
Who’s with her?
 

LOW-WATER
Not any creature living, sir.
 

BEVERIL
[Giving him money] Drink that;
I’ve made thee wait too long.
 

LOW-WATER
It does not seem so now, sir.
Sir, if a man tread warily as any
Wise man will, how often may he come
To a lady’s chamber and be welcome to her!
 

BEVERIL
Thou giv’st me learned counsel for a closet.
 

LOW-WATER
Make use on’t, sir, and you shall find no loss in’t.
 

[Exit Beveril.]
 

So, you are surely in, and you must under.
 

Enter Kate [Mistress Low-water] with all the guests: Sir Oliver, Master Sunset, Wife [Lady Twilight], Daughter [Grace], Philip, Sandfield, [Jane, Dutch Merchant,] and Savorwit.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pardon my rude disturbance, my wrongs urge it;
I did but try the plainness of her mind,
Suspecting she dealt cunningly with my youth,
And told her the first night I would not know her;
But minding to return, I found the door
Warded suspiciously, and I heard a noise,
Such as fear makes, and guiltiness at th’ approaching
Of an unlook’d-for husband.
 

ALL
This is strange, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Behold, it’s barr’d; I must not be kept out!
 

SIR OLIVER
There is no reason, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I’ll be resolv’d in’t.
If you be sons of honour, follow me!
 

Break open door; rush in.
 

SAVORWIT
Then must I stay behind, for I think I was begot i’ th’ woodyard, and that makes everything go so hard with me.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER within
That’s he! Be sure on him!
 

Enter confusedly [Mistress Low-water] with the widow [Lady Goldenfleece], and her brother [Beveril] the scholar [and the others].
 

SIR OLIVER
Be not so furious, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
She whispered to him to slip into her closet.
What, have I taken you? Is not my dream true now?
Unmerciful adulteress, the first night!
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, good sir, patience!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Give me the villain’s heart,
That I may throw ‘t into her bosom quick;
There let the lecher pant!
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Nay, sweet sir!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pardon me; his life’s too little for me.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
How am I wrongfully sham’d! Speak your intent, sir,
Before this company; I pursue no pity.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
This is a fine, thievish juggling, gentlemen.
She asks her mate that shares in guilt with her.
Too gross, too gross!
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] Rash mischief!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Treacherous sir,
Did I for this cast a friend’s arm about thee,
Gave thee the welcome of a worthy spirit,
And lodg’d thee in my house, nay, entertain’d thee
More like a natural brother than a stranger,
And have I this reward? Perhaps the pride
Of thy good parts did lift thee to this impudence.
Let her make much on ‘em; she gets none of me.
Because thou’rt deeply read in most books else,
Thou wouldst be so in mine; (indicating Lady Goldenfleece) there it stands for thee:
Turn o’er the leaves, and where you left, go forward;
To me, it shall be like the book of fate,
Ever clasp’d up.
 

SIR OLIVER
Oh, dear sir, say not so.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nay, I’ll swear more: forever I refuse her;
I’ll never set a foot into her bed,
Never perform the duty of man to her
So long as I have breath.
 

SIR OLIVER
What an oath was there, sir! Call’t again.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I knew by amorous sparks struck from their eyes
The fire would appear shortly in a blaze,
And now it flames indeed. Out of my house,
And take your gentleman of good parts along with you!
That shall be all your substance; he can live
In any emperor’s court in Christendom!
You know what you did, wench, when you chose him
To thrust out me; you have no politic love!
You are to learn to make your market, you!
You can choose wit, a burden light and free,
And leave the grosser element with me,
Wealth, foolish trash, I thank you. Out of my doors!
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, good sir, hear her.
 

LADY TWILIGHT, SUNSET
Sweet sir!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Pray, to your chambers, gentlemen; I should be here
Master of what is mine.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hear her but speak, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
What can she speak but woman’s common language?
She’s sorry and asham’d for’t; that helps nothing.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Sir, since it is the hard hap of my life
To receive injury where I plac’d my love — 
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, la, I told you what escapes she’d have!
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, pray, sir, hear her forward.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Let our parting
Be full as charitable as our meeting was,
That the pale, envious world, glad of the food
Of others’ miseries, civil dissensions,
And nuptial strifes, may not feed fat with ours;
But since you are resolv’d so willfully
To leave my bed and ever to refuse me,
As by your rage I find it your desire,
Though all my actions deserve nothing less,
Here are our friends, men both of worth and wisdom,
Place so much power in them to make an evenness
Between my peace and yours. All my wealth within doors
In gold and jewels lie in those two caskets
I lately led you to, the value of which
Amounts to some five thousand apiece;
Exchange a charitable hand with me,
And take one casket freely. Fare thee well, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
How say you to that now?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Troth, I thank her, sir.
Are not both mine already? You shall wrong me
And then make satisfaction with mine own?
I cannot blame you, a good course for you.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
I know ’twas not my luck to be so happy;
My miseries are no starters: when they come,
Stick longer by me.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, but give me leave, sir;
The wealth comes all by her.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
So does the shame,
Yet that’s most mine; why should not that be too?
 

SIR OLIVER
Sweet sir, let us rule so much with you:
Since you intend an obstinate separation,
Both from her bed and board, give your consent
To some agreement reasonable and honest.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Must I deal honestly with her lust?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
Nay, good sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Why, I tell you, all the wealth her husband left her
Is not of power to purchase the dear peace
My heart has lost in these adulterous seas;
Yet, let her works be base, mine shall be noble.
 

SIR OLIVER
That’s the best word of comfort I heard yet.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Friends may do much. Go, bring those caskets forth.
 

[Exit servants.]
 

I hate her sight; I’ll leave her, though I lose by’t.
 

SIR OLIVER
Spoke like a noble gentleman, i’faith!
I’ll honour thee for this.
 

BEVERIL
[Aside] Oh, cursed man!
Must thy rash heat force this division?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You shall have free leave now, without all fear;
You shall not need oil’d hinges, privy passages,
Watchings, and whisperings: take him boldly to you.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, that I had that freedom, since my shame
Puts by all other fortunes, and owns him
A worthy gentleman. If this cloud were past him,
I’d marry him, were ‘t but to spite thee only,
So much I hate thee now.
 

Enter servants with two caskets, and the suitors [Sir Gilbert, Weatherwise, Pepperton, and Overdon].
 

SIR OLIVER
Here come the caskets, sir; hold your good mind now,
And we shall make a virtuous end between you.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Though nothing less she merit but a curse,
That might still hang upon her and consume her still,
As ‘t has been many a better woman’s fortune
That has deserv’d less vengeance and felt more,
Yet my mind scorns to leave her shame so poor.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nobly spoke still.
 

SIR GILBERT
This strikes me into music; ha, ha!
 

PEPPERTON
Parting of goods before the bodies join?
 

WEATHERWISE
This ’tis to marry beardless, domineering boys! I knew ’twould come to this pass. Well fare a just almanac yet, for now is Mercury going into the second house near unto Ursa Major, that great hunks, the Bear at the bridge-foot in heaven, which shows horrible bear baitings in wedlock; and the sun near ent’ring into th’ Dog sets ‘em all together by th’ ears.
 

SIR OLIVER
[Opening the caskets] You see what’s in’t?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I think ’tis as I left it.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Then do but gage your faith to this assembly
That you will ne’er return more to molest me,
But rest in all revenges full appeas’d
And amply satisfied with that half my wealth,
And take ‘t as freely as life wishes health.
 

SIR OLIVER
La, you, sir; come, come, faith, you shall swear that.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Nay, gentlemen, for your sakes, now I’ll deal fairly with her.
 

SIR OLIVER
I would we might see that, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I could set her free,
But now I think on’t, she deserves it not.
 

SUNSET
Nay, do not check your goodness; pray, sir, on with’t.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I could release her ere I parted with her,
But ‘twere a courtesy ill plac’d, and set her
At as free liberty to marry again,
As you all know she was before I knew her.
 

SIR OLIVER
What, couldst thou, sir?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
But ’tis too good a blessing for her.
Up with the casket, sirrah!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, sir, stay!
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I have nothing to say to you.
 

SIR OLIVER
Do you hear, sir?
Pray, let’s have one word more with you for our money.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Since y’have expos’d me to all shame and sorrow
And made me fit but for one hope and fortune
Bearing my former comforts away with you,
Show me a parting charity but in this:
For all my losses, pay me with that freedom,
And I shall think this treasure as well given
As ever ’twas ill got.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I might afford it you
Because I never mean to be more troubled with you;
But how shall I be sure of the honest use on’t,
How you’ll employ that liberty? Perhaps sinfully,
In wantonness unlawful, and I answer for’t;
So I may live a bawd to your loose works still
In giving ‘em first vent. Not I, shall pardon me;
I’ll see you honestly join’d ere I release you.
I will not trust you for the last trick you play’d me;
Here’s your old suitors.
 

PEPPERTON
Now we thank you, sir.
 

WEATHERWISE
My almanac warns me from all cuckoldy conjunctions.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Be but commander of your word now, sir,
And before all these gentlemen, our friends,
I’ll make a worthy choice.
 

SUNSET
Fly not ye back now.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I’ll try thee once. I am married to another;
There’s thy release!
 

SIR OLIVER
Hoyda! There’s a release with a witness!
Thou’rt free, sweet wench.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Married to another!
Then in revenge to thee,
To vex thine eyes, cause thou hast mock’d my heart,
And with such treachery repaid my love,
This is the gentleman I embrace and choose.
 

[Embraces Beveril.]
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Oh, torment to my blood, mine enemy!
None else to make thy choice of but the man
From whence my shame took head?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
’Tis done to quit thee.
Thou that wrong’st woman’s love, her hate can fit thee.
 

SIR OLIVER
Brave wench, i’faith! Now thou hast an honest gentleman,
Rid of a swaggering knave, and there’s an end on’t.
A man of good parts, this t’other had nothing.
Life, married to another!
 

SIR GILBERT
Oh, brave rascal with two wives!
 

WEATHERWISE
Nay, and our women be such subtle animals, I’ll lay wait at the carrier’s for a country chambermaid and live still a bachelor. When wives are like almanacs, we may have every year a new one, then I’ll bestow my money on ‘em; in the meantime, I’ll give ‘em over and ne’er trouble my almanac about ‘em.
 

SIR GILBERT
I come in a good time to see you hang’d, sir,
And that’s my comfort. Now, I’ll tickle you, sir.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You make me laugh indeed.
 

SIR GILBERT
Sir, you remember
How cunningly you chok’d me at the banquet
With a fine bawdy letter?
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Your own fist, sir.
 

SIR GILBERT
I’ll read the statute book to you now for’t.
Turn to the act in Anno Jac. primo:
There lies a halter for your windpipe.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
Fie, no!
 

SIR OLIVER
Faith, but you’ll find it so, sir, an’t be followed.
 

WEATHERWISE
So says my almanac, and he’s a true man.
Look you: [reading] “The thirteenth day, work for the hangman.”
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
The fourteenth day, make haste; ’tis time you were there then!
 

WEATHERWISE
How, is the book so saucy to tell me so?
 

BEVERIL
Sir, I must tell you now, but without gall,
The law would hang you if married to another.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
You can but put me to my book, sweet brother,
And I’ve my neck-verse perfect, here and here.
 

[She removes her disguise, revealing her bosom.]
 

Heaven give thee eternal joy, my dear, sweet brother!
 

[Embraces Beveril; Low-water removes his disguise.]
 

ALL
Who’s here?
 

SIR GILBERT
[Aside] Oh, devil! Herself! Did she betray me?
A pox of shame, nine coaches shall not stay me!
 

Exit Sir Gilbert.
 

BEVERIL
I’ve two such deep healths in two joys to pledge,
Heaven keep me from a surfeit!
 

SIR OLIVER
Mistress Low-water!
Is she the jealous cuckold all this coil’s about?
And my right worshipful serving-man, is it you, sir?
 

LOW-WATER
A poor, wrong’d gentleman, glad to serve for his own, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
By my faith, y’have serv’d the widow a fine trick between you.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
No more my enemy now, my brother’s wife,
And my kind sister.
 

SIR OLIVER
There’s no starting now from’t;
’Tis her own brother, did not you know that?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
’Twas never told me yet.
 

SIR OLIVER
I thought you’d known’t.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
What matter is’t? ’Tis the same man was chose still,
No worse now than he was. I’m bound to love you;
Y’have [exercis’d] in this a double charity,
Which, to your praise, shall to all times be known,
Advanc’d my brother and restor’d mine own.
Nay, somewhat for my wrongs, like a good sister,
For well you know the tedious suit did cost
Much pains and fees; I thank you, ’tis not lost.
You wish’d for love, and, faith, I have bestow’d you
Upon a gentleman that does dearly love you;
That recompense I’ve made you. And you must think, madam,
I lov’d you well, though I could never ease you,
When I fetch’d in my brother thus to please you.
 

SIR OLIVER
Here’s unity forever strangely wrought!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
I see too late there is a heavy judgment
Keeps company with extortion and foul deeds,
And like a wind which vengeance has in chase,
Drives back the wrongs into the injurer’s face.
My punishment is gentle, and to show
My thankful mind for’t, thus I’ll revenge this
With an embracement here, and here a kiss.
 

[Embraces Mistress Low-water and kisses Beveril.]
 

SIR OLIVER
Why, now the bells they go trim, they go trimly!
[To Beveril] I wish’d thee, sir, some unexpected blessing
For my wife’s ransom, and ’tis fall’n upon thee.
 

WEATHERWISE
[Aside] A pox of this! My almanac ne’er gull’d me till this hour. “The thirteenth day, work for the hangman,” and there’s nothing toward it; I’d been a fine ass, if I’d given twelve pence for a horse to have rid to Tyburn tomorrow. But now I see the error, ’tis false figured; it should be “thirteen days and a half, work for the hangman,” for he ne’er works under thirteen pence half-penny. Beside, Venus being a spot in the sun’s garment shows there should be a woman found in hose and doublet.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, faith, sweet wife, we’ll make no more hours on’t now; ’tis as fine a contracting time as ever came amongst gentlefolks. Son Philip, Master Sandfield, come to the book here!
 

PHILIP
[Aside to Savorwit] Now I’m waked into a thousand miseries and their torments.
 

SAVORWIT
[To Philip] And I come after you, sir, drawn with wild horses; there will be a brave show on’s anon if this weather continue.
 

SIR OLIVER
Come, wenches, where be these young [gentlemen’s] hands now?
 

LADY TWILIGHT
[Aside] Poor gentleman, my son! — 
Some other time, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll have ‘t now, i’faith, wife.
 

[Puts Philip’s hand into Jane’s and Sandfield’s into Grace’s.]
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
What are you making here?
 

SIR OLIVER
I have sworn, sweet madam,
My son shall marry Master Sunset’s daughter,
And Master Sandfield, mine.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
So you go well, sir;
[Gesturing to Jane] But what make you this way then?
 

SIR OLIVER
This? For my son.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, back, sir, back! This is no way for him.
 

SUNSET, SIR OLIVER
How?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Oh, let me break an oath to save two souls,
Lest I should wake another judgment greater!
You come not here for him, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
What’s the matter?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Either give me free leave to make this match
Or I’ll forbid the banes.
 

SIR OLIVER
Good madam, take it.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
[Giving Jane to Sandfield] Here, Master Sandfield, then — 
 

SIR OLIVER
Cuds bodkins!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Take you this maid.
 

SANDFIELD
You could not please me better, madam.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hoyda! Is this your hot love to my daughter, sir?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Come hither, Philip; here’s a wife for you.
 

[Gives Grace to Philip.]
 

SIR OLIVER
Zunes, he shall ne’er do that! Marry his sister?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Had he been rul’d by you, he had married her,
But now he marries Master Sunset’s daughter,
And Master Sandfield, yours; I’ve sav’d your oath, sir.
 

PHILIP
Oh, may this blessing hold!
 

SAVORWIT
[Aside] Or else all the liquor runs out.
 

SIR OLIVER
What riddle’s this, madam?
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
A riddle of some fourteen years of age now.
You can remember, madam, that your daughter
Was put to nurse to Master Sunset’s wife.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
True, that we talk’d on lately.
 

SIR OLIVER
I grant that, madam.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Then you shall grant what follows. At that time
You likewise know old Master Sunset here
Grew backward in the world, till his last fortunes
Rais’d him to this estate.
 

SIR OLIVER
Still this we know too.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
His wife, then nurse both to her own and yours,
And both so young, of equal years, and daughters,
Fearing the extremity of her fortunes then
Should fall upon her infant, to prevent it,
She chang’d the children, kept your daughter with her,
And sent her own to you for better fortunes.
So long, enjoin’d by solemn oath unto’t
Upon her death bed, I have conceal’d this;
But now so urg’d, here’s yours, and this is his.
 

SAVORWIT
[Whoop], the joy is come of our side!
 

WEATHERWISE
Hay, I’ll cast mine almanac to the moon too, and strike out a new one for next year!
 

PHILIP
It wants expression, this miraculous blessing!
 

SAVORWIT
Methinks I could spring up and knock my head
Against yon silver ceiling now for joy!
 

WEATHERWISE
By my faith, but I do not mean to follow you there, so I may dash out my brains against Charles’ Wain and come down as wise as a carman.
 

SIR OLIVER
I never wonder’d yet with greater pleasure.
 

LADY TWILIGHT
What tears have I bestow’d on a lost daughter
And left her behind me!
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
This is Grace,
This Jane; now each has her right name and place.
 

SUNSET
I never heard of this.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
I’ll swear you did not, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
How well I have kept mine oath against my will!
Clap hands, and joy go with you. Well said, boys!
 

PHILIP
[To Grace] How art thou bless’d from shame and I from ruin!
 

SAVORWIT
I, from the baker’s ditch, if I’d seen you in.
 

PHILIP
Not possible the whole world to match again
Such grief, such joy, in minutes lost and won.
 

BEVERIL
Whoever knew more happiness in less compass?
Ne’er was poor gentleman so bound to a sister
As I am for the [wittiness] of thy mind;
Not only that thy due, but all our wealth
Shall lie as open as the sun to man
For thy employments, so the charity
Of this dear bosom bids me tell thee now.
 

MISTRESS LOW-WATER
I am her servant for’t.
 

LADY GOLDENFLEECE
Hah, worthy sister!
The government of all I bless thee with.
 

BEVERIL
Come, gentlemen, on all perpetual friendship.
Heaven still relieves what misery would destroy;
Never was night yet of more general joy.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Epilogue
 

[WEATHERWISE]
Now let me see what weather shall we have now.
[Takes out his almanac.]
Hold fair now, and I care not. Mass, full moon, too,
Just between five and six this afternoon!
This happens right: [reading] “The sky for the best part clear,
Save here and there a cloud or two dispers’d.”
That’s some dozen of panders and half a score
Pickpockets; you may know them by their whistle,
And they do well to use that while they may,
For Tyburn cracks the pipe and spoils the music.
What says the destiny of the hour this evening?
Hah! [Reading] “Fear no colours!” By my troth, agreed then:
The red and white looks cheerfully. For know ye all,
The planet’s Jupiter: you should be jovial;
There’s nothing lets it but the sun i’ th’ Dog:
Some bark in corners that will fawn and cog,
Glad of my fragments for their ember week.
The sign’s in Gemini too: both hands should meet;
There should be noise i’ th’ air if all things hap,
Though I love thunder when you make the clap.
Some faults perhaps have slipp’d, I am to answer;
And if in anything your revenge appears,
Send me in with all your fists about mine ears.
 

FINIS.
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Act I Scene 1. 
 

The court
 

Enter the new usurping Tyrant; the Nobles of his faction, Memphonius, Sophonirus, Helvetius, with others; the right heir Govianus, deposed. A sennet.
 

TYRANT
Thus high, my lords, your powers and constant loves
Hath fixed our glories like unmoved stars
That know not what it is to fall or err.
We’re now the kingdom’s love, and he that was
Flattered awhile so stands before us now
Readier for doom than dignity.
 

GOVIANUS
So much
Can the adulterate friendship of mankind,
False fortune’s sister, bring to pass on kings,
And lay usurpers sunning in their glories
Like adders in warm beams.
 

TYRANT
There was but one
In whom my heart took pleasure (amongst women),
One in the whole creation, and in her
You dared to be my rival. Was’t not bold?
Now we are king, she’ll leave the lower path
And find the way to us. Helvetius,
It is thy daughter. Happier than a king
And far above him, for she kneels to thee
Whom we have kneeled to, richer in one smile
That came from her than she in all thy blessings!
If thou be’st proud, thou art to be forgiven;
It is no deadly sin in thee. While she lives,
High lust is not more natural to youth
Than that to thee: be not afraid to die in’t;
’Tis but the sin of joy. There is no gladness
But has a pride it lives by — that’s the oil
That feeds it into flames. Let her be sent for,
And honourably attended, as beseems
Her that we make our queen. My [lords] Memphonius
And Sophonirus, take into your care
The royal business of my heart. Conduct her
With a respect equal with that to us.
If more, it shall be pardon’d; so still err.
You honour us, but ourself honours her.
 

MEMPHONIUS
[Aside] Strange fortune! Does he make his queen of her?
 

Exit Memphonius.
 

SOPHONIRUS
[Aside] I have a wife; would she were so preferred!
I could be but her subject; so I’m now.
I allow her her one friend to stop her mouth
And keep her quiet; give him his table free,
And the huge feeding of his great stone-horse
With which he rides in pomp about the city
Only to speak to gallants in bay-windows.
Marry, his lodging he pays dearly for:
He gets me all my children; there I save by’t.
Beside, I draw my life out by the bargain
Some twelve years longer than the times appointed,
When my young prodigal gallant kicks up’s heels
At one and thirty, and lies dead and rotten
Some five and forty years before I’m coffined.
’Tis the right way to keep a woman honest;
One friend is barricado to a hundred
And keeps ‘em out. Nay, more, a husband’s sure
To have his children all of one man’s getting,
And he that performs best can have no better.
I’m e’en as happy then that save a labour.
 

Exit Sophonirus.
 

TYRANT
Thy honours with thy daughter’s love shall rise;
I shall read thy deservings in her eyes.
 

HELVETIUS
Oh, may they be eternal books of pleasure,
To show you all delight!
 

GOVIANUS
The loss of her sits closer to my heart
Than that of kingdom or the whorish pomp
Of this world’s titles that with flattery swells us
And makes us die like beasts fat for destruction.
Oh, she’s a woman, and her eye will stand
Upon advancement, never weary yonder;
But when she turns her head by chance and sees
The fortunes that are my companions,
She’ll snatch her eyes off, and repent the looking.
 

TYRANT
’Tis well advised. We doom thee, Govianus,
To banishment forever from our kingdom.
 

GOVIANUS
What could be worse to one whose heart is locked
Up in another’s bosom? Banishment!
And why not death? Is that too easy for me?
 

TYRANT
But that the world would call our way to dignity
A path of blood,
It should be the first act in all our reign.
 

GOVIANUS
She’s lost forever. [To Nobles] Farewell, virtuous men,
Too honest for your greatness! Now y’are mightier
Than when we knew the kingdom, your styles heavier.
Then, ponderous nobility, farewell.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
How’s that, sir?
 

GOVIANUS
Weighty and serious. Oh, sir, is it you?
I knew you one and twenty and a lord
When your discretion sucked. Is’t come from nurse yet?
You scorn to be a scholar; you were born better.
You have good lands; that’s the best grounds of learning.
If you can conster but your doctor’s bill,
Pierce your wife’s waiting-women, and decline your tenants
Till they’re all beggars, with new fines and rackings,
Y’are scholar good enough for a lady’s son
That’s born to living. If you list to read,
Ride but to th’ city and bestow your looks
On the court library, the mercers’ books;
They’ll quickly furnish you. Do but entertain
A tailor for your tutor, to expound
All the hard stuff to you, by what name and title
Soever they be called.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
I thank you, sir.
 

GOVIANUS
’Tis happy you have learned so much manners,
Since you have so little wit. Fare you well, sir.
 

TYRANT
Let him be stayed awhile.
 

[SECOND] NOBLE
Stay!
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
You must stay, sir.
 

GOVIANUS
He’s not so honest, sure, to change his mind,
Revoke his doom. Hell has more hope on him.
 

TYRANT
We have not ended yet; the worst part’s coming.
Thy banishment were gentle were that all.
But, t’afflict thy soul, before thou goest
Thou shalt behold the heav’n that thou must lose,
In her that must be mine.
Then to be banished, then to be deprived,
Shows the full torment we provide for thee.
 

GOVIANUS
Here’s a right tyrant now; he will not bate me
Th’ affliction of my soul; he will have all parts
Suffer together.
 

Enter [Memphonius and Sophonirus] with the Lady clad in black.
 

Now I see my loss;
I never shall recover’t. My mind’s beggared.
 

TYRANT
Black! Whence risse that cloud? Can such a thing be seen
In honour’s glorious day, the sky so clear?
Why mourns the kingdom’s mistress? Does she come
To meet advancement in a funeral garment?
Back! She forgot herself. ’Twas too much joy
That bred this error, and we heartily pardon’t.
Go, bring me her hither like an illustrious bride
With her best beams about her: let her jewels
Be worth ten cities; that beseems our mistress,
And not a widow’s case, a suit to weep in.
 

LADY
I am not to be altered.
 

TYRANT
How!
 

LADY
I have a mind
That must be shifted ere I cast off these,
Or I shall wear strange colours. ’Tis not titles
Nor all the bastard honours of this frame
That I am taken with. I come not hither
To please the eye of glory, but of goodness,
And that concerns not you, sir; you’re for greatness.
I dare not deal with you. I have found my match,
And I will never loose him.
 

GOVIANUS
If there be man
Above a king in fortunes, read my story
And you shall find him there. Farewell, poor kingdom.
[To Tyrant] Take it to help thee; thou hast need on’t now.
I see thee in distress, more miserable
Than some thou lay’st taxations on, poor subjects.
Thou art all beset with storms, more overcast
Than ever any man that brightness flattered.
’Tis only wretchedness to be there with thee,
And happiness to be here.
 

TYRANT
Sure some dream crowned me.
If it were possible to be less than nothing,
I wake the man you seek for. There’s the kingdom
Within yon valley fixed, while I stand here
Kissing false hopes upon a frozen mountain,
Without the confines. I am he that’s banished;
The king walks yonder, chose by her affection,
Which is the surer side, for where she goes
Her eye removes the court. What is he here
Can spare a look? They’re all employed on her.
Helvetius! Thou art not worth the waking neither.
I lose but time in thee. Go sleep again.
Like an old man, thou canst do nothing;
Thou tak’st no pain at all to earn thine honours.
Which way shall we be able to pay thee
To thy content, when we receive not ours?
The master of the work must needs decay
When he wants means and sees his servant play.
 

HELVETIUS
[To Lady] Have I bestowed so many blessings on thee
And do they all return to me in a curse?
Is that the use I ha’ for ‘em? Be not to me
A burden ten times heavier than my years.
Thou’dst wont to be kind to me and observe
What I thought pleasing. Go, entreat the king.
 

LADY
I will do more for you, sir; y’are my father.
I’ll kiss him too.
 

[Kisses Govianus.]
 

HELVETIUS
How am I dealt withal!
 

LADY
Why, that’s the usurper, sir; this is the king.
I happened righter than you thought I had.
And were all kingdoms of the earth his own
As sure as this is not, and this dear gentleman
As poor as virtue and almost as friendless,
I would not change this misery for that sceptre,
Wherein I had part with him. Sir, be cheerful.
’Tis not the reeling fortune of great state
Or low condition that I cast mine eye at;
It is the man I seek, the rest I loose
As things unworthy to be kept or noted.
Fortunes are but the outsides of true worth;
It is the mind that sets his master forth.
 

TYRANT
Has there so many bodies been hewn down,
Like trees in progress, to cut out a way
That was ne’er known, for us and our affections,
And is our game so crossed? There stands the first
Of all her kind that ever refused greatness.
A woman to set light by sovereignty!
What age bring her forth and hide that book?
’Tis their desire most commonly to rule
More than their part comes to: sometimes their husbands.
 

HELVETIUS
’Tis in your power, my lord, to force her to you
And pluck her from his arms.
 

TYRANT
Thou talk’st unkindly;
That had been done before thy thought begot it
If my affection could be so hard-hearted
To stand upon such payment. It must come
Gently and kindly, like a debt of love,
Or ’tis not worth receiving.
 

GOVIANUS
Now, usurper,
I wish no happier freedom than the banishment
That thou hast laid upon me.
 

TYRANT
[Aside] Oh, he kills me
At mine own weapon! ’Tis I that live in exile
Should she forsake the land. I’ll feign some cause
Far from the grief itself to call it back. — 
That doom of banishment was but lent to thee
To make a trial of thy factious spirit,
Which flames in thy desire. Thou wouldst be gone:
There is some combination betwixt thee
And foreign plots; thou hast some powers to raise,
Which to prevent, thy banishment we revoke,
Confine thee to thy house nearest our court,
And place a guard about thee. Lord Memphonius,
See it effected.
 

MEMPHONIUS
With best care, my lord.
 

GOVIANUS
Confine me? Here’s my liberty in mine arms;
I wish no better to bring me consent.
Love’s best freedom is close prisonment.
 

Exeunt Lady and Govianus [with Memphonius].
 

TYRANT
Methinks the day e’en darkens at her absence.
I stand as in a shade, when a great cloud
Muffles the sun, whose beams shine afar off
On tow’rs and mountains, but I keep the valleys,
The place that is last served.
 

HELVETIUS
My lord.
 

TYRANT
Your reason, sir.
 

HELVETIUS
Your grace is mild to all but your own bosom.
They should have both been sent to several prisons,
And not committed to each other’s arms.
There’s a hot durance. He’ll ne’er wish more freedom.
 

TYRANT
’Tis true; let ‘em be both forced back.
Stay, we command you!
Thou talk’st not like a statesman. Had my wrath
Took hold of such extremity at first,
They’d lived suspectful still, warned by their fears;
Where, now that liberty makes ‘em more secure,
I’ll take ‘em at my pleasure. It gives thee
Freer access to play the father for us
And ply her to our will.
 

HELVETIUS
Mass, so it does,
Let a man think on’t twice! Your grace hath happened
Upon a strange way, yet it proves the nearest.
 

TYRANT
Nay, more, to vex his soul give command straight
They be divided into several rooms,
Where he may only have a sight of her,
To his mind’s torment, but his arms and lips
Locked up like felons from her.
 

HELVETIUS
Now you win me.
I like that cruelty passing well, my lord.
 

TYRANT
Give order with all speed.
 

HELVETIUS
Though I be old,
I need no spur, my lord. Honour pricks me.
I do beseech your grace, look cheerfully.
You shall not want content, if it be locked
In any blood of mine: the key’s your own;
You shall command the wards.
 

TYRANT
Say’st thou so, sir?
I were ingrateful, then, should I see thee
Want honour, that provides content for me.
 

Exeunt. A flourish.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

Anselmus’ house
 

Enter Lord Anselmus, the deposed king’s brother, with his friend Votarius.
 

VOTARIUS
Pray, sir, confine your thoughts and excuse me.
Methinks the deposed king your brother’s sorrow
Should find you business enough.
 

ANSELMUS
How, Votarius!
Sorrow for him? Weak ignorance talks not like thee.
Why, he was never happier.
 

VOTARIUS
Pray prove that, sir.
 

ANSELMUS
H’as lost the kingdom, but his mind’s restored.
Which is the larger empire? Prithee tell me.
Dominions have their limits; the whole earth
Is but a prisoner, nor the sea her jailor,
That with a silver hoop locks in her body;
They’re fellow prisoners, though the sea look bigger
Because he is in office and pride swells him.
But the unbounded kingdom of the mind
Is as unlimitable as heav’n,
That glorious court of spirits, all honest courtiers.
Sir, if thou lov’st me, turn thine eye to me
And look not after him that needs thee not.
My brother’s well attended; peace and pleasure
Are never from his sight. He has his mistress;
She brought those servants and bestowed them on him.
But who brings mine?
 

VOTARIUS
Had you not both long since
By a kind, worthy lady, your chaste wife?
 

ANSELMUS
That’s it that I take pains with thee to be sure of.
What true report can I send to my soul
Of that I know not? We must only think
Our ladies are good people, and so live with ‘em,
A fine security for them! Our own thoughts
Make the best fools of us; next to them, our wives.
But say she’s all chaste, yet, is that her goodness?
What labour is’t for woman to keep constant
That’s never tried or tempted? Where’s her fight?
The war’s within her breast, her honest anger
Against the impudence of flesh and hell.
So let me know the lady of my rest
Or I shall never sleep well. Give not me
The thing that is thought good, but what’s approved so.
So wise men choose. Oh, what a lazy virtue
Is chastity in a woman if no sin
Should lay temptation to’t! Prithee set to her,
And bring my peace along with thee.
 

VOTARIUS
You put to me
A business that will do my words more shame
Than ever they got honour among women.
Lascivious courtings among sinful mistresses
Come ever seasonably, please best.
But let the boldest ruffian touch the ear
Of modest ladies with adulterous sounds,
Their very looks confound him and force grace
Into that cheek where impudence sets her seal.
That work is never undertook with courage
That makes his master blush. However, sir,
What profit can return to you by knowing
That which you do already, with more toil?
Must a man needs, in having a rich diamond,
Put it between a hammer and an anvil
And, not believing the true worth and value,
Break it in pieces to find out the goodness,
And in the finding lose it? Good sir, think on’t!
Nor does it taste of wit to try their strengths
That are created sickly, nor of manhood.
We ought not to put blocks in women’s ways,
For some too often fall upon plain ground.
Let me dissuade you, sir.
 

ANSELMUS
Have I a friend?
And has my love so little interest in him
That I must trust some stranger with my heart
And go to seek him out?
 

VOTARIUS
Nay, hark you, sir.
I am so jealous of your weakness
That, rather than you should lie prostituted
Before a stranger’s triumph, I would venture
A whole hour’s shaming for you.
 

ANSELMUS
Be worth thy word, then.
 

Enter Wife.
 

Yonder she comes. [Aside] I’ll have an ear to you both.
I love to have such things at the first hand. [Retires.]
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] I’ll put him off with somewhat; guile in this
Falls in with honest dealing. Oh, who could move
Adultery to yon face? So rude a sin
May not come near the meekness of her eye.
My client’s cause looks so dishonestly
I’ll ne’er be seen to plead in’t.
 

WIFE
What, Votarius!
 

VOTARIUS
Good morrow, virtuous madam.
 

WIFE
Was my lord
Seen lately here?
 

VOTARIUS
He’s newly walked forth, lady.
 

WIFE
How was he attended?
 

VOTARIUS
Faith, I think with none, madam.
 

WIFE
That sorrow for the king his brother’s fortune
Prevails too much with him, and leads him strangely
From company and delight.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] How she’s beguiled in him!
There’s no such natural touch, search all his bosom. — 
That grief’s too bold with him indeed, sweet madam,
And draws him from the pleasure of his time,
But ’tis a business of affection
That must be done. We owe a pity, madam,
To all men’s misery, but especially
To those afflictions that claim kindred of us:
We’re forced to feel ‘em; all compassion else
Is but a work of charity, this, of nature,
And ties our pity in a bond of blood.
 

WIFE
Yet, sir, there is a date set to all sorrows.
Nothing is everlasting in this world.
Your counsel will prevail; persuade him, good sir,
To fall into life’s happiness again
And leave the desolate path. I want his company.
He walks at midnight in thick shady woods
Where scarce the moon is starlight. I have watched him
In silver nights when all the earth was dressed
Up like a virgin in white innocent beams;
Stood in my window, cold and thinly clad,
T’observe him through the bounty of the moon
That liberally bestowed her graces on me.
And when the morning dew began to fall,
Then was my time to weep. H’as lost his kindness,
Forgot the way of wedlock, and become
A stranger to the joys and rites of love.
He’s not so good as a lord ought to be;
Pray tell him so from me, sir.
 

VOTARIUS
That will I, madam.
 

Exit Wife.
 

Now must I dress a strange dish for his humour.
 

ANSELMUS
[Aside] Call you this courting? Life, not one word near it!
There was no syllable but was twelve score off.
My faith, hot temptation! Woman’s chastity
In such a conflict had great need of one
To keep the bridge. ’Twas dangerous for the time.
Why, what fantastic faiths are in these days
Made without substance! Whom should a man trust
In matters about love?
 

[Comes forward.]
 

VOTARIUS
Mass, here he comes too!
 

ANSELMUS
How now, Votarius? What’s the news for us?
 

VOTARIUS
You set me to a task, sir, that will find
Ten ages work enough, and then unfinished.
Bring sin before her? Why, it stands more quaking
Than if a judge should frown on’t. Three such fits
Would shake it into goodness, and quite beggar
The under-kingdom. Not the art of man,
Woman, or devil — 
 

ANSELMUS
Oh, peace, man! Prithee, peace!
 

VOTARIUS
Can make her fit for lust.
 

ANSELMUS
Yet again, sir?
Where lives that mistress of thine, Votarius,
That taught thee to dissemble? I’d fain learn.
She makes good scholars.
 

VOTARIUS
How, my lord!
 

ANSELMUS
Thou art the son of falsehood. Prithee leave me.
How truly constant, charitable, and helpful
Is woman unto woman in affairs
That touch affection and the peace of spirit,
But man to man how crooked and unkind!
I thank my jealousy I heard thee all,
For I heard nothing; now thou’rt sure I did.
 

VOTARIUS
Now, by this light, then, wipe but off this score,
Since y’are so bent, and if I ever run
In debt again to falsehood and dissemblance
For want of better means, tear the remembrance of me
From your best thoughts.
 

ANSELMUS
For thy vow’s sake, I pardon thee.
Thy oath is now sufficient watch itself
Over thy actions. I discharge my jealousy;
I ha’ no more use for’t now. To give thee way,
I’ll have an absence made purposely for thee
And presently take horse. I’ll leave behind me
An opportunity that shall fear no starting;
Let but thy pains deserve it.
 

VOTARIUS
I am bound to’t.
 

ANSELMUS
For a small time, farewell, then. Hark thee — 
 

VOTARIUS
Oh, good sir,
It will do wondrous well!
 

Exit Anselmus.
 

What a wild seed
Suspicion sows in him, and takes small ground for’t!
How happy were this lord if he would leave
To tempt his fate and be resolved he were so;
He would be but too rich.
Man has some enemy still that keeps him back
In all his fortunes, and his mind is his,
And that’s a mighty adversary. I had rather
Have twenty kings my enemies than that part,
For let me be at war with earth and hell
So that be friends with me. I ha’ sworn to make
A trial of her faith; I must put on.
 

Enter Wife.
 

A courtier’s face and do’t; mine own will shame me.
 

WIFE
This is most strange of all. How one distraction
Seconds another!
 

VOTARIUS
What’s the news, sweet madam?
 

WIFE
H’as took his horse, but left his leave untaken.
What should I think on’t, sir? Did ever lord
Depart so rudely from his lady’s presence?
 

VOTARIUS
Did he forget your lip?
 

WIFE
He forgot all
That nobleness remembers.
 

VOTARIUS
I’m ashamed on him.
Let me help, madam, to repair his manners
And mend that unkind faith.
 

[Attempts to kiss her.]
 

WIFE
Sir, pray forbear!
You forget worse than he.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] So virtue save me,
I have enough already.
 

WIFE
’Tis himself
Must make amends, good sir, for his own faults.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] I would he’d do’t, then, and ne’er trouble me in’t. — 
But, madam, you perceive he takes the course
To be far off from that. He’s rode from home;
But his unkindness stays, and keeps with you.
Let whose will please his wife, he rides his horse;
That’s all the care he takes. I pity you, madam;
Y’ave an unpleasing lord: would ‘twere not so.
I should rejoice with you.
You’re young; the very spring’s upon you now:
The roses on your cheeks are but new blown.
Take you together, y’are a pleasant garden
Where all the sweetness of man’s comfort breathes.
But what is it to be a work of beauty
And want the heart that should delight in you?
You still retain your goodness in yourselves,
But then you lose your glory, which is all.
The grace of every benefit is the use,
And is’t not pity you should want your grace?
Look you like one whose lord should walk in groves
About the peace of midnight? Alas, madam,
’Tis to me wondrous how you should spare the day
From amorous clips, much less the general season
When all the world’s a gamester.
That face deserves a friend of heart and spirit,
Discourse, and motion, indeed such a one
That should observe you, madam, without ceasing,
And not a weary lord.
 

WIFE
Sure I was married, sir,
In a dear year of love, when scarcity
And famine of affection vexed poor ladies,
Which makes my heart so needy; it ne’er knew
Plenty of comfort yet.
 

VOTARIUS
Why, that’s your folly,
To keep your mind so miserably, madam.
Change into better times; I’ll lead you to ‘em.
What bounty shall your friend expect for his!
Oh, you that can be hard to your own heart,
How would you use your friend’s? If I thought kindly,
I’d be the man myself should serve your pleasure.
 

WIFE
How, sir!
 

VOTARIUS
Nay, and ne’er miss you too. I’d not come sneaking
Like a retainer once a week or so
To show myself before you for my livery.
I’d follow business like a household servant;
Carry my work before me, and dispatch
Before my lord be up, and make no words on’t:
The sign of a good servant.
 

WIFE
’Tis not friendly done, sir,
To take a lady at advantage thus,
Set all her wrongs before her, and then tempt her.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] Heart, I grow fond myself! ’Twas well she waked me
Before the dead sleep of adultery took me;
’Twas stealing on me. Up, you honest thoughts,
And keep watch for your master! I must hence:
I do not like my health; ‘t ‘as a strange relish.
Pray heav’n I plucked mine eyes back time enough!
I’ll never see her more. I praised the garden,
But little thought a bed of snakes lay hid in’t.
 

WIFE
[Aside] I know not how I am. I’ll call my woman. — 
Stay, for I fear thou’rt too far gone already.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] I’ll see her but once more. Do thy worst, love;
Thou art too young, fond boy, to master me. — 
I come to tell you, madam, and that plainly,
I’ll see your face no more. Take ‘t how you please.
 

WIFE
You will not offer violence to me, sir,
In my lord’s absence? What does that touch you
If I want comfort?
 

VOTARIUS
Will you take your answer?
 

WIFE
It is not honest in you to tempt woman;
When her distresses take away her strength,
How is she able to withstand her enemy?
 

VOTARIUS
I would fain leave your sight and I could possible.
 

WIFE
What is’t to you, good sir, if I be pleased
To weep myself away, and run thus violently
Into the arms of death, and kiss destruction?
Does this concern you now?
 

VOTARIUS
Ay, marry, does it!
What serve these arms for but to pluck you back,
These lips but to prevent all other tasters
And keep that cup of nectar for themselves?
[Aside] Heart, I’m beguiled again! Forgive me, heav’n;
My lips have been naught with her. Sin’s mere witchcraft.
Break all the engines of life’s frame in pieces,
I will be master once, and whip the boy
Home to his mother’s lap. Face, fare thee well.
 

Exit Votarius.
 

WIFE
Votarius? Sir? My friend? Thanks heav’n, he’s gone,
And he shall never come so near again.
I’ll have my frailty watched ever; henceforward
I’ll no more trust it single; it betrays me
Into the hands of folly! Where’s my woman?
 

Enter Leonella.
 

My trusty Leonella!
 

LEONELLA
Call you, madam?
 

WIFE
Call I; I want attendance. Where are you?
 

LEONELLA
Never far from you, madam.
 

WIFE
Pray be nearer,
Or there is some that will and thank you too;
Nay, perhaps bribe you to be absent from me.
 

LEONELLA
How, madam!
 

WIFE
Is that strange to a lady’s woman?
There are such things i’ th’ world, many such buyers
And sellers of a woman’s name and honour,
Though you be young in bribes, and never came
To the flesh market yet. Beshrew your heart
For keeping so long from me!
 

LEONELLA
What ail you, madam?
 

WIFE
Somewhat commands me, and takes all the power
Of myself from me.
 

LEONELLA
What should that be, lady?
 

WIFE
When did you see Votarius?
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Is that next?
Nay, then, I have your ladyship in the wind. — 
I saw him lately, madam.
 

WIFE
Whom didst see?
 

LEONELLA
Votarius.
 

WIFE
What have I to do with him
More than another man? Say he be fair,
And his parts proper both of mind and body,
You praise him but in vain in telling me so.
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Yea, madam, are you prattling in your sleep?
’Tis well my lord and you lie in two beds.
 

WIFE
I was ne’er so ill. I thank you, Leonella,
My negligent woman! Here you showed your service.
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Life, have I power or means to stop a sluice
At a high water? What would sh’ave me do in’t?
 

WIFE
I charge thee, while thou liv’st with me, henceforward
Use not an hour’s absence from my sight.
 

Exit [Wife].
 

LEONELLA
By my faith, madam, you shall pardon me.
I have a love of mine own to look to,
And he must have his breakfast. Pist! Bellarius!
 

Enter Bellarius muffled in his cloak.
 

BELLARIUS
Leonella?
 

LEONELLA
Come forth, and show yourself a gentleman,
Although most commonly they hide their heads
As you do there, methinks. And why a taffety muffler?
Show your face, man. I’m not ashamed on you.
 

BELLARIUS
I fear the servants.
 

LEONELLA
And they fear their mistress, and ne’er think on you.
Their thoughts are upon dinner and great dishes.
If one thing hap (impossible to fail to,
I can see so far in’t) you shall walk boldly, sir,
And openly in view through every room
About the house; and let the proudest meet thee,
I charge you give no way to ‘em.
 

BELLARIUS
How thou talk’st!
 

LEONELLA
I can avoid the fool, and give you reason for’t.
 

BELLARIUS
’Tis more than I should do, if I asked more on thee.
I prithee tell me how.
 

LEONELLA
With ease, i’faith, sir.
My lady’s heart is wondrous busy, sir,
About the entertainment of a friend too,
And she and I must bear with one another
Or we shall make but a mad house betwixt us.
 

BELLARIUS
I’m bold to throw my cloak off at this news,
Which I ne’er durst before, and kiss thee freelier!
What is he, sirrah?
 

LEONELLA
Faith, an indifferent fellow
With good long legs, a near friend of my lord’s.
 

BELLARIUS
A near friend of my lady’s, you would say!
His name, I prithee?
 

LEONELLA
One Votarius, sir.
 

BELLARIUS
What sayest thou?
 

LEONELLA
He walks under the same title.
 

BELLARIUS
The only enemy that my life can show me!
 

LEONELLA
Your enemy? Let my spleen then alone with him.
Stay you your anger; I’ll confound him for you.
 

BELLARIUS
As how, I prithee?
 

LEONELLA
I’ll prevent his venery;
He shall ne’er lie with my lady.
 

BELLARIUS
Troth, I thank you!
Life, that’s the way to save him! Art thou mad?
Whereas the other way he confounds himself
And lies more naked to revenge and mischief.
 

LEONELLA
Then let him lie with her, and the devil go with him!
He shall have all my furtherance.
 

BELLARIUS
Why, now you pray heartily, and speak to purpose.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Govianus’ house
 

Enter the Lady of Govianus, with a Servant.
 

LADY
Who is’t would speak with us?
 

SERVANT
My lord your father.
 

LADY
My father? Pray make haste; he waits too long.
Entreat him hither.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

In despite of all
The tyrant’s cruelties, we have got that friendship
E’en of the guard that he has placed about us:
My lord and I have free access together,
As much as I would ask of liberty.
They’ll trust us largely now, and keep sometimes
Three hours from us, a rare courtesy
In jailor’s children.
 

Enter Helvetius.
 

Some mild news, I hope,
Comes with my father. No, his looks are sad.
There is some further tyranny. Let it fall;
Our constant suff’rings shall amaze it.
 

[Kneels to Helvetius.]
 

HELVETIUS
Rise;
I will not bless thee. Thy obedience
Is after custom, as most rich men pray,
Whose saint is only fashion and vainglory.
So ’tis with thee in thy dissembled duty:
There is no religion in’t, no reverent love,
Only for fashion and the praise of men.
 

LADY
Why should you think so, sir?
 

HELVETIUS
Think? You come too late
If you seek there for me. I know’t and see’t.
I’ll sooner give my blessing to a drunkard,
Whom the ridiculous power of wine makes humble
As foolish use makes thee. Base-spirited girl,
That canst not think above disgrace and beggary
When glory is set for thee and thy seed,
Advancement for thy father, beside joy
Able to make a latter spring in me
In this my fourscore summer, and renew me
With a reversion yet of heat and youth!
But the dejection of thy mind and spirit
Makes me, thy father, guilty of a fault
That draws thy birth in question, and e’en wrongs
Thy mother in her ashes being at peace
With heav’n and man. Had not her life and virtues
Been seals unto her faith, I should think thee now
The work of some hired servant, some house-tailor,
And no one part of my endeavour in thee!
Had I neglected greatness, or not rather
Pursued almost to my eternal hazard,
Thou’dst ne’er been a lord’s daughter.
 

LADY
Had I been
A shepherd’s, I’d been happier and more peaceful.
 

HELVETIUS
Thy very seed will curse thee in thy age
When they shall hear the story of thy weakness:
How in thy youth thy fortunes tendered thee
A kingdom for thy servant, which thou lefts
Basely to serve thyself. What dost thou in this
But merely cozen thy posterity
Of royalty and succession, and thyself
Of dignity present?
 

LADY
Sir, your king did well
‘Mongst all his nobles to pick out yourself
And send you with these words. His politic grace
Knew what he did, for well he might imagine
None else should have been heard; they’d had their answer
Before the question had been half way thorough.
But, dearest sir, I owe to you a reverence,
A debt which both begins and ends with life,
Never till then discharged, ’tis so long-lasting.
Yet could you be more precious than a father,
Which, next a husband, is the richest treasure
Mortality can show us, you should pardon me
(And yet confess too that you found me kind)
To hear your words, though I withstood your mind.
 

HELVETIUS
Say you so, daughter? Troth, I thank you kindly.
I am in hope to rise well by your means,
Or you to raise yourself. We’re both beholding to you.
Well, since I cannot win you, I commend you;
I praise your constancy and pardon you.
Take Govianus to you, make the most of him;
Pick out your husband there, so you’ll but grant me
One light request that follows.
 

LADY
Heaven forbid else, sir!
 

HELVETIUS
Give me the choosing of your friend, that’s all.
 

LADY
How, sir? My friend? A light request indeed.
Somewhat too light, sir, either for my wearing
Or your own gravity, and you look on’t well.
 

HELVETIUS
Push, talk like a courtier, girl, not like a fool!
Thou know’st the end of greatness, and hast wit
Above the flight of twenty feathered mistresses
That glister in the sun of princes’ favours.
Thou hast discourse in thee, fit for a king’s fellowship,
A princely carriage and astonishing presence.
What should a husband do with all this goodness?
Alas, one end an’t is too much for him;
Nor is it fit a subject should be master
Of such a jewel. ’Tis in the king’s power
To take it for the forfeit; but I come
To bear thee gently to his bed of honours,
All force forgotten. He commends him to thee
With more than the humility of a servant,
That since thou wilt not yield to be his queen,
Be yet his mistress: he shall be content
With that or nothing; he shall ask no more.
And with what easiness that is performed,
Most of your women know. Having a husband,
That kindness costs thee nothing; y’ave that in
All over and above to your first bargain,
And that’s a brave advantage for a woman
If she be wise, as I suspect not thee.
And having youth, and beauty, and a husband,
Thou’st all the wish of woman. Take thy time, then;
Make thy best market.
 

LADY
Can you assure me, sir,
Whether my father spake this, or some spirit
Of evil-wishing that has for a time
Hired his voice of him, to beguile me that way,
Presuming on his power and my obedience?
I’d gladly know, that I might frame my answer
According to the speaker.
 

HELVETIUS
How now, baggage!
Am I in question with thee? Does thy scorn cast
So think an ignorance before thine eyes
That I am forgotten too? Who is’t speaks to thee
But I thy father?
 

Enter Govianus discharging a pistol. [Helvetius falls.]
 

GOVIANUS
The more monstrous he!
Art down but with the bare voice of my fury?
Up, ancient sinner; thou’rt but mocked with death.
I missed thee purposely; thank this dear creature.
Oh, hast thou been anything beside her father
I’d made a fearful separation on thee:
I would have sent thy soul to a darker prison
Than any made of clay, and thy dead body
As a token to the lustful king thy master!
Art thou struck down so soon with the short sound
Of this small earthen instrument, and dost thou
So little fear th’ eternal noise of hell?
What’s she? Does she not bear thy daughter’s name?
How stirs thy blood, sir? Is there a dead feeling
Of all things fatherly and honest in thee?
Say thou couldst be content, for greatness’ sake,
To end the last act of thy life in panderism
(As you perhaps will say your betters do),
Must it needs follow that unmanly sin
Can work upon the weakness of no woman
But hers whose name and honour natural love
Bids thee preserve more charily than eyesight,
Health, or thy sense? Can promotion’s thirst
Make such a father? Turn a grave old lord
To a white-headed squire? Make him so base
To buy his honours with his daughter’s soul
And the perpetual shaming of his blood?
Hast thou the leisure, thou forgetful man,
To think upon advancement at these years?
What wouldst thou do with greatness? Dost thou hope
To fray death with’t, or hast thou that conceit
That honour will restore thy youth again?
Thou art but mocked, old fellow: ’tis not so;
Thy hopes abuse thee. Follow thine own business
And list not to the sirens of the world.
Alas, thou hadst more need kneel at an altar
Than to a chair of state,
And search thy conscience for thy sins of youth:
That’s work enough for age; it needs no greater.
Thou’rt called within: thy very eyes look inward
To teach thy thoughts the way, and thy affections;
But miserable notes that conscience sings
That cannot truly pray, for flattering kings.
 

HELVETIUS
This was well searched indeed, and without favouring.
Blessing reward thee! Such a wound as mine
Did need a pitiless surgeon. Smart on, soul;
Thou’t feel the less hereafter. Sir, I thank you;
I ever saw my life in a false glass
Until this friendly hour. With what fair faces
My sins would look on me! But now truth shows ‘em,
How loathsome and how monstrous are their forms.
 

[Kneels to Govianus.]
 

Be you my king and master still; henceforward
My knee shall know no other earthly lord.
Well may I spend this life to do you service,
That sets my soul in her eternal way.
 

GOVIANUS
Rise, rise, Helvetius!
 

HELVETIUS
I’ll see both your hands
Set to my pardon first.
 

GOVIANUS
Mine shall bring hers.
 

LADY
Now, sir, I honour you for your goodness chiefly.
Y’are my most worthy father: you speak like him;
The first voice was not his. My joy and reverence
Strive which should be most seen. [As they raise him] Let our hands, sir,
Raise you from earth thus high, and may it prove
The first ascent of your immortal rising,
Never to fall again.
 

HELVETIUS
A spring of blessings
Keep ever with thee, and the fruit thy lord’s.
 

GOVIANUS
I ha’ lost an enemy and have found a father.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

Anselmus’ house
 

Enter Votarius sadly.
 

VOTARIUS
All’s gone; there’s nothing but the prodigal left:
I have played away my soul at one short game
Where e’en the winner loses.
Pursuing sin, how often did I shun thee!
How swift art thou afoot, beyond man’s goodness,
Which has a lazy pace! So was I catched.
A curse upon the cause! Man in these days
Is not content to have his lady honest,
And so rest pleased with her without more toil,
But he must have her tried, forsooth, and tempted;
And when she proves a quean then he lies quiet,
Like one that has a watch of curious making,
Thinking to be more cunning than the workman,
Never gives over tamp’ring with the wheels
Till either spring be weakened, balance bowed,
Or some wrong pin put in, and so spoils all.
How I could curse myself! Most business else
Delight[s] in the dispatch; that’s the best grace to’t.
Only this work of blind, repented lust
Hangs shame and sadness on his master’s cheek.
Yet wise men take no warning — 
 

Enter Wife.
 

Nor can I now.
Her very sight strikes my repentance backward;
It cannot stand against her. Chamber thoughts
And words that have sport in ‘em, they’re for ladies.
 

WIFE
My best and dearest servant!
 

VOTARIUS
Worthiest mistress!
 

Enter Leonella.
 

[LEONELLA]
Madam!
 

WIFE
Who’s that? My woman? She’s myself.
Proceed, sir.
 

LEONELLA
Not if you love your honour, madam.
I came to give you warning my lord’s come.
 

VOTARIUS
How!
 

WIFE
My lord!
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Alas, poor vessels, how this tempest tosses ‘em!
They’re driven both asunder in a twinkling;
Down goes the sails here, and main mast yonder.
Here rides a bark with better fortune yet;
I fear no tossing, come what weather will.
I have a trick to hold out water still.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] His very name shoots like a fever through me,
Now hot, now cold. Which cheek shall I turn toward him,
For fear he should read guiltiness in my looks?
I would he would keep from home like a wise man;
’Tis no place for him now. I would not see him
Of any friend alive. It is not fit
We two should come together; we have abused
Each other mightily: he used me ill
To employ me thus, and I ha’ used him worse.
I’m too much even with him.
 

Enter Anselmus.
 

Yonder’s a sight on him.
 

WIFE
My loved and honoured lord! Most welcome, sir.
 

[They kiss.]
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Oh, there’s a kiss! Methinks my lord might taste
Dissimulation rank in’t, if he had wit.
He takes but of the breath of his friend’s lip.
A second kiss is here, but that she keeps
For her first friend. We women have no cunning!
 

WIFE
You parted strangely from me.
 

ANSELMUS
That’s forgotten.
Votarius! I make speed to be in thine arms.
 

[Embraces Votarius.]
 

VOTARIUS
You never come too soon, sir.
 

ANSELMUS
How goes business?
 

VOTARIUS
Pray think upon some other subject, sir.
What news at court?
 

ANSELMUS
Pish, answer me!
 

VOTARIUS
Alas, sir, would you have me work by wonders,
To strike fire out of ice? Y’are a strange lord, sir.
Put me to possible things and find ‘em finished
At your return to me. I can say no more.
 

ANSELMUS
[Taking him aside] I see by this thou didst not try her throughly.
 

VOTARIUS
How, sir, not throughly! By this light, he lives not
That could make trial of a woman better.
 

ANSELMUS
I fear thou wast too slack.
 

VOTARIUS
Good faith, you wrong me, sir.
She never found it so.
 

ANSELMUS
Then I’ve a jewel,
And nothing shall be thought too precious for her.
I may advance my forehead and boast purely.
Methinks I see her worth with clear eyes now.
Oh, when a man’s opinion is at peace,
’Tis a fine life to marry! No state’s like it.
[To Wife] My worthy lady, freely I confess
To thy wronged heart, my passion had alate
Put rudeness on me, which I now put off.
I will no more seem so unfashionable
For pleasure and the chamber of a lady.
 

WIFE
I’m glad you’re changed so well, sir.
 

VOTARIUS
[Aside] Thank himself for’t.
 

Exeunt Wife and Anselmus.
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] This comes like physic when the party’s dead.
Flows kindness now, when ’tis so ill deserved?
This is the fortune still. Well, for this trick,
I’ll save my husband and his friend a labour;
I’ll never marry as long as I’m honest,
For commonly queans have the kindest husbands.
 

Exit Leonella, manet Votarius.
 

VOTARIUS
I do not like his company now; ’tis irksome.
His eye offends me. Methinks ’tis not kindly
We two should live together in one house,
And ’tis impossible to remove me hence.
I must not give way first. She is my mistress,
And that’s a degree kinder than a wife.
Women are always better to their friends
Than to their husbands, and more true to them.
Then let the worst give place, whom she ‘as least need on,
He that can best be spared, and that’s her husband.
I do not like his overboldness with her;
He’s too familiar with the face I love.
I fear the sickness of affection;
I feel a grudging on’t. I shall grow jealous
E’en of that pleasure which she has by law,
I shall go so near with her!
 

Enter Bellarius passing over the stage.
 

Ha, what’s he?
Life, ’tis Bellarius, my rank enemy!
Mine eye snatched so much sight of him. What’s his business?
His face half darkened, stealing through the house
With a whoremaster’s pace: I like it not.
This lady will be served like a great woman,
With more attendants, I perceive, than one;
She has her shift of friends. My enemy one?
Do we both shun each other’s company
In all assemblies public, at all meetings,
And drink to one another in one mistress?
My very thought’s my poison. ’Tis high time
To seek for help. Where is our head physician?
A doctor of my making and that lecher’s!
Oh, woman, when thou once leav’st to be good,
Thou car’st not who stands next thee! Every sin
Is a companion for thee, for thy once-cracked honesty
Is like the breaking of whole money:
It never comes to good, but wastes away.
 

Enter Anselmus.
 

ANSELMUS
Votarius.
 

VOTARIUS
Ha!
 

ANSELMUS
We miss you, sir, within.
 

VOTARIUS
I missed you more without. Would you had come sooner, sir!
 

ANSELMUS
Why, what’s the business?
 

VOTARIUS
You should ha’ seen a fellow,
A common bawdy-house ferret, one Bellarius,
Steal through this room, his whorish barren face
Three-quarters muffled. He is somewhere hid
About the house, sir.
 

ANSELMUS
Which way took the villain,
That marriage felon, one that robs the mind,
Twenty times worse than any highway striker?
Speak, which way took he?
 

VOTARIUS
Marry, my lord, I think — 
Let me see, which way was’t now? Up yon stairs.
 

ANSELMUS
The way to chamb’ring! Did not I say still
All thy temptations were too faint and lazy?
Thou didst not play ‘em home.
 

VOTARIUS
To tell you true, sir,
I found her yielding ere I left her last,
And wavering in her faith.
 

ANSELMUS
Did not I think so?
 

VOTARIUS
That makes me suspect him.
 

ANSELMUS
Why, partial man!
Couldst thou hide this from me, so dearly sought for,
And rather waste thy pity upon her?
Thou’rt not so kind as my heart praised thee to me.
Hark!
 

VOTARIUS
’Tis his footing, certain.
 

ANSELMUS
Are you chambered?
I’ll fetch you from aloft.
 

Exit Anselmus.
 

VOTARIUS
He takes my work
And toils to bring me ease. This use I’ll make on him:
His care shall watch to keep all strange thieves out
Whiles I familiarly go in and rob him
Like one that knows the house.
But how has rashness and my jealousy used me!
Out of my vengeance to mine enemy
Confessed her yielding, I have locked myself
From mine own liberty with that key. Revenge
Does no man good but to his greatest harm.
Suspect and malice, like a mingled cup,
Made me soon drunk. I knew not what I spoke,
And that may get me pardon.
 

Enter Anselmus, a dagger in his hand, with Leonella.
 

LEONELLA
Why, my lord!
 

ANSELMUS
Confess, thou mystical panderess! Run, Votarius,
To the back gate; the guilty slave leaped out
And scaped me so. This strumpet locked him up
In her own chamber!
 

Exit Votarius.
 

LEONELLA
Hold, my lord! I might;
He is my husband, sir!
 

ANSELMUS
Oh, soul of cunning!
Came that arch-subtlety from thy lady’s counsel
Or thine own sudden craft? Confess to me
How oft thou hast been a bawd to their close actions,
Or all thy light goes out!
 

LEONELLA
My lord, believe me,
In troth, I love a man too well myself
To bring him to my mistress.
 

ANSELMUS
Leave thy sporting,
Or my next offer makes thy heart weep blood!
 

LEONELLA
Oh, spare that strength, my lord, and I’ll reveal
A secret that concerns you, for this does not.
 

ANSELMUS
Back, back, my fury, then:
It shall not touch thy breast. Speak freely. What is’t?
 

LEONELLA
Votarius and my lady are false gamesters;
They use foul play, my lord.
 

ANSELMUS
Thou liest!
 

LEONELLA
Reward me then
For all together; if it prove not so,
I’ll never bestow time to ask your pity.
 

ANSELMUS
Votarius and thy lady! ‘Twill ask days
Ere it be settled in belief. So, rise;
Go get thee to thy chamber.
 

Exit.
 

LEONELLA
A pox on you!
You hindered me of better business, thank you.
H’as frayed a secret from me; would he were whipped!
Faith, from a woman a thing’s quickly slipped.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

The court
 

Enter the Tyrant with Sophonirus, Memphonius, and other Nobles. A flourish.
 

TYRANT
My joys have all false hearts; there’s nothing true to me
That’s either kind or pleasant. I’m hardly dealt withal.
I must not miss her; I want her sight too long.
Where’s this old fellow?
 

SOPHONIRUS
Here’s one, my lord, of threescore and sev’nteen.
 

TYRANT
Push, that old limber ass puts in his head still!
Helvetius! Where is he?
 

MEMPHONIUS
Not yet returned, my lord.
 

Enter Helvetius.
 

TYRANT
Your lordship lies.
Here comes the kingdom’s father. Who amongst you
Dares say this worthy man has not made speed?
I would fain hear that fellow.
 

SOPHONIRUS
[Aside] I’ll not be he.
I like the standing of my head too well
To have it mended.
 

TYRANT
[To Helvetius] Thy sight quickens me.
I find a better health when thou art present
Than all times else can bring me! Is the answer
As pleasing as thyself?
 

HELVETIUS
Of what, my lord?
 

TYRANT
Of what? Fie, no! He did not say so, did he?
 

SOPHONIRUS
Oh, no, my lord, not he spoke no such word.
[Aside] I’ll say as he would ha’t, for I’d be loath
To have my body used like butcher’s meat.
 

TYRANT
When comes she to our bed?
 

HELVETIUS
Who, my lord?
 

TYRANT
Hark!
You heard that plain amongst you?
 

SOPHONIRUS
Oh, my lord,
As plain as my wife’s tongue, that drowns a sance bell.
[Aside] Let me alone to lay about for honour;
I’ll shift for one.
 

TYRANT
When comes the lady, sir,
That Govianus keeps?
 

HELVETIUS
Why, that’s my daughter.
 

TYRANT
Oh, is it so? Have you unlocked your memory?
What says she to us?
 

HELVETIUS
Nothing.
 

TYRANT
How thou tempt’st us!
What didst thou say to her, being sent from us?
 

HELVETIUS
More than was honest, yet it was but little.
 

TYRANT
How cruelly thou work’st upon our patience,
Having advantage ‘cause thou art her father!
But be not bold too far; if duty leave thee,
Respect will fall from us.
 

HELVETIUS
Have I kept life
So long till it looks white upon my head,
Been threescore years a courtier, and a flatterer
Not above threescore hours, which time’s repented
Amongst my greatest follies, and am I at these days
Fit for no place but bawd to mine own flesh?
You’ll prefer all your old courtiers to good services.
If your lust keep but hot some twenty winters,
We are like to have a virtuous world of wives,
Daughters, and sisters, besides kinswomen
And cousin-germans removed up and down
Where’er you please to have ‘em! Are white hairs
A colour fit for panders and flesh-brokers,
Which are the honoured ornaments of age,
To which e’en kings owe reverence as they’re men
And greater in their goodness than their greatness?
And must I take my pay all in base money?
I was a lord born, set by all court grace,
And am I thrust now to a squire’s place?
 

TYRANT
How comes the moon to change so in this man
That was at full but now in all performance,
And swifter than my wishes? I beshrew that virtue
That busied herself with him. She might have found
Some other work; the man was fit for me
Before she spoiled him. She has wronged my heart in’t
And marred me a good workman. Now his art fails him,
What makes the man at court? This is no place
For fellows of no parts; he lives not here
That puts himself from action when we need him.
I take off all thy honours and bestow ‘em
On any of this rank that will deserve ‘em.
 

SOPHONIRUS
My lord, that’s I. Trouble your grace no further.
I’ll undertake to bring her to your bed
With some ten words. Marry, they’re special charms:
No lady can withstand ‘em; a witch taught me ‘em.
If you doubt me, I’ll leave my wife in pawn
For my true loyalty, and your majesty
May pass away the time till I return.
I have a care in all things.
 

TYRANT
That may thrive best
Which the least hope looks after, but, however,
Force shall help nature. I’ll be too sure now.
Thy willingness may be fortunate; we employ thee.
 

SOPHONIRUS
Then I’ll go fetch my wife, and take my journey.
 

TYRANT
Stay, we require no pledge; we think thee honest.
 

SOPHONIRUS
[Aside] Troth, the worse luck for me; we had both been made by’t:
It was the way to make my wife great too.
 

TYRANT
[To Helvetius] I’ll teach thee to be wide and strange to me!
Thou’t feel thyself light shortly. I’ll not leave thee
A title to put on, but the bare name
That men must call thee by, and know thee miserable.
 

HELVETIUS
’Tis miserable, king, to be of thy making
And leave a better workman. If thy honours
Only keep life in baseness, take ‘em to thee,
And give ‘em to the hungry. There’s one gapes.
 

SOPHONIRUS
One that will swallow you, sir, for that jest,
And all your titles after.
 

HELVETIUS
The devil follow ‘em!
There’s room enough for him too. Leave me, thou king,
As poor as truth; the gentlewoman I now serve,
And never will forsake her for her plainness:
That shall not alter me!
 

TYRANT
No? Our guard within there!
 

Enter Guard.
 

[GUARD]
My lord?
 

TYRANT
Bear that old fellow to our castle prisoner.
Give charge he be kept close.
 

HELVETIUS
Close prisoner?
Why, my heart thanks thee. I shall have more time
And liberty to virtue in one hour
Than all those threescore years I was a courtier.
So by imprisonment I sustain great loss:
Heav’n opens to that man the world keeps close.
 

Exit [with Guard].
 

SOPHONIRUS
[Aside] But I’ll not go to prison to try that.
Give me the open world; there’s a good air.
 

TYRANT
I would fain send death after him, but I dare not;
He knows I dare not: that would give just cause
Of her unkindness everlasting to me.
His life may thank his daughter. Sophonirus,
Here, take this jewel, bear it as a token
To our heart’s saint. ‘Twill do thy words no harm.
Speech may do much, but wealth’s a greater charm
Than any made of words, and, to be sure,
If one or both should fail, I provide farther.
Call forth those resolute fellows whom our clemency
Saved from a death of shame in time of war
For field offenses. Give ‘em charge from us
They arm themselves with speed, beset the house
Of Govianus round, that if thou fail’st,
Or stay’st beyond the time thou leav’st with them,
They may with violence break in themselves
And seize on her for our use.
 

Exeunt. Manet Sophonirus.
 

SOPHONIRUS
They’re not so saucy
To seize on her for their own, I hope,
As there are many knaves will begin first
And bring their lords the bottom. I have been served so
A hundred times myself, by a scurvy page
That I kept once;
But my wife loved him, and I could not help it.
 

A flourish. Exit.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

Govianus’ house
 

Enter Govianus with his Lady and a Servant.
 

GOVIANUS
What is he?
 

SERVANT
An old lord come from court.
 

GOVIANUS
He should be wise by’s years; he will not dare
To come about such business: ’tis not man’s work.
Art sure he desired conference with thy lady?
 

SERVANT
Sure, sir.
 

GOVIANUS
Faith, thou’rt mistook; ’tis with me, certain.
Let’s do the man no wrong; go, know it truly, sir.
 

SERVANT
[Aside] This a strange humour, we must know things twice.
 

Exit.
 

GOVIANUS
There’s no man is so dull but he will weigh
The work he undertakes, and set about it
E’en in the best sobriety of judgment,
With all his senses watchful. Then his guilt
Does equal his for whom ’tis undertaken.
 

Enter Servant.
 

What says he now?
 

SERVANT
E’en as he said at first, sir.
H’as business to my lady from the king.
 

GOVIANUS
Still from the king! He will not come near, will he?
 

SERVANT
Yes, when he knows he shall, sir.
 

GOVIANUS
I cannot think it.
Let him be tried.
 

SERVANT
Small trial will serve him, I warrant you, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

GOVIANUS
Sure honesty has left man. Has fear forsook him?
Yes, faith, there is no fear where there’s no grace.
 

LADY
What way shall I devise to give him his answer?
Denial is not strong enough to serve, sir.
 

GOVIANUS
No, ‘t must have other helps.
 

Enter Sophonirus.
 

I see he dares.
Oh, patience, I shall lose a friend of thee!
 

SOPHONIRUS
I bring thee, precious lady, this dear stone
And commendations from the king my master.
 

GOVIANUS
[Drawing his sword] I set before thee, panderous lord, this steel,
And much good do’t thy heart! Fall to, and spare not!
 

[Stabs Sophonirus.]
 

LADY
‘Las, what have you done, my lord?
 

GOVIANUS
Why, sent a bawd
Home to his lodging; nothing else, sweetheart.
 

SOPHONIRUS
Well, you have killed me, sir, and there’s an end;
But you’ll get nothing by the hand, my lord,
When all your cards are counted. There be gamesters,
Not far off, will set upon the winner
And make a poor lord on you ere th’ave left you.
I’m fetched in like a fool to pay the reck’ning,
Yet you’ll save nothing by’t.
 

GOVIANUS
What riddle’s this?
 

SOPHONIRUS
There she stands by thee now, who yet ere midnight
Must lie by the king’s side.
 

GOVIANUS
Who speaks that lie?
 

SOPHONIRUS
One hour will make it true: she cannot scape
No more than I from death; y’ave a great gain on’t
And you look well about you, that’s my comfort:
The house is round beset with armed men
That know their time, when to break in and seize on her.
 

LADY
My lord!
 

GOVIANUS
’Tis boldly done to trouble me
When I’ve such business to dispatch. Within there!
 

Enter Servant.
 

[SERVANT]
My lord?
 

GOVIANUS
Look out, and tell me what thou seest.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

SOPHONIRUS
How quickly now my death will be revenged,
Before the king’s first sleep! I depart laughing
To think upon the deed.
 

[Dies.]
 

GOVIANUS
’Tis thy banquet.
Down, villain, to thy everlasting weeping,
That canst rejoice so in the rape of virtue,
And sing light tunes in tempests, when near shipwrecked,
And have no plank to save us!
 

Enter Servant.
 

Now, sir, quickly.
 

SERVANT
Which way soe’er I cast mine eye, my lord,
Out of all parts a’ th’ house, I may see fellows
Gathered in companies and all whispering
Like men for treachery busy — 
 

LADY
’Tis confirmed.
 

SERVANT
Their eyes still fixed upon the doors and windows.
 

GOVIANUS
I think thou’st never done; thou lov’st to talk on’t.
’Tis fine discourse. Prithee find other business.
 

SERVANT
Nay, I am gone. I’m a man quickly sneaped.
 

Exit.
 

GOVIANUS
H’as flattered me with safety for this hour.
 

LADY
Have you leisure to stand idle? Why, my lord,
It is for me they come.
 

GOVIANUS
For thee, my glory,
The riches of my youth, it is for thee.
 

LADY
Then is your care so cold? Will you be robbed
And have such warning of the thieves? Come on, sir!
Fall to your business; lay your hands about you.
Do not think scorn to work. A resolute captain
Will rather fling the treasure of his bark
Into whales’ throats than pirates should be gorged with’t.
Be not less man than he. Thou art master yet,
And all’s at thy disposing. Take thy time;
Prevent mine enemy. Away with me;
Let me no more be seen. I’m like that treasure
Dangerous to him that keeps it. Rid thy hands on’t.
 

GOVIANUS
I cannot loose thee so.
 

LADY
Shall I be taken
And lost the cruel’st way? Then wouldst thou curse
That love that sent forth pity to my life,
Too late thou wouldst.
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, this extremity!
Hast thou no way to scape ‘em but in soul?
Must I meet peace in thy destruction
Or will it ne’er come at me?
’Tis a most miserable way to get it.
I had rather be content to live without it
Than pay so dear for’t, and yet lose it too.
 

LADY
Sir, you do nothing; there’s no valour in you.
Y’are the worst friend to a lady in affliction
That ever love made his companion.
For honour’s sake, dispatch me! Thy own thoughts
Should stir thee to this act more than my weakness.
The sufferer should not do’t. I speak thy part,
Dull and forgetful man, and all to help thee!
Is it thy mind to have me seized upon
And borne with violence to the tyrant’s bed,
There forced unto the lust of all his days?
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, no, thou liv’st no longer now I think on’t.
I take thee at all hazard.
 

LADY
Oh, stay! Hold, sir!
 

GOVIANUS
Lady,
What had you made me done now? You never cease
Till you prepare me cruel ‘gainst my heart,
And then you turn ‘t upon my hand and mock me.
 

LADY
Cowardly flesh,
Thou show’st thy faintness still; I felt thee shake
E’en when the storm came near thee. Thou’rt the same.
But ’twas not for thy fear I put death by;
I had forgot a chief and worthy business
Whose strange neglect would have made me forgotten
Where I desire to be remembered most.
I will be ready straight, sir.
 

[Kneels in prayer.]
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, poor lady,
Why might not she expire now in that prayer,
Since she must die, and never try worse ways?
’Tis not so happy, for we often see
Condemned men sick to death, yet ’tis their fortune
To recover to their execution
And rise again in heath to set in shame!
What if I steal a death unseen of her now,
And close up all my miseries, with mine eyes?
Oh, fie!
And leave her here alone? That were unmanly.
 

LADY
My lord, be now as sudden as you please, sir.
I am ready to your hand.
 

GOVIANUS
But that’s not ready.
’Tis the hard’st work that ever man was put to;
I know not which way to begin to come to’t.
Believe me, I shall never kill thee well;
I shall but shame myself. It were but folly,
Dear soul, to boast of more than I can perform.
I shall not have the power to do thee right in’t.
Thou deserv’st death with speed, a quick dispatch,
The pain but of a twinkling, and so sleep.
If I do’t, I shall make thee live too long
And so spoil all that way. I prithee excuse me.
 

LADY
I should not be disturbed and you did well, sir.
I have prepared myself for rest and silence
And took my leave of words. I am like one
Removing from her house, that locks up all,
And rather than she would displace her goods,
Makes shift with anything for the time she stays.
Then look not for more speech; th’ extremity speaks
Enough to serve us both had we no tongues!
 

Knock.
 

Hark!
 

WITHIN
Lord Sophonirus!
 

GOVIANUS
Which hand shall I take?
 

LADY
Art thou yet ignorant? There is no way
But through my bosom.
 

GOVIANUS
Must I lose thee then?
 

LADY
Th’are but thine enemies that tell thee so.
His lust may part me from thee, but death, never;
Thou canst not lose me there, for, dying thine,
Thou dost enjoy me still. Kings cannot rob thee.
 

Knock.
 

WITHIN
Do you hear, my lord?
 

LADY
Is it yet time, or no?
Honour remember thee!
 

GOVIANUS
I must; come. Prepare thyself.
 

LADY
Never more dearly welcome.
 

[Govianus] runs at her [with his sword] and falls by the way in a sound.
 

Alas, sir!
My lord, my love! Oh, thou poor-spirited man!
He’s gone before me. Did I trust to thee,
And hast thou served me so? Left all the work
Upon my hand, and stole away so smoothly?
There was not equal suffering shown in this;
And yet I cannot blame thee. Every man
Would seek his rest. Eternal peace sleep with thee!
[Taking his sword] Thou art my servant now; come, thou hast lost
A fearful master, but art now preferred
Unto the service of a resolute lady,
One that knows how to employ thee, and scorns death
As much as great men fear it. Where’s hell’s ministers,
The tyrant’s watch and guard? ’Tis of much worth,
When with this key the prisoner can slip forth!
 

Kills herself. Knock.
 

GOVIANUS
How now! What noise is this? I heard doors beaten.
 

A great knocking again.
 

Where are my servants? Let men knock so loud
Their master cannot sleep!
 

Knock.
 

WITHIN
The time’s expired,
And we’ll break in, my lord!
 

GOVIANUS
Ha! Where’s my sword?
I had forgot my business. [Sees the Lady.] Oh, ’tis done,
And never was beholding to my hand!
Was I so hard to thee, so respectless of thee,
To put all this to thee? Why, it was more
Than I was able to perform myself
With all the courage that I could take to me.
It tired me; I was fain to fall, and rest.
And hast thou, valiant woman, overcome
Thy honour’s enemies with thine own white hand,
Where virgin-victory sits, all without help?
Eternal praise go with thee! Spare not now;
Make all the haste you can. I’ll plant this bawd
Against the door, the fittest place for him,
That when with ungoverned weapons they rush in,
Blinded with fury, they may take his death
Into the purple number of their deeds,
And wipe it off from mine.
 

[Places the body of Sophonirus against the door.] Knock within.
 

How now, forbear!
My lord’s at hand.
 

WITHIN
My lord, and ten lords more,
I hope the king’s officers are above ‘em all.
 

[They attempt to open the door.]
 

GOVIANUS
Life, what do you do? Take heed!
 

Enter the Fellows well weaponed [and stab Sophonirus].
 

Bless the old man!
My lord, All-Ass, my lord, he’s gone!
 

FIRST [FELLOW]
Heart, farewell he, then!
We have no eyes to pierce thorough inch boards.
’Twas his own folly. The king must be served,
And shall. The best is, we shall ne’er be hanged for’t,
There’s such a number guilty.
 

GOVIANUS
Poor my lord!
He went some twice ambassador, and behaved himself
So wittily in all his actions!
 

SECOND [FELLOW]
My lord! What’s she?
 

GOVIANUS
Let me see.
What should she be? Now I remember her.
Oh, she was a worthy creature
Before destruction grew so inward with her!
 

FIRST [FELLOW]
Well, for her worthiness, that’s no work of ours.
You have a lady, sir; the king commands her
To court with speed, and we must force her thither.
 

GOVIANUS
Alas, she’ll never strive with you; she was born
E’en with the spirit of meekness. Is’t for the king?
 

FIRST [FELLOW]
For his own royal and most gracious lust,
Or let me ne’er be trusted.
 

GOVIANUS
Take her, then.
 

SECOND [FELLOW]
Spoke like an honest subject, by my troth.
I’ll do the like myself to serve my prince.
Where is she, sir?
 

GOVIANUS
Look but upon yon face,
Then do but tell me where you think she is.
 

SECOND [FELLOW]
Life, she’s not here!
 

GOVIANUS
She’s yonder.
 

FIRST [FELLOW]
Faith, she’s gone
Where we shall ne’er come at her, I see that.
 

GOVIANUS
No, nor thy master neither. Now I praise
Her resolution; ’tis a triumph to me
When I see those about her.
 

SECOND [FELLOW]
How came this, sir?
The king must know.
 

GOVIANUS
From yon old fellow’s prattling.
All your intents he revealed largely to her,
And she was troubled with a foolish pride
To stand upon her honour, and so died.
’Twas a strange trick of her. Few of your ladies
In ord’nary will believe it: they abhor it;
They’ll sooner kill themselves with lust than for it.
 

FIRST [FELLOW]
We have done the king good service to kill him,
More than we were aware on; but this news
Will make a mad court. ‘Twill be a hard office
To be a flatterer now; his grace will run
Into so many moods there’ll be no finding on him:
As good seek a wild hare without a hound now.
A vengeance of your babbling! These old fellows
Will hearken after secrets as their lives,
But keep ‘em in e’en as they keep their wives.
 

ALL [FELLOWS]
We have watched fairly.
 

Exeunt [with the body of Sophonirus]. Manet Govianus.
 

GOVIANUS
What a comfort ’tis
To see ‘em gone without her! Faith, she told me
Her everlasting sleep would bring me joy,
Yet I was still unwilling to believe her,
Her life was so sweet to me, like some man
In time of sickness that would rather wish,
To please his fearful flesh, his former health
Restored to him, than death; when, after trial,
If it were possible, ten thousand worlds
Could not entice him to return again
And walk upon the earth from whence he flew.
So stood my wish, joyed in her life and breath;
Now gone, there is no heav’n but after death!
Come, thou delicious treasure of mankind,
To him that knows what virtuous woman is
And can discretely love her. The whole world
Yields not a jewel like her, ransack rocks
And caves beneath the deep. Oh, thou fair spring
Of honest and religious desires,
Fountain of weeping honour, I will kiss thee
After death’s marble lip! Thou’rt cold enough
To lie entombed now by my father’s side.
Without offence in kin[d]red there I’ll place thee,
With one I loved the dearest next thee.
Help me to mourn, all that love chastity.
 

Exit [with her body].
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Anselmus’ house
 

Enter Votarius with Anselmus’ [Wife].
 

VOTARIUS
[Prithee] forgive me, madam; come, thou shalt.
 

WIFE
I’faith, ’twas strangely done, sir.
 

VOTARIUS
I confess it.
 

WIFE
Is that enough to help it, sir? ’Tis easy
To draw a lady’s honour in suspicion,
But not so soon recovered and confirmed
To the first faith again from whence you brought it.
Your wit was fetched out about other business
Or such forgetfulness had never seized you.
 

VOTARIUS
’Twas but an overflowing, a spring tide
In my affection, raised by too much love,
And that’s the worst words you can give it, madam.
 

WIFE
Jealous of me?
 

VOTARIUS
Life, you’d ‘a’ sworn yourself, madam,
Had you been in my body, and changed cases,
To see a fellow with a guilty pace
Glide through the room, his face three quarters nighted,
As if a deed of darkness had hung on him — 
 

WIFE
I tell you twice, ’twas my bold woman’s friend.
Hell take her impudence!
 

VOTARIUS
Why, I have done, madam.
 

WIFE
Y’ave done too late, sir. Who shall do the rest now?
Confessed me yielding! Was thy way too free?
Why didst thou long to be restrained? Pray speak, sir.
 

VOTARIUS
A man cannot cozen you of the sin of weakness,
Or borrow it of a woman for one hour,
But how he’s wondered at, where, search your lives,
We shall ne’er find it from you. We can suffer you
To play away your days in idleness,
And hide your imperfections with our loves,
Or the most part of you would appear strange creatures,
And now ’tis but our chance to make an offer
And snatch at folly, running, yet to see
How earnest y’are against us, as if we had robbed you
Of the best gift your natural mother left you!
 

WIFE
’Tis worth a kiss, i’faith, and thou shalt ha’t
Were there not one more left for my lord’s supper.
And now, sir, I’ve bethought myself.
 

VOTARIUS
That’s happy!
 

WIFE
You say we’re weak, but the best wits on you all
Are glad of our advice, for aught I see,
And hardly thrive without us.
 

VOTARIUS
I’ll say so too.
To give you encouragement and advance your virtues
’Tis not good always to keep down a woman.
 

WIFE
Well, sir, since y’ave begun to make my lord
A doubtful man of me, keep on that course
And ply his faith still with that poor belief
That I’m inclining unto wantonness.
Take heed you pass no further now.
 

VOTARIUS
Why, dost think
I’ll be twice mad together in one moon?
That were too much for any freeman’s son
After his father’s funeral.
 

WIFE
Well, then thus, sir.
Upholding still the same, as being emboldened
By some loose glance of mine, you shall attempt,
After y’ave placed my lord in some near closet,
To thrust yourself into my chamber rudely,
As if the game went forward to your thinking.
Then leave the rest to me. I’ll so reward thee
With bitterness of words — but prithee pardon ‘em — 
My lord shall swear me into honesty
Enough to serve his mind all his life after.
Nay, for a need, I’ll draw some rapier forth,
That shall come near my hand as ‘twere by chance,
And set a lively face upon my rage.
But fear thou nothing; I too dearly love thee
To let harm touch thee.
 

VOTARIUS
Oh, it likes me rarely!
I’ll choose a precious time for’t.
 

WIFE
Go thy ways; I’m glad I had it for thee.
 

Exit Votarius. Enter Leonella.
 

[LEONELLA]
Madam, my lord entreats your company.
 

WIFE
Pshaw ye!
 

LEONELLA
Pshaw ye!
My lords entreats your company.
 

WIFE
What [now]?
Are ye so short-heeled?
 

LEONELLA
I am as my betters are, then!
 

WIFE
How came you by such impudence alate, minion?
Y’are not content to entertain your playfellow
In your own chamber closely, which I think
Is large allowance for a lady’s woman.
There’s many a good knight’s daughter is in service
And cannot get such favour of her mistress
But what she has by stealth; she and the chambermaid
Are glad of one between ‘em: and must you
Give such bold freedom to your long-nosed fellow
That every room must take a taste of him?
 

LEONELLA
Does that offend your ladyship?
 

WIFE
How think you, forsooth?
 

LEONELLA
Then he shall do’t again!
 

WIFE
What!
 

LEONELLA
And again, madam,
So often till it please your ladyship;
And when you like it, he shall do’t no more.
 

WIFE
What’s this?
 

LEONELLA
I know no difference, virtuous madam,
But in love all have privilege alike.
 

WIFE
Y’are a bold quean!
 

LEONELLA
And are not you my mistress?
 

WIFE
This well, i’faith!
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] You spare not your own flesh no more than I;
Hell take me and I spare you!
 

WIFE
[Aside] Oh, the wrongs
That ladies do their honours when they make
Their slaves familiar with their weaknesses!
They’re ever thus rewarded for that deed:
They stand in fear e’en of the grooms they feed.
I must be forced to speak my woman fair now,
And be first friends with her. Nay, all too little.
She may undo me at her pleasure else;
She knows the way so well, myself not better.
My wanton folly made a key for her
To all the private treasure of my heart;
She may do what she list. — Come, Leonella,
I am not angry with thee.
 

LEONELLA
Pish!
 

WIFE
Faith, I am not.
 

LEONELLA
Why, what care I and you be?
 

WIFE
Prithee forgive me.
 

LEONELLA
I have nothing to say to you.
 

WIFE
Come, thou shalt wear this jewel for my sake.
A kiss, and friends; we’ll never quarrel more.
 

LEONELLA
Nay, choose you, faith. The best is, and you do,
You know who’ll have the worst on’t.
 

WIFE
[Aside] True: myself.
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Little thinks she I have set her forth already.
I please my lord, yet keep her in awe too.
 

WIFE
One thing I had forgot: I prithee, wench,
Steal to Votarius closely and remember him
To wear some privy armour then about him,
That I may feign a fury without fear.
 

LEONELLA
Armour? When, madam?
 

WIFE
See now, I chid thee
When I least thought upon thee; thou’rt my best hand:
I cannot be without thee. Thus then, sirrah.
To beat away suspicion from the thoughts
Of ruder list’ning servants about house,
I have advised Votarius at fit time
Boldly to force his way into my chamber,
The admittance being denied him, and the passage
Kept strict by thee, my necessary woman.
La, there I should ha’ missed thy help again!
At which attempt, I’ll take occasion
To dissemble such an anger, that the world
Shall ever after swear us to their thoughts
As clear and free from any fleshly knowledge
[As] nearest kindred are, or ought to be,
Or what can more express it, if that failed.
 

LEONELLA
You know I’m always at your service, madam.
But why some privy armour?
 

WIFE
Marry, sweetheart,
The best is yet forgotten. Thou shalt hang
A weapon in some corner of the chamber,
Yonder, or there — 
 

LEONELLA
Or anywhere. Why, i’faith, madam,
Do you think I’m to learn now to hang a weapon?
As much as I’m uncapable of what follows,
I’ve all your mind without book. Think it done, madam.
 

WIFE
Thanks, my good wench. I’ll never call thee worse.
 

Exit Wife.
 

LEONELLA
Faith, y’are like to ha’t again, and you do, madam.
 

Enter Bellarius.
 

BELLARIUS
What, art alone?
 

LEONELLA
Cuds me, what make you here, sir?
You’re a bold, long-nosed fellow!
 

BELLARIUS
How!
 

LEONELLA
So my lady says.
Faith, she and I have had a bout for you, sir,
But she got nothing by’t.
 

BELLARIUS
Did not I say still
Thou wouldst be too adventurous?
 

LEONELLA
Ne’er a whit, sir!
I made her glad to seek my friendship first.
 

BELLARIUS
By my faith, that showed well. If you come off
So brave a conqueress, to’t again, and spare not.
I know not which way you should get more honour.
 

LEONELLA
She trusts me now to cast a mist, forsooth,
Before the servants’ eyes. I must remember
Votarius to come once with privy armour
Into her chamber, when with a feigned fury
And rapier drawn, which I must lay a’ purpose
Ready for her dissemblance, she will seem
T’act wonders for her juggling honesty.
 

BELLARIUS
I wish no riper vengeance. Canst conceive me?
Votarius is my enemy.
 

LEONELLA
That’s stale news, sir.
 

BELLARIUS
Mark what I say to thee. Forget of purpose
That privy armour; do not bless his soul
With so much warning, nor his hated body
With such sure safety. Here express thy love.
Lay some empoisoned weapon next her hand,
That in that play he may be lost forever;
I’d have him kept no longer. Away with him!
One touch will set him flying; let him go.
 

LEONELLA
Bribe me but with a kiss, it shall be so.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

The court
 

Enter Tyrant wondrous [discontentedly], Nobles [including Memphonius] afar off.
 

[FIRST] NOBLE
My lord.
 

TYRANT
Begone, or never see life more!
I’ll send thee far enough from court! Memphonius!
Where’s he now?
 

MEMPHONIUS
Ever at your highness’ service.
 

TYRANT
How dar’st thou be so near when we have threatened
Death to thy fellow? Have we lost our power,
Or thou thy fear? Leave us, in time of grace;
‘Twill be too late anon.
 

MEMPHONIUS
[Aside] I think ’tis so
With thee already.
 

TYRANT
Dead! And I so healthful!
There’s no equality in this. Stay!
 

MEMPHONIUS
Sir?
 

TYRANT
Where is that fellow brought the first report to us?
 

MEMPHONIUS
He waits without.
 

TYRANT
I charge thee, give command
That he be executed speedily,
As thou’t stand firm thyself.
 

MEMPHONIUS
[Aside] Now, by my faith,
His tongue has helped his neck to a sweet bargain!
 

Exit Memphonius.
 

TYRANT
Her own fair hand so cruel! Did she choose
Destruction before me? Was I no better?
How much am I exalted to my face,
And, where I would be graced, how little worthy!
There’s few kings know how rich they are in goodness,
Or what estate they have in grace and virtue.
There is so much deceit in glozers’ tongues,
The truth is taken from us. We know nothing
But what is for their purpose: that’s our stint;
We are allowed no more. Oh, wretched greatness!
I’ll cause a sessions for my flatterers
And have ‘em all hanged up. ’Tis done too late.
Oh, she’s destroyed, married to death and silence,
Which nothing can divorce: riches, nor laws,
Nor all the violence that this frame can raise.
I’ve lost the comfort of her sight forever.
I cannot call this life that flames within me,
But everlasting torment lighted up
To show my soul her beggary! A new joy
Is come to visit me in spite of death.
It takes me of that sudden, I’m ashamed
Of my provision, but a friend will bear.
Within there!
 

Enter [Soldiers].
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Sir?
 

SECOND SOLDIER
My lord?
 

TYRANT
The men I wished for,
For secrecy and employment. Go, give order
That Govianus be released.
 

FOURTH SOLDIER
Released, sir?
 

TYRANT
Set free!
 

[Exit Fourth Soldier.]
 

And then I trust he will fly the kingdom
And never know my purpose. Run, sir, you;
Bring me the keys of the cathedral straight.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
[Aside] Are you so holy now? Do you curse all day
And go to pray at midnight?
 

Exit.
 

TYRANT
Provide you, sirs, close lanthorns and a pickaxe.
Away, be speedy!
 

SECOND SOLDIER
[Aside] Lanthorns and a pickaxe?
Life, does he mean to bury himself alive, trow?
 

[Exeunt Second and Third Soldiers.]
 

TYRANT
Death nor the marble prison my love sleeps in
Shall keep her body locked from mine arms;
I must not be so cozened. Though her life
Was like a widow’s state made o’er in policy
To defeat me and my too-confident heart,
’Twas a most cruel wisdom to herself,
As much to me that loved her.
 

Enter [First Soldier with keys].
 

What, returned?
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Here be the keys, my lord.
 

TYRANT
I thank thy speed.
 

[Enter Second and Third Soldiers with lanterns and a pickaxe.]
 

Here comes the rest full furnished. Follow me,
And wealth shall follow you.
 

Exit.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Wealth! By this light,
We go to rob a church. I hold my life
The money will ne’er thrive; that’s a sure saw:
“What’s got from grace is ever spent in law.”
 

Exeunt. Enter [Memphonius].
 

[MEMPHONIUS]
What strange fits grow upon him! Here alate
His soul has got a very dreadful leader.
What should he make in the cathedral now,
The hour so deep in night? All his intents
Are contrary to man, in spirit or blood.
He waxes heavy in his noble minds;
His moods are such, they cannot bear the weight,
Nor will not long, if there be truth in whispers.
The honourable father of the state,
Noble Helvetius, all the lords agree
By some close policy shortly to set free.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A cathedral, before the Lady’s tomb
 

Enter the Tyrant [with Soldiers] again at a farther door, which opened brings [them] to the tomb where the Lady lies buried. The tomb here discovered, richly set forth.
 

TYRANT
Softly, softly.
Let’s give this place the peace that it requires.
The vaults e’en chide our steps with murmuring sounds,
For making bold so late. It must be done.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
I fear nothing but the whorish ghost of a quean I kept once. She swore she would so haunt me I should never pray in quiet for her, and I have kept myself from church this fifteen year to prevent her.
 

TYRANT
The monument woos me; I must run and kiss it.
Now trust me if the tears do not e’en stand
Upon the marble. What slow springs have I!
’Twas weeping to itself before I came.
How pity strikes e’en through insensible things
And makes them shame our dullness!
Thou house of silence, and the calms of rest
After tempestuous life, I claim of thee
A mistress, one of the most beauteous sleepers
That ever lay so cold, not yet due to thee
By natural death, but cruelly forced hither
Many a fair year before the world could spare her.
We miss her ‘mongst the glories of our court
When they be numbered up. All thy still strength,
Thou grey-eyed monument, shall not keep her from us.
[To Second Soldier] Strike, villain, though the echo rail us all
Into ridiculous deafness! Pierce the jaws
Of this cold, ponderous creature.
 

SECOND SOLDIER
Sir!
 

TYRANT
Why strik’st thou not?
 

SECOND SOLDIER
I shall not hold the axe fast, I’m afraid, sir.
 

TYRANT
Oh, shame of men! A soldier and so limber?
 

SECOND SOLDIER
’Tis out of my element to be in a church, sir.
Give me the open field and turn me loose, sir.
 

TYRANT
True, there thou hast room enough to run away.
[To First Solider] Take thou the axe from him.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
I beseech your grace,
‘Twill come to a worse hand. You’ll find us all
Of one mind for the church, I can assure you, sir.
 

TYRANT
Nor thou?
 

THIRD SOLDIER
I love not to disquiet ghosts,
Of any people living; that’s my humour, sir!
 

TYRANT
Oh, slaves of one opinion! Give me’t from thee,
Thou man made out of fear! [Seizes the axe.]
 

SECOND SOLDIER
[Aside] By my faith, I’m glad
I’m rid on’t. I that was ne’er before in cathedral
And have the batt’ring of a lady’s tomb
Lie hard upon my conscience at first coming:
I should get much by that! It shall be a warning to me;
I’ll ne’er come here again.
 

TYRANT
[Striking the tomb] No, wilt not yield?
Art thou so loath to part from her?
 

FIRST SOLDIER
[Aside] Life, what means he?
Has he no feeling with him? By this light, if I be not afraid to stay any longer, I’m a stone-cutter. Very fear will go nigh to turn me of some religion or other, and so make me forfeit my lieutenantship.
 

TYRANT
Oh, have we got the mastery? Help, you vassals!
Freeze you in idleness and can see us sweat?
 

SECOND SOLDIER
We sweat with fear as much as work can make us.
 

TYRANT
Remove the stone that I may see my mistress.
Set to your hands, you villains, and that nimbly,
Or the same axe shall make you all fly open!
 

ALL [SOLDIERS]
Oh, good my lord!
 

TYRANT
I must not be delayed!
 

FIRST SOLDIER
This is ten thousand times worse than ent’ring upon a breach.
’Tis the first stone that ever I took off
From any lady; marry, I have brought ‘em many:
Fair diamonds, sapphires, rubies.
 

[They remove the stone.]
 

TYRANT
Oh, blessed object!
I never shall be weary to behold thee;
I could eternally stand thus and see thee.
Why, ’tis not possible death should look so fair;
Life is not more illustrious when health smiles on’t.
She’s only pale, the colour of the court,
And most attractive; mistresses most strive for’t
And their lascivious servants best affect it.
Where be these lazy hands again?
 

SOLDIERS
My lord!
 

TYRANT
Take up her body.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
How, my lord!
 

TYRANT
Her body!
 

FIRST SOLDIER
She’s dead, my lord!
 

TYRANT
True; if she were alive,
Such slaves as you should not come near to touch her.
Do’t, and with all best reverence; place her here.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Not only, sir, with reverence, but with fear.
You shall have more than your own asking once.
I am afraid of nothing but she’ll rise
At the first jog, and save us all a labour.
 

SECOND SOLDIER
Then we were best take her up and never touch her.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Life, how can that be? Does fear make thee mad?
I’ve took up many a woman in my days,
But never with less pleasure, I protest!
 

TYRANT
Oh, the moon rises! What reflection
Is thrown about this sanctified building
E’en in a twinkling! How the monuments glister,
As if death’s palaces were all massy silver
And scorned the name of marble! Art thou cold?
I have no faith in’t yet; I believe none.
Madam! ’Tis I, sweet lady. Prithee speak!
’Tis thy love calls on thee, thy king, thy servant.
No? Not a word? All prisoners to pale silence?
I’ll prove a kiss.
 

FIRST SOLIDER
[Aside] Here’s fine chill venery!
’Twould make a pander’s heels ache. I’ll be sworn
All my teeth chatter in my head to see’t.
 

TYRANT
By th’ mass, thou’rt cold indeed! Beshrew thee for’t!
Unkind to thine own blood? Hard-hearted lady!
What injury hast thou offered to the youth
And pleasure of thy days! Refuse the court
And steal to this hard lodging: was that wisdom?
Oh, I could chide thee with mine eye brimful,
And weep out my forgiveness when I ha’ done!
Nothing hurt thee but want of woman’s counsel:
Hadst thou but asked th’ opinion of most ladies,
Thou’dst never come to this; they would have told thee
How dear a treasure life and youth had been.
’Tis that they fear to lose; the very name
Can make more gaudy tremblers in a minute
Than heaven or sin or hell: those are last thought on.
And where got’st thou such boldness from the rest
Of all thy timorous sex, to do a deed here
Upon thyself would plunge the world’s best soldier
And make him twice bethink him, and again,
And yet give over? Since thy life has left me,
I’ll clasp the body for the spirit that dwelt in’t,
And love the house still for the mistress’ sake.
Thou art mine now, spite of destruction
And Govianus, and I will possess thee.
I once read of a Herod, whose affection
Pursued a virgin’s love, as I did thine,
Who for the hate she owed him killed herself,
As thou too rashly didst, without all pity.
Yet he preserved her body dead in honey,
And kept her long after her funeral.
But I’ll unlock the treasure house of art
With keys of gold, and bestow all on thee.
Here, slaves, receive her humbly from our arms.
Upon your knees, you villains! All’s too little
If you should sweep the pavement with your lips.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
[Aside] What strange brooms he invents!
 

TYRANT
So reverently
Bear her before us gently to our palace.
Place you the stone again where first we found it.
 

Exeunt [with body]. Manet First Soldier.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Life, must this on now to deceive all comers
And covet emptiness? ’Tis for all the world
Like a great city-pie brought to a table
Where there be many hands that lay about:
The lid’s shut close when all the meat’s picked out,
Yet stands to make a show and cozen people.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

The Lady’s tomb
 

Enter Govianus in black, a book in his hand, his Page carrying a torch before him.
 

GOVIANUS
Already mine eye melts. The monument
No sooner stood before it but a tear
Ran swiftly from me to express her duty.
Temple of honour, I salute thee early,
The time that my griefs rise. Chamber of peace,
Where wounded virtue sleeps locked from the world,
I bring to be acquainted with thy silence
Sorrows that love no noise; they dwell all inward,
Where truth and love in every man should dwell.
Be ready, boy; give me the strain again.
‘Twill show well here; whilst in my grief’s devotion
At every rest mine eye lets fall a bead
To keep the number perfect.
 

Govianus kneels at the tomb [wondrous] passionately. His Page sings.
 

The song.
 

If ever pity were well placed
On true desert and virtuous honour,
It could ne’er be better graced;
Freely then bestow ‘t upon her.
 

Never lady earned her fame
In virtue’s war with greater strife;
To preserve her constant name
She gave up beauty, youth, and life.
There she sleeps,
And here he weeps,
The lord unto so rare a wife.
 

Weep, weep, and mourn lament,
You virgins that pass by her,
For if praise come by death again,
I doubt few will lie nigh her.
 

GOVIANUS
Thou art an honest boy. ’Tis done like one
That has a feeling of his master’s passions
And the unmatched worth of his dead mistress.
Thy better years shall find me good to thee,
When understanding ripens in thy soul,
Which truly makes the man, and not long time.
Prithee withdraw a little, and attend me
At cloister door.
 

PAGE
It shall be done, my lord.
 

[Exit.]
 

GOVIANUS
Eternal maid of honour, whose chaste body
Lies here like virtue’s close and hidden seed,
To spring forth glorious to eternity
At the everlasting harvest — 
 

WITHIN
I am not here.
 

GOVIANUS
What’s that? Who is not here? I’m forced to question it.
Some idle sounds the beaten vaults send forth.
 

On a sudden, in a kind of noise like a wind, the doors clattering, the tombstone flies open, and a great light appears in the midst of the tomb; his Lady, as went out, standing just before him all in white, stuck with jewels, and a great crucifix on her breast.
 

Mercy, look to me! Faith, I fly to thee!
Keep a strong watch about me! Now thy friendship!
Oh, never came astonishment and fear
So pleasing to mankind! I take delight
To have my breast shake and my hair stand stiff.
If this be horror, let it never die!
Came all the pains of hell in that shape to me,
I should endure ‘em smiling. Keep me still
In terror, I beseech thee. I’d not change
This fever for felicity of man
Or all the pleasures of ten thousand ages.
 

LADY
Dear lord, I come to tell you all my wrongs.
 

GOVIANUS
Welcome! Who wrongs the spirit of my love?
Thou art above the injuries of blood;
They cannot reach thee now. What dares offend thee?
No life that has the weight of flesh upon’t
And treads as I do can now wrong my mistress.
 

LADY
The peace that death allows me is not mine;
The monument is robbed. Behold, I’m gone;
My body taken up.
 

GOVIANUS
’Tis gone indeed!
What villain dares so fearfully run in debt
To black eternity?
 

LADY
He that dares do more:
The tyrant!
 

GOVIANUS
All the miseries below
Reward his boldness!
 

LADY
I am now at court
In his own private chamber. There he woos me
And plies his suit to me with as serious pains
As if the short flame of mortality
Were lighted up again in my cold breast,
Folds me within his arms and often sets
A sinful kiss upon my senseless lip,
Weeps when he sees the paleness of my cheek,
And will send privately for a hand of art
That may dissemble life upon my face
To please his lustful eye.
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, piteous wrongs!
Inhuman injuries without grace or mercy!
 

LADY
I leave ‘em to thy thought, dearest of men.
My rest is lost; thou must restore ‘t again.
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, fly me not so soon!
 

LADY
Farewell, true lord.
 

Exit Lady.
 

GOVIANUS
I cannot spare thee yet. I’ll make myself
Over to death too, and we’ll walk together
Like loving spirits; I prithee let’s do so!
She’s snatched away by fate, and I talk sickly.
I must dispatch this business upon earth
Before I take that journey.
I’ll to my brother for his aid or counsel.
So wrong’d! Oh, heav’n, put armour on my spirit!
Her body I will place in her first rest,
Or in th’ attempt lock death into my breast.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Anselmus’ house, the bedchamber
 

Enter Votarius with Anselmus the husband.
 

VOTARIUS
You shall stand here, my lord, unseen, and hear all.
Do I deal now like a right friend with you?
 

ANSELMUS
Like a most faithful.
 

VOTARIUS
You shall have her mind e’en as it comes to me,
Though I undo her by’t. Your friendship, sir,
Is the sweet mistress that I only serve.
I prize the roughness of a man’s embrace
Before the soft lips of a hundred ladies.
 

ANSELMUS
And that’s an honest mind of thee.
 

VOTARIUS
Lock yourself, sir,
Into that closet, and be sure none see you.
Trust not a creature. We’ll have all run clear
E’en as the heart affords it.
 

ANSELMUS
’Tis a match, sir.
 

[Retires to closet.]
 

VOTARIUS
Troth, he says true there. ’Tis a match indeed.
He does not know the strength of his own words,
For, if he did, there were no mast’ring on him!
H’as cleft the pin in two with a blind man’s eyes.
Though I shoot wide, I’ll cozen him of the game.
 

Exit. Enter Leonella above in a gallery with her love Bellarius.
 

LEONELLA
Dost thou see thine enemy walk?
 

BELLARIUS
I would I did not.
 

LEONELLA
Prithee rest quiet, man; I have fee’d one for him:
A trusty catchpole, too, that will be sure on him.
Thou know’st this gallery well: ’tis at thy use now;
‘T’as been at mine full often. Thou mayst sit
Like a most private gallant in yon corner,
See all the play and ne’er be seen thyself.
 

BELLARIUS
Therefore I chose it.
 

LEONELLA
Thou shalt see my lady
Play her part naturally, more to the life
Than she’s aware on.
 

BELLARIUS
There must I be pleased.
Thou’rt one of the actors; thou’t be missed anon.
 

LEONELLA
Alas, a woman’s action’s always ready.
Yet I’ll down now I think on’t.
 

BELLARIUS
Do; ’tis time, i’faith.
 

Descendet Leonella.
 

ANSELMUS
[Aside] I know not yet where I should plant belief,
I am so strangely toss’d between two tales.
I’m told by my wife’s woman the deed’s done,
And in Votarius’ tongue ’tis yet to come:
The castle is but upon yielding yet;
’Tis not delivered up. Well, we shall find
The mystery shortly. I will entertain
The patience of a prisoner i’ th’ meantime.
 

Locks himself in. Enter Anselmus’ [Wife] and Leonella.
 

WIFE
[Aside to her] Is all set ready, wench?
 

LEONELLA
Push, madam, all.
 

WIFE
[Aloud] Tell me not so. She lives not for a lady
That has less peace than I.
 

LEONELLA
Nay, good sweet madam,
You would not think how much this passion alters you.
It drinks up all the beauty of your cheek;
I promise you, madam, you have lost much blood.
 

WIFE
Let it draw death upon me, for till then
I shall be mistress of no true content.
Who could endure hourly temptation
And bear it as I do?
 

LEONELLA
Nay, that’s most certain,
Unless it were myself, again. I can do’t;
I suffer the like daily. You should complain, madam.
 

WIFE
Which way? Were that wisdom? Prithee, wench, to whom?
 

LEONELLA
To him that makes all whole again, my lord,
To one that, if he be a kind, good husband,
Will let you bear no more than you are able.
 

WIFE
Thou know’st not what thou speak’st. Why, my lord’s he
That gives him the house-freedom, all his boldness,
Keeps him a’ purpose here to war with me.
 

LEONELLA
Now I hold wiser of my lord than so.
He knows the world; he would not be so idle.
 

WIFE
I speak sad truth to thee. I am not private
In mine own chamber, such his imprudence is.
Nay, my repenting time is scarce blessed from him;
He will offend my prayers.
 

LEONELLA
Out upon him!
I believe, madam, he’s of no religion.
 

WIFE
He serves my lord, and that’s enough for him,
And [preys] upon poor ladies like myself:
There’s all the gentleman’s devotion!
 

LEONELLA
Marry, the devil of hell give him his blessing!
 

WIFE
Pray watch the door, and suffer none to trouble us
Unless it be my lord.
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] ’Twas finely spoke, that;
My lord indeed is the most trouble to her.
Now must I show a piece of service here.
How do I spend my days! Life, shall I never
Get higher than a lady’s doorkeeper?
I must be married as my lady is, first,
And then my maid may do as much for me.
 

WIFE
Oh, miserable time! Except my lord
Do wake in honourable pity to me
And rid this vicious gamester from his house,
Whom I have checked so often, here I vow
I’ll imitate my noble sister’s fate,
Late mistress to the worthy Govianus,
And cast away my life as [she] did hers.
 

Enter Votarius to the door within.
 

LEONELLA
Back! Y’are too forward, sir. There’s no coming for you.
 

VOTARIUS
How, Mistress Len, my lady’s smock-woman!
Am I no farther in your duty yet?
 

LEONELLA
Duty! Look for’t of them you keep under, sir.
 

VOTARIUS
You’ll let me in?
 

LEONELLA
Who would you speak withal?
 

VOTARIUS
With the best lady you make curtsy to.
 

LEONELLA
She will not speak with you.
 

VOTARIUS
Have you her mind?
I scorn to take her answer of her broker.
 

LEONELLA
Madam!
 

WIFE
What’s there? How now, sir, what’s your business?
We see your boldness plain.
 

VOTARIUS
I came to see you, madam.
 

WIFE
Farewell, then; though ’twas impudence too much
When I was private.
 

VOTARIUS
Madam!
 

WIFE
Life, he was born
To beggar all my patience!
 

VOTARIUS
I’m bold
Still to prefer my love. Your woman hears me not.
 

WIFE
Where’s modesty and honour? Have I not thrice
Answered thy lust?
 

LEONELLA
[Aside] Byrlady, I think oft’ner.
 

WIFE
And dar’st thou yet look with temptation on us?
Since nothing will prevail, come death, come vengeance!
I will forget the weakness of my kind
And force thee from my chamber!
 

[Thrusts at him with the sword.]
 

VOTARIUS
How now, lady!
‘Ud’s life, you prick me, madam!
 

WIFE
[Aside to him] Prithee peace;
I will not hurt thee. — Will you yet be gone, sir?
 

LEONELLA
He’s upon going, I think.
 

VOTARIUS
Madam! Heart, you deal false with me! Oh, I feel it!
Y’are a most treacherous lady! This thy glory?
My breast is all afire! Oh!
 

[Dies.]
 

LEONELLA
Ha, ha, ha!
 

ANSELMUS
[Coming from the closet] Ha! I believe her constancy too late,
Confirmed e’en in the blood of my best friend!
[Seizing the sword] Take thou my vengeance, thou bold, perjurious strumpet,
That durst accuse thy virtuous lady falsely!
 

Kills Leonella. Enter Bellarius [descending from the gallery].
 

BELLARIUS
[Aside] Oh, deadly poison after a sweet banquet!
What make I here? I had forgot my heart.
I am an actor too, and never thought on’t;
The blackness of this season cannot miss me. — 
[Drawing a sword] Sirrah, you, lord!
 

WIFE
Is he there? Welcome, ruin!
 

BELLARIUS
There is a life due to me in that bosom
For this poor gentlewoman.
 

ANSELMUS
And art thou then receiver?
I’ll pay thee largely, slave, for thy last scape!
 

They make a dangerous pass at one another. The Wife purposely runs between, and is killed by them both.
 

WIFE
I come, Votarius!
 

[Dies.]
 

ANSELMUS
[To Bellarius] Hold, if manhood guide thee!
[Kneeling beside his Wife] Oh, what has fury done?
 

BELLARIUS
What has it done now?
Why, killed an honourable whore, that’s all.
 

ANSELMUS
Villain, I’ll seal that lie upon thy heart!
A constant lady!
 

BELLARIUS
To the devil, as could be!
Heart, must I prick you forward? Either up
Or, sir, I’ll take my chance. Thou couldst kill her
Without repenting that deserved more pity,
And spend’st thy time and tears upon a quean — 
 

ANSELMUS
Slave!
 

BELLARIUS
That was deceived once in her own deceit!
 

[They fight and wound each other mortally.]
 

As I am now. The poison I prepared
Upon that weapon for mine enemy’s bosom
Is bold to take acquaintance of my blood too,
And serves us both to make up death withal.
 

ANSELMUS
I ask no more of destiny but to fall
Close by the chaste side of my virtuous mistress.
If all the treasure of my weeping strength
Be left so wealthy but to purchase that,
I have the dear wish of a great man’s spirit.
[Dragging himself to her] Yet favour me, oh, yet! [Reaching her] I thank thee, fate.
I expire cheerfully and give death a smile.
 

Anselmus [seemingly] dies.
 

BELLARIUS
Oh, rage! I pity now mine enemy’s flesh.
 

Enter Govianus with Servants.
 

GOVIANUS
Where should he be?
 

FIRST SERVANT
My lady, sir, will tell you.
She’s in her chamber here.
 

SECOND SERVANT
[Seeing the bodies] Oh, my lord!
 

GOVIANUS
Peace!
My honourable brother, madam, all,
So many dreadful deeds, and not one tongue
Left to proclaim ‘em?
 

BELLARIUS
Yes, here, if a voice
Some minute long may satisfy your ear;
I’ve that time allowed it.
 

GOVIANUS
’Tis enough.
Bestow it quickly ere death snatch it from thee.
 

BELLARIUS
That lord, your brother, made his friend Votarius
To tempt his lady. She was won to lust,
The act revealed here by her serving-woman.
But that wise, close adulteress, stored with art
To prey upon the weakness of that lord,
Dissembled a great rage upon her love
And indeed killed him; which so won her husband,
He slew this right discoverer in his fury,
Who being my mistress, I was moved in heart
To take some pains with him, and h’as paid me for’t.
As for the cunning lady, I commend her.
She performed that which never woman tried:
She ran upon two weapons and so died.
Now you have all, I hope I shall sleep quiet.
 

Dies.
 

ANSELMUS
Oh, thunder that awakes me e’en from death
And makes me curse my confidence with cold lips!
I feel his words in flames about by soul;
H’as more than killed me.
 

GOVIANUS
Brother!
 

ANSELMUS
I repent the smile
That I bestowed on destiny! A whore!
[To Wife] I fling thee thus from my believing breast
With all the strength I have; my rage is great
Although my veins grow beggars. Now I sue
To die far from thee; may we never meet!
Were my soul bid to joy’s eternal banquet,
And were assured to find thee there a guest,
I’d sup with torments and refuse that feast.
Oh, thou beguiler of man’s easy trust!
“The serpent’s wisdom is in women’s lust.”
 

Dies.
 

GOVIANUS
Is death so long a-coming to mankind
It must be met halfways? ‘Las, the full time
Is to eternity but a minute, a [ .]
Was that so long to stay? Oh, cruel speed!
There’s few men pay their debts before their day;
If they be ready at their time, ’tis well,
And but a few that are so. What strange haste
Was made among these people! My heart weeps for’t.
[To Servants] Go, bear those bodies to a place more comely.
 

[Servants carry out the bodies.]
 

Brother, I came for thy advice, but I
Find thee so ill a counsellor to thyself
That I repent my pains and depart sighing.
The body of my love is still at court;
I am not well to think on’t. The poor spirit
Was with me once again about it, troth,
And I can put it off no more for shame,
Though I desire to have it haunt me still
And never give me over, ’tis so pleasing.
I must to court. I’ve plighted my faith to’t;
‘T’as opened me the way to the revenge.
Tyrant, I’ll run thee on a dangerous shelf,
Though I be forced to fly this land myself.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

The court
 

Enter Tyrant with attendants.
 

TYRANT
In vain my spirit wrestles with my blood;
Affection will be mistress here on earth.
The house is hers; the soul is but a tenant.
I ha’ tasked myself but with the abstinence
Of one poor hour, yet cannot conquer that;
I cannot keep from sight of her so long:
I starve mine eye too much. Go, bring her forth,
As we have caused her body to be decked
In all the glorious riches of our palace.
 

[Exit an attendant.]
 

Our mind has felt a famine for the time;
All comfort has been dear and scarce with us.
The times are altered since. Strike on, sweet harmony!
 

Music.
 

A braver world comes toward us.
 

Enter [First and Second] Soldiers with the Lady. They bring the body in a chair, dressed up in black velvet which sets out the paleness of the hands and face, and a fair chain of pearl ‘cross her breast, and the crucifix above it. He stands silent awhile, letting the music play, beckoning the Soldiers that bring her in to make obeisance to her, and he himself makes a low honour to the body and kisses the hand. A song within, in voices.
 

Song.
 

Oh, what is beauty, that’s so much adored?
A flatt’ring glass that cozens her beholders.
One night of death makes it look pale and horrid;
The dainty preserved flesh, how soon it moulders.
To love it living it bewitcheth many,
But after life is seldom heard of any.
 

FIRST SOLDIER
[Aside] By this hand, mere idolatry. I make curtsy
To my damnation. I have learned so much,
Though I could never know the meaning yet
Of all my Latin prayers, nor ne’er sought for’t.
 

TYRANT
How pleasing art thou to us even in death!
I love thee yet, above all women living,
And shall do sev’n year hence.
I can see nothing to be mended in thee
But the too constant paleness of thy cheek.
I’d give the kingdom but to purchase there
The breadth of a red rose, in natural colour,
And think it the best bargain
That ever king made yet; but fate’s my hindrance,
And I must only rest content with art,
And that I’ll have in spite on’t! Is he come, sir?
 

SECOND SOLDIER
Who, my lord?
 

TYRANT
Dull! The fellow that we sent
For a court schoolmaster, a picture-drawer,
A ladies’ forenoon tutor. Is he come, sir?
 

FIRST SOLDIER
Not yet returned, my lord.
 

TYRANT
The fool belike
Makes his choice carefully, for so we charged him,
To fit our close deeds with some private hand.
It is no shame for thee, most silent mistress,
To stand in need of art,
When youth and all thy warm friends has forsook thee.
Women alive are glad to seek her friendship
To make up the fair number of their graces,
Or else the reck’ning would fall short sometimes,
And servants would look out for better wages.
 

Enter Third Soldier with Govianus [disguised].
 

SECOND SOLIDER
He’s come, my lord.
 

TYRANT
Depart, then.
 

[Exeunt First and Second Soldiers and attendants. Manet Third Soldier.]
 

Is that he?
 

THIRD SOLDIER
The privat’st I could get, my lord.
 

GOVIANUS
[Aside] Oh, heav’n, marry patience to my spirit!
Give me a sober fury, I beseech thee,
A rage that may not overcharge my blood
And do myself most hurt! [To the Lady] ’Tis strange to me
To see thee here at court, and gone from hence.
Didst thou make haste to leave the world for this?
And kept in the worst corner!
Oh, who dares play with destiny but he
That wears security so thick upon him
The thought of death and hell cannot pierce through!
 

TYRANT
[To Third Soldier] ’Twas circumspectly carried. Leave us; go.
 

[Exit Third Soldier.]
 

Be nearer, sir. Thou’rt much commended to us.
 

GOVIANUS
It is the hand, my lord, commends the workman.
 

TYRANT
Thou speak’st both modesty and truth in that.
We need that art that thou art master of.
 

GOVIANUS
My king is master both of that and me.
 

TYRANT
Look on yon face and tell me what it wants.
 

GOVIANUS
Which, that, sir?
 

TYRANT
That! What wants it?
 

GOVIANUS
Troth, my lord,
Some thousand years’ sleep and a marble pillow.
 

TYRANT
What’s that? [Aside] Observe it still: all the best arts
Hath the most fools and drunkards to their masters. — 
Thy apprehension has too gross a film
To be employed at court. What colour wants she?
 

GOVIANUS
By my troth, all, sir. I see none she has,
Nor none she cares for.
 

TYRANT
[Aside] I am overmatched here.
 

GOVIANUS
A lower chamber with less noise were kindlier
For her, poor woman, whatsoe’er she was.
 

TYRANT
But how if we be pleased to have it thus,
And thou well hired to do what we command?
Is not your work for money?
 

GOVIANUS
Yes, my lord.
I would not trust at court and I could choose.
 

TYRANT
Let but thy art hide death upon her face,
That now looks fearfully on us, and but strive
To give our eye delight in that pale part
Which draws so many pities from these springs,
And thy reward for’t shall outlast thy end,
And reach to thy friend’s fortunes, and his friend.
 

GOVIANUS
Say you so, my lord? I’ll work out my heart, then,
But I’ll show art enough.
 

TYRANT
About it, then.
I never wished so seriously for health
After long sickness.
 

GOVIANUS
[Aside] A religious trembling shakes me by the hand
And bids me put by such unhallowed business,
But revenge calls for’t, and it must go forward.
’Tis time the spirit of my love took rest;
Poor soul, ’tis weary, much abused and toiled.
 

[He paints her face and secretly applies poison to her lips.]
 

TYRANT
Could I now send for one to renew heat
Within her bosom, that were a fine workman!
I should but too much love him. But alas,
’Tis as unpossible for living fire
To take hold there,
As for dead ashes to burn back again
Into those hard, tough bodies whence they fell.
Life is removed from her now, as the warmth
Of the bright sun from us when it makes winter
And kills with unkind coldness. So is’t yonder;
An everlasting frost hangs now upon her.
And as in such a season men will force
A heat into their bloods with exercise,
In spite of extreme weather, so shall we
By art force beauty on yon lady’s face
Though death sit frowning on’t a storm of hail
To beat it off. Our pleasure shall prevail.
 

GOVIANUS
My lord.
 

TYRANT
Hast done so soon?
 

GOVIANUS
That’s as your grace
Gives approbation.
 

TYRANT
Oh, she lives again!
She’ll presently speak to me. Keep her up;
I’ll have her swoon no more: there’s treachery in’t.
Does she not feel warm to thee?
 

GOVIANUS
Very little, sir.
 

TYRANT
The heat wants cherishing, then. Our arms and lips
Shall labour life into her. Wake, sweet mistress!
’Tis I that call thee at the door of life. [Kisses her.] Ha!
I talk so long to death, I’m sick myself.
Methinks an evil scent still follows me.
 

GOVIANUS
Maybe ’tis nothing but the colour, sir,
That I laid on.
 

TYRANT
Is that so strong?
 

GOVIANUS
Yes, faith, sir,
’Twas the best poison I could get for money.
 

[Removes his disguise.]
 

TYRANT
Govianus!
 

GOVIANUS
Oh, thou sacrilegious villain!
Thou thief of rest, robber of monuments!
Cannot the body after funeral
Sleep in the grave for thee? Must it be raised
Only to please the wickedness of thine eye?
Does all things end with death and not thy lust?
Hast thou devised a new way to damnation,
More dreadful than the soul of any sin
Did ever pass yet between earth and hell?
Dost strive to be particularly plagued
Above all ghosts beside? Is thy pride such
Thou scorn’st a partner in thy torments too?
 

TYRANT
What fury gave thee boldness to attempt
This deed, for which I’ll doom thee with a death
Beyond the Frenchman’s tortures?
 

GOVIANUS
I smile at thee.
Draw all the death that ever mankind suffered
Unto one head to help thine own invention,
And make my end as rare as this thy sin
And full as fearful to the eyes of women,
My spirit shall fly singing to his lodging
In midst of that rough weather. Doom me, tyrant.
Had I feared death, I’d never appeared noble
To seal this act upon me, which e’en honours me
Unto my mistress’ spirit: it loves me for’t.
I told my heart ’twould prove destruction to’t,
Who, hearing ’twas for her, charged me to do’t.
 

TYRANT
Thy glories shall be shortened! Who’s within there?
 

Enter the ghost [of the Lady] in the same form as the [body of the] Lady is dress’d in the chair.
 

I called not thee, thou enemy to firmness,
Mortality’s earthquake!
 

GOVIANUS
Welcome to mine eyes
As is the dayspring from the morning’s womb
Unto that wretch whose nights are tedious
As liberty to captives, health to labourers,
And life still to old people, never weary on’t,
So welcome art thou to me! The deed’s done,
Thou queen of spirits; he has his end upon him.
Thy body shall return to rise again,
For thy abuser falls, and has no pow’r
To vex thee farther now.
 

[LADY]
My truest love,
Live ever honoured here and blessed above.
 

[Exit.]
 

TYRANT
Oh, if there be a hell for flesh and spirit,
’Tis built within this bosom!
 

Enter Nobles [including Memphonius].
 

My lords, treason!
 

GOVIANUS
Now, death, I’m for thee. Welcome!
 

TYRANT
Your king’s poisoned!
 

MEMPHONIUS
The king of heav’n be praised for’t!
 

TYRANT
Lay hold on him,
On Govianus!
 

MEMPHONIUS
E’en with the best loves
And truest hearts that ever subjects owed.
 

TYRANT
How’s that? I charge you both, lay hands on him!
 

MEMPHONIUS
Look you, my lord, your will shall be obeyed.
 

Enter Helvetius.
 

Here comes another; we’ll have his hand too.
 

HELVETIUS
You shall have both mine, if that work go forward,
Beside my voice and knee.
 

TYRANT
Helvetius!
Then my destruction was confirmed amongst ‘em;
Premeditation wrought it! Oh, my torments!
 

ALL [NOBLES]
Live Govianus long our virtuous king!
 

Flourish.
 

TYRANT
That thunder strikes me dead.
 

[Dies.]
 

GOVIANUS
I cannot better
Reward my joys than with astonished silence,
For all the wealth of words is not of power
To make up thanks for you, my honoured lords!
I’m like a man plucked up from many waters,
That never looked for help, and am here placed
Upon this cheerful mountain where prosperity
Shoots forth her richest beam.
 

MEMPHONIUS
Long-injured lord,
The tyranny of his actions grew so weighty,
His life so vicious — 
 

HELVETIUS
To which this is witness — 
Monster in sin! — this, the disquieted body
Of my too resolute child in honour’s war — 
 

MEMPHONIUS
That he become as hateful to our minds — 
 

HELVETIUS
As death’s unwelcome to a house of riches,
Or what can more express it.
 

GOVIANUS
Well, he’s gone,
And all the kingdom’s evils perish with him.
And since the body of that virtuous lady
Is taken from her rest, in memory
Of her admired mistress, ’tis our will
It receive honour dead, as it took part
With us in all afflictions when it lived.
Here place her in this throne; crown her our queen,
The first and last that ever we make ours,
Her constancy strikes so much firmness in us.
That honour done, let her be solemnly borne
Unto the house of peace from whence she came
As queen of silence.
 

The spirit [of the Lady] enters again and stays to go out with the body, as it were attending it.
 

Oh, welcome, blessed spirit!
Thou need’st not mistrust me; I have a care
As jealous as thine own. We’ll see it done
And not believe report. Our zeal is such
We cannot reverence chastity too much.
Lead on!
I would those ladies that fill honour’s rooms
Might all be borne so honest to their tombs.
 

Recorders or other solemn music plays them out.
 

FINIS
 




A CHASTE MAID IN CHEAPSIDE
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A Chaste Maid in Cheapside is believed to have been written and performed c. 1613, although it was only published in quarto form by Francis Constable in 1630. The bookseller was a prominent publisher of Jacobean and Caroline drama, and was responsible for releasing many plays, including works by Beaumont and Fletcher, Philip Massinger and William Rowley. The play was first performed at the Swan Theatre by the Lady Elizabeth’s Men: an acting troupe formed under the patronage of Princess Elizabeth in 1611. The company proved to be successful for the next five years, before they left London to tour other regions in England, resulting in the loss of many of their prominent actors to the King’s Men. There is little evidence to suggest there were any productions of the work during the Restoration era or at any other time before the 20th century. However, over the past fifty years, A Chaste Maid in Cheapside has become a popular work to produce and is now the dramatist’s third most frequently staged play, after The Changeling and Women Beware Women.

The play is another of Middleton’s City comedies, which once again exposes the less admirable and morally righteous aspects of London life. It centres on the schemes, deceptions and tricks of a group of characters inhabiting the world of Cheapside. Moll Yellowhammer wishes to marry poor Touchwood Junior, while her father insists that she will marry Sir Walter Whorehound.  It is a union that would help to bestow gentility on Yellowhammer’s merchant status, while providing more monetary funds to the gentleman Sir Walter. Moll’s father also hopes to further increase his social standing by marrying his idiotic, but university educated son, to Whorehound’s ‘landowning niece’. There are other plots that connect with the marriage narrative: one involves the extremely fertile Touchwood Senior’s plan to make money from a wealthy couple unable to conceive, while another details Sir Walter’s affair with one of his married mistresses and the financial implications of their relationship.

Middleton viciously satirises the self-centred, materialistic and self-serving world of city life, where all relations are viewed through a financial lens. However, there is no strong sense of a moral centre to the work, and the conclusion offers scant real punishment for the unscrupulous behaviour of majority of the characters. The playwright does not romanticise country life or suggest those originating from rural areas possess any moral superiority either; they are as duplicitous and selfish as everyone one else. An interesting character in the play is the knowingly cuckolded Allwit, who happily chooses to ignore his wife’s infidelity, since he can benefit from the money she receives from her lover. Allwit’s abnegation of his patriarchal duties and responsibilities regarding his sexual rights over his wife would have been seen to undermine the entire social order of society and cause great anxiety about the legitimacy of any children and the transfer of property. Middleton crafts a picture of a city with an unstable social order, where class and gender boundaries are blurred, fluid and ever-changing.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Mr. YELLOWHAMMER, a goldsmith
MAUDLIN, his wife
TIM, their son
MOLL, their daughter
TUTOR to Tim
SIR WALTER Whorehound, a suitor to Moll
SIR OLIVER Kix, and his wife [LADY KIX], kin to Sir Walter
Mr. [John] ALLWIT, and his wife [MISTRESS ALLWIT], whom Sir Walter keeps
A WELSH GENTLEWOMAN, Sir Walter’s whore
WAT and NICK, his bastards [by Mistress Allwit]
DAVY Dahumma, his man
TOUCHWOOD SENIOR, and his wife [MISTRESS TOUCHWOOD], a decayed gentleman
TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR, another suitor to Moll
TWO PROMOTERS
SERVANTS [three of Allwit’s, three of Sir Oliver’s]
[Three or four] WATERMEN
[Sims, a PORTER]
[A GENTLEMAN]
[A WENCH with Touchwood Senior’s bastard]
[Jugg, Lady Kix’s MAID]
[A DRY NURSE]
[A WET NURSE]
[A MAN with a basket]
[A SECOND MAN with a basket]
[TWO PURITANS, the first named Mistress Underman]
[FIVE GOSSIPS]
[A MIDWIFE]
[A PARSON]
[A third NURSE]
[SUSAN, Moll’s maid]
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A street in front of Yellowhammer’s shop.
 

Enter Maudlin and Moll, a shop being discovered.
 

MAUDLIN
Have you played over all your old lessons o’ the virginals?
 

MOLL
Yes.
 

MAUDLIN
Yes, you are a dull maid alate, methinks you had need have somewhat to quicken your green sickness; do you weep? A husband. Had not such a piece of flesh been ordained, what had us wives been good for? To make salads, or else cried up and down for samphire. To see the difference of these seasons! When I was of your youth, I was lightsome, and quick, two years before I was married. You fit for a knight’s bed — drowsy-browed, dull-eyed, drossy-spirited! I hold my life you have forgot your dancing: when was the dancer with you?
 

MOLL
The last week.
 

MAUDLIN
Last week? When I was of your bord, he missed me not a night, I was kept at it; I took delight to learn, and he to teach me, pretty brown gentleman, he took pleasure in my company; but you are dull, nothing comes nimbly from you, you dance like a plumber’s daughter, and deserve two thousand pounds in lead to your marriage, and not in goldsmith’s ware.
 

Enter Yellowhammer.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Now what’s the din betwixt mother and daughter, ha?
 

MAUDLIN
Faith, small, telling your daughter Mary of her errors.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Errors! Nay, the city cannot hold you, wife, but you must needs fetch words from Westminster; I ha’ done, i’faith. Has no attorney’s clerk been here alate and changed his half-crown-piece his mother sent him, or rather cozened you with a gilded twopence, to bring the word in fashion for her faults or cracks in duty and obedience, term ‘em e’en so, sweet wife? As there is no woman made without a flaw, your purest lawns have frays, and cambrics bracks.
 

MAUDLIN
But ’tis a husband solders up all cracks.
 

MOLL
What is he come, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Sir Walter’s come.
He was met at Holborn Bridge, and in his company
A proper fair young gentlewoman, which I guess
By her red hair, and other rank descriptions,
To be his landed niece brought out of Wales,
Which Tim our son (the Cambridge boy) must marry.
’Tis a match of Sir Walter’s own making
To bind us to him, and our heirs for ever.
 

MAUDLIN
We are honoured then, if this baggage would be humble,
And kiss him with devotion when he enters.
I cannot get her for my life
To instruct her hand thus, before and after,
Which a knight will look for, before and after.
I have told her still, ’tis the waving of a woman
Does often move a man, and prevails strongly.
But sweet, ha’ you sent to Cambridge,
Has Tim word on’t?
 

YELLOWHAMMIER
Had word just the day after when you sent him the silver spoon to eat his broth in the hall, amongst the gentlemen commoners.
 

MAUDLIN
O, ’twas timely.
 

Enter Porter.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
How now?
 

PORTER
A letter from a gentleman in Cambridge.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, one of Hobson’s porters, thou art welcome. I told thee, Maud, we should hear from Tim. [Reads letter]
Amantissimis charissimisque ambobus parentibus patri et matri.
 

MAUDLIN
What’s the matter?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Nay, by my troth, I know not, ask not me, he’s grown too verbal; this learning is a great witch.
 

MAUDLIN
Pray, let me see it, I was wont to understand him. Amantissimus charissimus, he has sent the carrier’s man, he says; ambobus parentibus, for a pair of boots; patri et matri, pay the porter, or it makes no matter.
 

PORTER
Yes, by my faith, mistress, there’s no true construction in that, I have took a great deal of pains, and come from the Bell sweating. Let me come to’t, for I was a scholar forty years ago; ’tis thus, I warrant you: Matri, it makes no matter: ambobus parentibus, for a pair of boots; patri, pay the porter; amantissimis charissimis, he’s the carrier’s man, and his name is Sims, and there he says true, forsooth, my name is Sims indeed; I have not forgot all my learning. A money matter, I thought I should hit on’t.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Go, thou art an old fox, there’s a tester for thee.
 

PORTER
If I see your worship at Goose Fair, I have a dish of birds for you.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Why, dost dwell at Bow?
 

PORTER
All my lifetime, sir; I could ever say “Bo” to a goose. Farewell to your worship.
 

Exit Porter.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
A merry porter.
 

MAUDLIN
How can he choose but be so, coming with Cambridge letters from our son Tim?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What’s here? [Reads]
Maximus diligo. Faith, I must to my learned counsel with this gear, ‘twill ne’er be discerned else.
 

MAUDLIN
Go to my cousin then, at Inns of Court.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Fie, they are all for French, they speak no Latin.
 

MAUDLIN
The parson then will do it.
 

Enter a Gentleman with a chain.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Nay, he disclaims it, calls Latin Papistry, he will not deal with it. What is’t you lack, gentleman?
 

GENTLEMAN
Pray, weigh this chain.
 

Enter Sir Walter Whorehound, Welsh Gentlewoman and Davy [Dahumma].
 

SIR WALTER
Now, wench, thou art welcome to the heart of the city of London.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
Dugat a whee.
 

SIR WALTER
You can thank me in English if you list.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
I can, sir, simply.
 

SIR WALTER
‘Twill serve to pass, wench; ’twas strange that I should lie with thee so often, to leave thee without English: that were unnatural. I bring thee up to turn thee into gold, wench, and make thy fortune shine like your bright trade. A goldsmith’s shop sets out a city maid. Davy [Dahumma], not a word.
 

DAVY
Mum, mum, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
Here you must pass for a pure virgin.
 

DAVY
[Aside] Pure Welsh virgin, she lost her maidenhead in Brecknockshire.
 

SIR WALTER
I hear you mumble, Davy.
 

DAVY
I have teeth, sir, I need not mumble yet this forty years.
 

SIR WALTER
The knave bites plaguily.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What’s your price, sir?
 

GENTLEMAN
A hundred pound, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
A hundred marks the utmost, ’tis not for me else.
 

[Exit Gentleman.]
 

What, Sir Walter Whorehound?
 

MOLL
O death!
 

Exit Moll.
 

MAUDLIN
Why, daughter; faith, the baggage,
A bashful girl, sir; these young things are shamefast.
Besides, you have a presence, sweet Sir Walter,
Able to daunt a maid brought up i’ the city;
 

Enter [Moll].
 

A brave court spirit makes our virgins quiver,
And kiss with trembling thighs. Yet see, she comes, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
Why, how now, pretty mistress, now I have caught you. What, can you injure so your time to stray thus from your faithful servant?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Pish, stop your words, good knight, ‘twill make her blush else, which wound too high for the daughters of the freedom. “Honour,” and “faithful servant,” they are compliments for the worthies of Whitehall, or Greenwich. E’en plain, sufficient subsidy words serves us, sir. And is this gentlewoman your worthy niece?
 

SIR WALTER
You may be bold with her on these terms, ’tis she, sir, heir to some nineteen mountains.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Bless us all, you overwhelm me, sir, with love and riches.
 

SIR WALTER
And all as high as Paul’s.
 

DAVY
Here’s work, i’faith.
 

SIR WALTER
How sayst thou, Davy?
 

DAVY
Higher, sir, by far: you cannot see the top of ‘em.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What, man? Maudlin, salute this gentlewoman, our daughter if things hit right.
 

Enter Touchwood Junior.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
[Aside] My knight with a brace of footmen
Is come and brought up his ewe mutton
To find a ram at London; I must hasten it,
Or else pick a’ famine; her blood’s mine,
And that’s the surest. Well, knight, that choice [spoil]
Is only kept for me.
 

MOLL
[Aside to Touchwood Junior] Sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
[To Moll, hands her note] Turn not to me till thou mayst lawfully,
It but whets my stomach, which is too sharp
Set already. Read that note carefully,
Keep me from suspicion still, nor know
My zeal but in thy heart:
Read and send but thy liking in three words,
I’ll be at hand to take it.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, turn, sir, turn.
A poor plain boy, an university man,
Proceeds next Lent to a Bachelor of Art;
He will be called Sir Yellowhammer then
Over all Cambridge, and that’s half a knight.
 

MAUDLIN
Please you draw near, and taste the welcome of the city, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Come, good Sir Walter, and your virtuous niece here.
 

SIR WALTER
’Tis manners to take kindness.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Lead ‘em in, wife.
 

SIR WALTER
Your company, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I’ll give’t you instantly.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
[Aside] How strangely busy is the devil and riches;
Poor soul kept in too hard, her mother’s eye
Is cruel toward her, being to him.
‘Twere a good mirth now to set him a-work
To make her wedding ring. I must about it.
Rather than the game should fall to a stranger,
’Twas honesty in me to enrich my father.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
[Aside] The girl is wondrous peevish; I fear nothing
But that she’s taken with some other love,
Then all’s quite dashed; that must be narrowly looked to;
We cannot be too wary in our children. — 
What is’t you lack?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
O, nothing now, all that I wish is present. I would have a wedding ring made for a gentlewoman, with all speed that may be.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Of what weight, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Of some half ounce, stand fair and comely, with the spark of a diamond. Sir, ‘twere pity to lose the least grace.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Pray, let’s see it; indeed, sir, ’tis a pure one.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
So is the mistress.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Have you the wideness of her finger, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Yes, sure I think I have her measure about me.
[Searches for a paper] Good faith, ’tis down, I cannot show’t you,
I must pull too many things out to be certain.
Let me see: long, and slender, and neatly jointed,
Just such another gentlewoman that’s your daughter, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
And therefore, sir, no gentlewoman.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
I protest I never saw two maids handed more alike;
I’ll ne’er seek farther, if you’ll give me leave, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
If you dare venture by her finger, sir.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Ay, and I’ll bide all loss, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Say you so, sir; let’s see hither, girl.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Shall I make bold with your finger, gentlewoman?
 

MOLL
Your pleasure, sir.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
That fits her to a hair, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What’s your posy now, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Mass, that’s true, posy, i’faith; e’en thus, sir:
“Love that’s wise, blinds parents’ eyes.”
 

YELLOWHAMMER
How, how? If I may speak without offence, sir,
I hold my life — 
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
What, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Go to, you’ll pardon me?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Pardon you?
Ay, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Will you, i’faith?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Yes, faith, I will.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
You’ll steal away some man’s daughter, am I near you?
Do you turn aside? You gentlemen are mad wags;
I wonder things can be so warily carried,
And parents blinded so, but they’re served right
That have two eyes, and were so dull a sight.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
[Aside] Thy doom take hold of thee.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Tomorrow noon shall show your ring well done.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Being so, ’tis soon; thanks, and your leave sweet gentlewoman.
 

Exit.
 

MOLL
Sir, you are welcome.
[Aside] O, were I made of wishes, I went with thee.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Come, now we’ll see how the rules go within.
 

MOLL
That robs my joy, there I lose all I win.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

Allwit’s house.
 

Enter Davy and Allwit severally.
 

DAVY
Honesty wash my eyes, I have spied a wittol.
 

ALLWIT
What, Davy [Dahumma]? Welcome from North Wales,
I’faith, and is Sir Walter come?
 

DAVY
New come to town, sir.
 

ALLWIT
Into the maids, sweet Davy, and give order his chamber be made ready instantly; my wife’s as great as she can wallow, Davy, and longs for nothing but pickled cucumbers, and his coming, and now she shall ha’t, boy.
 

DAVY
She’s sure of them, sir.
 

ALLWIT
Thy very [sight] will hold my wife in pleasure, till the knight come himself. Go in, in, in, Davy.
 

Exit [Davy].
 

The founder’s come to town; I am like a man
Finding a table furnished to his hand,
As mine is still to me, prays for the founder;
Bless the right worshipful, the good founder’s life.
I thank him, h’as maintained my house this ten years,
Not only keeps my wife, but ‘a keeps me,
And all my family; I am at his table,
He gets me all my children, and pays the nurse,
Monthly, or weekly, puts me to nothing,
Rent, nor church duties, not so much as the scavenger:
The happiest state that ever man was born to.
I walk out in a morning, come to breakfast,
Find excellent cheer, a good fire in winter,
Look in my coal house about midsummer eve,
That’s full, five or six chaldron, new laid up;
Look in my back yard, I shall find a steeple
Made up with Kentish faggots, which o’erlooks
The waterhouse and the windmills; I say nothing
But smile, and pin the door. When she lies in,
As now she’s even upon the point of grunting,
A lady lies not in like her; there’s her embossings,
Embroiderings, spanglings, and I know not what,
As if she lay with all the gaudy shops
In Gresham’s Burse about her; then her restoratives,
Able to set up a young ‘pothecary,
And richly stock the foreman of a drug shop;
Her sugar by whole loaves, her wines by rundlets.
I see these things, but like a happy man,
I pay for none at all, yet fools think’s mine;
I have the name, and in his gold I shine.
And where some merchants would in soul kiss hell,
To buy a paradise for their wives, and dye
Their conscience in the bloods of prodigal heirs
To deck their night-piece, yet all this being done,
Eaten with jealousy to the inmost bone — 
As what affliction nature more constrains,
Than feed the wife plump for another’s veins? — 
These torments stand I freed of, I am as clear
From jealousy of a wife as from the charge.
O, two miraculous blessings; ’tis the knight
Hath took that labour all out of my hands;
I may sit still and play; he’s jealous for me — 
Watches her steps, sets spies — I live at ease;
He has both the cost and torment; when the strings
Of his heart [fret], I feed, laugh, or sing,
“La dildo, dildo la dildo, la dildo dildo de dildo.”
 

Enter two Servants.
 

FIRST SERVANT
What has he got a-singing in his head now?
 

SECOND SERVANT
Now he’s out of work he falls to making dildoes.
 

ALLWIT
Now, sirs, Sir Walter’s come.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Is our master come?
 

ALLWIT
Your master? What am I?
 

FIRST SERVANT
Do not you know, sir?
 

ALLWIT
Pray, am not I your master?
 

FIRST SERVANT
O, you are but our mistress’s husband.
 

Enter Sir Walter and Davy.
 

ALLWIT
Ergo, knave, your master.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Negatur argumentum. Here comes Sir Walter.
 

[Allwit takes off his hat.]
 

[Aside to Second Servant] Now ‘a stands bare as well as we; make the most of him, he’s but one peep above a serving-man, and so much his horns make him.
 

SIR WALTER
How dost, Jack?
 

ALLWIT
Proud of your worship’s health, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
How does your wife?
 

ALLWIT
E’en after your own making, sir,
She’s a tumbler, i’faith, the nose and belly meets.
 

SIR WALTER
They’ll part in time again.
 

ALLWIT
At the good hour, they will, and please your worship.
 

SIR WALTER
Here, sirrah, pull off my boots. Put on, put on, Jack.
 

ALLWIT
I thank your kind worship, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
Slippers! Heart, you are sleepy.
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] The game begins already.
 

SIR WALTER
Pish, put on, Jack.
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] Now I must do it, or he’ll be as angry now as if I had put it on at first bidding; ’tis but observing, ’tis but observing a man’s humour once, and he may ha’ him by the nose all his life. [Puts his hat back on]
 

SIR WALTER
What entertainment has lain open here?
No strangers in my absence?
 

FIRST SERVANT
Sure, sir, not any.
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] His jealousy begins, am not I happy now
That can laugh inward whilst his marrow melts?
 

SIR WALTER
How do you satisfy me?
 

FIRST SERVANT
Good sir, be patient.
 

SIR WALTER
For two months’ absence I’ll be satisfied.
 

FIRST SERVANT
No living creature entered — 
 

SIR WALTER
Entered? Come, swear — 
 

FIRST SERVANT
You will not hear me out, sir — 
 

SIR WALTER
Yes, I’ll hear’t out, sir.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Sir, he can tell himself.
 

SIR WALTER
Heart, he can tell!
Do you think I’ll trust him? As a usurer
With forfeited lordships. Him? O monstrous injury!
Believe him? Can the devil speak ill of darkness?
What can you say, sir?
 

ALLWIT
Of my soul and conscience,
Sir, she’s a wife as honest of her body
To me as any lord’s proud lady can be.
 

SIR WALTER
Yet, by your leave, I heard you were once offering
To go to bed to her.
 

ALLWIT
No, I protest, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
Heart, if you do, you shall take all — I’ll marry.
 

ALLWIT
O, I beseech you, sir — 
 

SIR WALTER
That wakes the slave,
And keeps his flesh in awe.
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] I’ll stop that gap
Where’er I find it open; I have poisoned
His hopes in marriage already — 
Some old rich widows, and some landed virgins — 
 

Enter two children[, Wat and Nick].
 

And I’ll fall to work still before I’ll lose him,
He’s yet too sweet to part from.
 

[WAT]
God-den, father.
 

ALLWIT
Ha, villain, peace.
 

[NICK]
God-den, father.
 

ALLWIT
Peace, bastard.
[Aside] Should he hear ‘em! These are two foolish children,
They do not know the gentleman that sits there.
 

SIR WALTER
Oh Wat, how dost, Nick? Go to school,
Ply your books, boys, ha?
 

[Exeunt Wat and Nick.]
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] Where’s your legs, whoresons?
They should kneel indeed if they could say their prayers.
 

SIR WALTER
[Aside] Let me see, stay,
How shall I dispose of these two brats now
When I am married, for they must not mingle
Amongst my children that I get in wedlock,
‘Twill make foul work that, and raise many storms.
I’ll bind Wat prentice to a goldsmith, my father Yellowhammer;
As fit as can be. Nick with some vintner; good, goldsmith
And vintner; there will be wine in bowls, i’faith.
 

Enter Allwit’s Wife.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Sweet knight,
Welcome; I have all my longings now in town,
Now well-come the good hour.
 

SIR WALTER
How cheers my mistress?
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Made lightsome, e’en by him that made me heavy.
 

SIR WALTER
Methinks she shows gallantly, like a moon at full, sir.
 

ALLWIT
True, and if she bear a male child, there’s the man in the moon, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
’Tis but the boy in the moon yet, goodman calf.
 

ALLWIT
There was a man; the boy had never been there else.
 

SIR WALTER
It shall be yours, sir.
 

[Exeunt Mistress Allwit and Sir Walter.]
 

ALLWIT
No, by my troth,
I’ll swear it’s none of mine, let him that got it
Keep it. Thus do I rid myself of fear,
Lie soft, sleep hard, drink wine, and eat good cheer.
 

[Exit.]
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

A street.
 

Enter Touchwood Senior and his Wife.
 

[MISTRESS TOUCHWOOD]
‘Twill be so tedious, sir, to live from you,
But that necessity must be obeyed.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I would it might not, wife; the tediousness
Will be the most part mine, that understand
The blessings I have in thee; so to part,
That drives the torment to a knowing heart;
But as thou sayst, we must give way to need
And live awhile asunder, our desires
Are both too fruitful for our barren fortunes.
How adverse runs the destiny of some creatures — 
Some only can get riches and no children,
We only can get children and no riches;
Then ’tis the [prudent’st] part to check our wills,
And till our state rise, make our bloods lie still.
Life, every year a child, and some years two,
Besides drinkings abroad, that’s never reckoned;
This gear will not hold out.
 

[MISTRESS TOUCHWOOD]
Sir, for a time, I’ll take the courtesy of my uncle’s house
If you be pleased to like on’t, till prosperity
Look with a friendly eye upon our states.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Honest wife, I thank thee; I ne’er knew
The perfect treasure thou brought’st with thee more
Than at this instant minute. A man’s happy
When he’s at poorest that has matched his soul
As rightly as his body. Had I married
A sensual fool now, as ’tis hard to ‘scape it
‘Mongst gentlewomen of our time, she would ha’ hanged
About my neck, and never left her hold
Till she had kissed me into wanton businesses,
Which at the waking of my better judgment
I should have cursed most bitterly,
And laid a thicker vengeance on my act
Than misery of the birth, which were enough
If it were born to greatness, whereas mine
Is sure of beggary, though it were got in wine.
Fulness of joy showeth the goodness in thee,
Thou art a matchless wife; farewell, my joy.
 

[MISTRESS TOUCHWOOD]
I shall not want your sight?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I’ll see thee often,
Talk in mirth, and play at kisses with thee,
Anything, wench, but what may beget beggars;
There I give o’er the set, throw down the cards,
And dare not take them up.
 

[MISTRESS TOUCHWOOD]
Your will be mine, sir.
 

Exit.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
This does not only make her honesty perfect,
But her discretion, and approves her judgment.
Had her desire[s] been wanton, they’d been blameless
In being lawful ever, but of all creatures
I hold that wife a most unmatched treasure
That can unto her fortunes fix her pleasure,
And not unto her blood — this is like wedlock;
The feast of marriage is not lust but love,
And care of the estate. When I please blood,
Merely I sing, and suck out others’; then,
’Tis many a wise man’s fault; but of all men
I am the most unfortunate in that game
That ever pleased both genders, I ne’er played yet
Under a bastard; the poor wenches curse me
To the pit where’er I come; they were ne’er served so,
But used to have more words than one to a bargain.
I have such a fatal finger in such business
I must forth with’t, chiefly for country wenches,
For every harvest I shall hinder hay-making;
 

Enter a Wench with a child.
 

I had no less than seven lay in last progress,
Within three weeks of one another’s time.
 

WENCH
O Snaphance, have I found you?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
How Snaphance?
 

WENCH
Do you see your workmanship?
Nay, turn not from it, nor offer to escape, for if you do,
I’ll cry it through the streets, and follow you.
Your name may well be called Touchwood, a pox on you,
You do but touch and take; thou hast undone me;
I was a maid before, I can bring a certificate for it,
From both the churchwardens.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I’ll have the parson’s hand, too, or I’ll not yield to’t.
 

WENCH
Thou shalt have more, thou villain; nothing grieves me, but Ellen, my poor cousin in Derbyshire, thou hast cracked her marriage quite; she’ll have a bout with thee.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Faith, when she will I’ll have a bout with her.
 

WENCH
A law bout, sir, I mean.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
True, lawyers use such bouts as other men do,
And if that be all thy grief, I’ll tender her a husband;
I keep of purpose two or three gulls in pickle
To eat such mutton with, and she shall choose one.
Do but in courtesy, faith, wench, excuse me
Of this half yard of flesh, in which I think it wants
A nail or two.
 

WENCH
No, thou shalt find, villain
It hath right shape, and all the nails it should have.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Faith, I am poor; do a charitable deed, wench,
I am a younger brother, and have nothing.
 

WENCH
Nothing! Thou hast too much, thou lying villain
Unless thou wert more thankful.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I have no dwelling,
I brake up house but this morning; pray thee, pity me,
I am a good fellow, faith, have been too kind
To people of your gender; if I ha’t
Without my belly, none of your sex shall want it.
[Aside] That word has been of force to move a woman. — 
There’s tricks enough to rid thy hand on’t, wench,
Some rich man’s porch, tomorrow before day,
Or else anon i’ the evening, twenty devices;
Here’s all I have, i’faith, take purse and all.
[Aside] And would I were rid of all the ware i’ the shop so.
 

WENCH
Where I find manly dealings I am pitiful,
This shall not trouble you.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
And I protest, wench,
The next I’ll keep myself.
 

WENCH
Soft, let it be got first.
This is the fifth; if e’er I venture more
Where I now go for a maid, may I ride for a whore.
 

Exit.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
What shift she’ll make now with this piece of flesh
In this strict time of Lent, I cannot imagine;
Flesh dare not peep abroad now; I have known
This city now above this seven years,
But I protest in better state of government
I never knew it yet, nor ever heard of;
There has been more religious wholesome laws
In the half circle of a year erected
For common good, than memory ever knew of,
 

Enter Sir Oliver Kix and his Lady.
 

Setting apart corruption of promoters,
And other poisonous officers that infect
And with a venomous breath taint every goodness.
 

[LADY KIX]
O, that e’er I was begot, or bred, or born.
 

SIR OLIVER
Be content, sweet wife.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
What’s here to do now?
I hold my life she’s in deep passion
For the imprisonment of veal and mutton
Now kept in garrets, weeps for some calf’s head now;
Methinks her husband’s head might serve with bacon.
 

Enter Touchwood Junior.
 

[LADY KIX]
Hist.
 

SIR OLIVER
Patience, sweet wife.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Brother, I have sought you strangely.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Why, what’s the business?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
With all speed thou canst,
Procure a licence for me.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
How, a licence?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Cud’s foot, she’s lost else, I shall miss her ever.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Nay, sure thou shalt not miss so fair a mark
For thirteen shillings fourpence.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Thanks by hundreds.
 

Exit [with Touchwood Senior].
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, pray thee cease, I’ll be at more cost yet,
Thou know’st we are rich enough.
 

[LADY KIX]
All but in blessings,
And there the beggar goes beyond us. O, O, O,
To be seven years a wife and not a child, O, not a child!
 

SIR OLIVER
Sweet wife, have patience.
 

[LADY KIX]
Can any woman have a greater cut?
 

SIR OLIVER
I know ’tis great, but what of that, wife?
I cannot do withal; there’s things making
By thine own doctor’s advice at ‘pothecary’s;
I spare for nothing, wife, no, if the price
Were forty marks a spoonful,
I’d give a thousand pound to purchase fruitfulness;
’Tis but bating so many good works
In the erecting of Bridewells and spital-houses,
And so fetch it up again, for having none
I mean to make good deeds my children.
 

[LADY KIX]
Give me but those good deeds, and I’ll find children.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hang thee, thou hast had too many.
 

[LADY KIX]
Thou li’st, brevity.
 

SIR OLIVER
O horrible, dar’st thou call me brevity?
Dar’st thou be so short with me?
 

[LADY KIX]
Thou deservest worse.
Think but upon the goodly lands and livings
That’s kept back through want on’t.
 

SIR OLIVER
Talk not on’t, pray thee,
Thou’lt make me play the woman and weep too.
 

[LADY KIX]
’Tis our dry barrenness puffs up Sir Walter — 
None gets by your not-getting, but that knight;
He’s made by th’ means, and fats his fortune shortly
In a great dowry with a goldsmith’s daughter.
 

SIR OLIVER
They may all be deceived,
Be but you patient, wife.
 

[LADY KIX]
I have suffered a long time.
 

SIR OLIVER
Suffer thy heart out; a pox suffer thee!
 

[LADY KIX]
Nay, thee, thou desertless slave!
 

SIR OLIVER
Come, come, I ha’ done;
You’ll to the gossiping of Mr. Allwit’s child?
 

[LADY KIX]
Yes, to my much joy;
Everyone gets before me — there’s my sister
Was married but at Bartholomew eve last,
And she can have two children at a birth;
O, one of them, one of them would ha’ served my turn.
 

SIR OLIVER
Sorrow consume thee, thou art still crossing me,
And know’st my nature.
 

Enter a Maid.
 

MAID
[Aside] O mistress, weeping or railing,
That’s our house harmony.
 

[LADY KIX]
What sayst, Jugg?
 

MAID
The sweetest news.
 

[LADY KIX]
What is’t, wench?
 

MAID
Throw down your doctor’s drugs,
They’re all but heretics; I bring certain remedy
That has been taught, and proved, and never failed.
 

SIR OLIVER
O that, that, that or nothing.
 

MAID
There’s a gentleman,
I haply have his name, too, that has got
Nine children by one water that he useth;
It never misses, they come so fast upon him,
He was fain to give it over.
 

[LADY KIX]
His name, sweet Jugg?
 

MAID
One Mr. Touchwood, a fine gentleman,
But run behind hand much with getting children.
 

SIR OLIVER
Is’t possible?
 

MAID
Why, sir, he’ll undertake
Using that water, within fifteen year,
For all your wealth, to make you a poor man,
You shall so swarm with children.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll venture that, i’faith.
 

[LADY KIX]
That shall you, husband.
 

MAID
But I must tell you first, he’s very dear.
 

SIR OLIVER
No matter, what serves wealth for?
 

[LADY KIX]
True, sweet husband,
There’s land to come; put case his water stands me
In some five hundred pound a pint,
‘Twill fetch a thousand, and a Kersten soul,
And that’s worth all, sweet husband.
I’ll about it.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

Another street.
 

Enter Allwit.
 

ALLWIT
I’ll go bid gossips presently myself,
That’s all the work I’ll do, nor need I stir,
But that it is my pleasure to walk forth
And air myself a little; I am tied to nothing
In this business, what I do is merely recreation,
Not constraint.
Here’s running to and fro, nurse upon nurse,
Three charwomen, besides maids and neighbours’ children.
Fie, what a trouble I have rid my hands on;
It makes me sweat to think on’t.
 

Enter Sir Walter Whorehound.
 

SIR WALTER
How now, Jack?
 

ALLWIT
I am going to bid gossips for your worship’s child, sir,
A goodly girl, i’faith, give you joy on her,
She looks as if she had two thousand pound
To her portion, and run away with a tailor;
A fine, plump, black-eyed slut, under correction, sir,
I take delight to see her: Nurse!
 

[Enter a Dry Nurse.]
 

[DRY] NURSE
Do you call, sir?
 

ALLWIT
I call not you, I call the wet nurse hither,
Give me the wet nurse.
 

Exit [Dry Nurse]. Enter a Wet Nurse [carrying a baby].
 

Ay, ’tis thou,
Come hither, come hither,
Let’s see her once again; I cannot choose
But buss her thrice an hour.
 

[WET] NURSE
You may be proud on’t, sir,
’Tis the best piece of work that e’er you did.
 

ALLWIT
Think’st thou so, Nurse? What sayst to Wat and Nick?
 

[WET] NURSE
They’re pretty children both, but here’s a wench
Will be a knocker.
 

ALLWIT
Pup — sayst thou me so? Pup, little countess;
Faith, sir, I thank your worship for this girl,
Ten thousand times, and upward.
 

SIR WALTER
I am glad
I have her for you, sir.
 

ALLWIT
Here, take her in, Nurse,
Wipe her, and give her spoonmeat.
 

[WET] NURSE
[Aside] Wipe your mouth, sir.
 

Exit.
 

ALLWIT
And now about these gossips.
 

SIR WALTER
Get but two,
I’ll stand for one myself.
 

ALLWIT
To your own child, sir?
 

SIR WALTER
The better policy, it prevents suspicion,
’Tis good to play with rumour at all weapons.
 

ALLWIT
Troth, I commend your care, sir, ’tis a thing
That I should ne’er have thought on.
 

SIR WALTER
[Aside] The more slave;
When man turns base, out goes his soul’s pure flame,
The fat of ease o’erthrows the eyes of shame.
 

ALLWIT
I am studying who to get for godmother
Suitable to your worship: now I ha’ thought on’t.
 

SIR WALTER
I’ll ease you of that care, and please myself in’t.
[Aside] My love, the goldsmith’s daughter, if I send,
Her father will command her. — Davy Dahumma!
 

Enter Davy.
 

ALLWIT
I’ll fit your worship then with a male partner.
 

SIR WALTER
What is he?
 

ALLWIT
A kind, proper gentleman,
Brother to Mr. Touchwood.
 

SIR WALTER
I know Touchwood,
Has he a brother living?
 

ALLWIT
A neat bachelor.
 

SIR WALTER
Now we know him we’ll make shift with him.
Dispatch, the time draws near. Come hither, Davy.
 

Exit [with Davy].
 

ALLWIT
In troth, I pity him, he ne’er stands still.
Poor knight, what pains he takes — sends this way one,
That way another, has not an hour’s leisure — 
I would not have thy toil, for all thy pleasure.
 

Enter two Promoters.
 

Ha, how now, what are these that stand so close
At the street corner, pricking up their ears,
And snuffing up their noses, like rich men’s dogs
When the first course goes in? By the mass, promoters,
’Tis so, I hold my life, and planted there
To arrest the dead corps of poor calves and sheep,
Like ravenous creditors that will not suffer
The bodies of their poor departed debtors
To go to th’ grave, but e’en in death to vex
And stay the corps, with bills of Middlesex.
This Lent will fat the whoresons up with sweetbreads
And lard their whores with lamb-stones; what their golls
Can clutch goes presently to their Molls and Dolls.
The bawds will be so fat with what they earn
Their chins will hang like udders by Easter eve,
And being stroked, will give the milk of witches.
How did the mongrels hear my wife lies in?
Well, I may baffle ‘em gallantly. — By your favour, gentlemen,
I am a stranger both unto the city
And to her carnal strictness.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Good; your will, sir?
 

ALLWIT
Pray tell me where one dwells that kills this Lent.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
How, kills? [Aside to Second Promoter] Come hither, Dick, a bird, a bird.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
What is’t that you would have?
 

ALLWIT
Faith, any flesh,
But I long especially for veal and green sauce.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
[Aside] Green goose, you shall be sauced.
 

ALLWIT
I have half a scornful stomach,
No fish will be admitted.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Not this Lent, sir?
 

ALLWIT
Lent, what cares colon here for Lent?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
You say well, sir;
Good reason that the colon of a gentleman,
As you were lately pleased to term your worship, sir,
Should be fulfilled with answerable food,
To sharpen blood, delight health, and tickle nature.
Were you directed hither to this street, sir?
 

ALLWIT
That I was, ay, marry.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
And the butcher belike
Should kill and sell close in some upper room?
 

ALLWIT
Some apple loft as I take it, or a coal house,
I know not which, i’faith.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Either will serve.
[Aside] This butcher shall kiss Newgate, ‘less he turn up
The bottom of the pocket of his apron. — 
You go to seek him?
 

ALLWIT
Where you shall not find him;
I’ll buy, walk by your noses with my flesh,
Sheep-biting mongrels, hand basket freebooters!
My wife lies in; a foutra for promoters!
 

Exit.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
That shall not serve your turn! What a rogue’s this;
How cunningly he came over us!
 

Enter a Man with meat in a basket.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Husht, stand close.
 

MAN
I have ‘scaped well thus far; they say the knaves
Are wondrous hot and busy.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
By your leave sir,
We must see what you have under your cloak there.
 

MAN
Have? I have nothing.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
No, do you tell us that?
What makes this lump stick out then; we must see, sir.
 

MAN
What will you see, sir — a pair of sheets, and two
Of my wife’s foul smocks, going to the washers?
 

SECOND PROMOTER
O, we love that sight well, you cannot please us better.
 

[He takes the basket and opens it.]
 

What, do you gull us? Call you these shirts and smocks?
 

MAN
Now a pox choke you!
You have cozened me and five of my wife’s kindred
Of a good dinner; we must make it up now
With herrings and milk pottage.
 

Exit.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
’Tis all veal.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
All veal? Pox, the worse luck; I promised faithfully to send this morning a fat quarter of lamb to a kind gentlewoman in Turnbull Street that longs, and how I’m crossed.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Let’s share this, and see what hap comes next then.
 

Enter another with a basket.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Agreed, stand close again; another booty.
What’s he?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Sir, by your favour.
 

[SECOND] MAN
Meaning me, sir?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Good Mr. Oliver, cry thee mercy, i’faith.
What has thou there?
 

[SECOND] MAN
A rack of mutton, sir,
And half a lamb; you know my mistress’s diet.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Go, go, we see thee not; away, keep close,
Heart, let him pass, thou’lt never have the wit
To know our benefactors.
 

[Exit Second Man.]
 

SECOND PROMOTER
I have forgot him.
 

FIRST PROMOTE
’Tis Mr. Beggarland’s man, the wealthy merchant
That is in fee with us.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Now I have a feeling of him.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
You know he purchased the whole Lent together,
Gave us ten groats apiece on Ash Wednesday.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
True, true.
 

Enter a Wench with a basket, and a child in it under a loin of mutton.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
A wench.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Why then, stand close indeed.
 

WENCH
[Aside] Women had need of wit, if they’ll shift here,
And she that hath wit may shift anywhere.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Look, look, poor fool,
She has left the rump uncovered too,
More to betray her; this is like a murderer
That will outface the deed with a bloody band.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
[Taking her basket] What time of the year is’t, sister?
 

WENCH
O sweet gentlemen, I am a poor servant,
Let me go.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
You shall, wench, but this must stay with us.
 

WENCH
O, you undo me, sir;
’Tis for a wealthy gentlewoman that takes physic, sir,
The doctor does allow my mistress mutton.
O, as you tender the dear life of a gentlewoman,
I’ll bring my master to you, he shall show you
A true authority from the higher powers,
And I’ll run every foot.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Well, leave your basket
Then, and run and spare not.
 

WENCH
Will you swear then
To me to keep it till I come?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Now by
This light, I will.
 

WENCH
What say you, gentleman?
 

SECOND PROMOTER
What a strange wench ’tis. Would we might perish else.
 

WENCH
Nay then, I run, sir.
 

Exit.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
And ne’er return I hope.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
A politic baggage, she makes us swear to keep it;
I prithee, look what market she hath made.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Imprimis, sir, a good fat loin of mutton;
What comes next under this cloth?
Now for a quarter of lamb.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Now for a shoulder
Of mutton.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Done.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Why done, sir?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
By the mass,
I feel I have lost, ’tis of more weight, i’faith.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Some loin of veal?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
No, faith, here’s a lamb’s head,
I feel that plainly, why yet I’ll win my wager.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Ha?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
‘Swounds, what’s here?
 

SECOND PROMOTER
A child!
 

FIRST PROMOTER
A pox of all dissembling, cunning whores!
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Here’s an unlucky breakfast.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
What shall’s do?
 

SECOND PROMOTER
The quean made us swear to keep it, too.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
We might leave it else.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Villainous strange;
Life, had she none to gull but poor promoters
That watch hard for a living?
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Half our gettings
Must run in sugar-sops and nurses’ wages
Now, besides many a pound of soap and tallow;
We have need to get loins of mutton still,
To save suet to change for candles.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Nothing
Mads me but this was a lamb’s head with you,
You felt it; she has made calves’ heads of us.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Prithee no more on’t, there’s time to get it up;
It is not come to mid-Lent Sunday yet.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
I am so angry, I’ll watch no more today.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Faith, nor I neither.
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Why then I’ll make a motion.
 

FIRST PROMOTER
Well, what is’t?
 

SECOND PROMOTER
Let’s e’en go to the Checker
At Queenhive and roast the loin of mutton
Till young flood; then send the child to Branford.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

A hall in Allwit’s house.
 

Enter Allwit in one of Sir Walter’s suits, and Davy trussing him.
 

ALLWIT
’Tis a busy day at our house, Davy.
 

DAVY
Always the kursning day, sir.
 

ALLWIT
Truss, truss me, Davy.
 

DAVY
[Aside] No matter and you were hanged, sir.
 

ALLWIT
How does this suit fit me, Davy?
 

DAVY
Excellent neatly; my master’s things were ever fit for you, sir, e’en to a hair, you know.
 

ALLWIT
Thou has hit it right, Davy,
We ever jumped in one this ten years, Davy.
 

Enter a Servant with a box.
 

So, well said; what art thou?
 

[THIRD] SERVANT
Your comfit-maker’s man, sir.
 

ALLWIT
O sweet youth, into the nurse quick,
Quick, ’tis time, i’faith; your mistress will be here?
 

[THIRD] SERVANT
She was setting forth, sir.
 

[Exit Third Servant.] Enter two Puritans.
 

ALLWIT
Here comes our gossips now;
O, I shall have such kissing work today;
Sweet Mistress Underman, welcome, i’faith.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Give you joy of your fine girl, sir,
Grant that her education may be pure,
And become one of the faithful.
 

ALLWIT
Thanks to your sisterly wishes, Mistress Underman.
 

SECOND PURITAN
Are any of the brethren’s wives yet come?
 

ALLWIT
There are some wives within, and some at home.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Verily thanks, sir.
 

[Exeunt Puritans.]
 

ALLWIT
Verily you are an ass, forsooth;
I must fit all these times, or there’s no music.
 

Enter two Gossips.
 

Here comes a friendly and familiar pair,
Now I like these wenches well.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
How dost, sirrah?
 

ALLWIT
Faith, well, I thank you, neighbour, and how dost thou?
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Want nothing, but such getting, sir, as thine.
 

ALLWIT
My gettings, wench, they are poor.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
Fie that thou’lt say so,
Th’ast as fine children as a man can get.
 

DAVY
[Aside] Ay, as a man can get, and that’s my master.
 

ALLWIT
They are pretty foolish things,
Put to making in minutes;
I ne’er stand long about ‘em,
Will you walk in wenches?
 

[Exeunt Gossips.] Enter Touchwood Junior and Moll.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
The happiest meeting that our souls could wish for.
Here’s the ring ready; I am beholding
Unto your father’s haste, h’as kept his hour.
 

MOLL
He never kept it better.
 

Enter Sir Walter Whorehound.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Back, be silent.
 

SIR WALTER
Mistress and partner, I will put you both
Into one cup.
 

DAVY
[Aside] Into one cup, most proper,
A fitting compliment for a goldsmith’s daughter.
 

ALLWIT
Yes, sir, that’s he must be your worship’s partner
In this day’s business, Mr. Touchwood’s brother.
 

SIR WALTER
I embrace your acquaintance, sir.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
It vows your service, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
It’s near high time; come, Mr. Allwit.
 

ALLWIT
Ready, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
Will’t please you walk?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Sir, I obey your time.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act II Scene 4.
 

The street outside Allwit’s house.
 

Enter Midwife with the child, [Maudlin] and the Gossips to the Kursning.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
Good Mrs. Yellowhammer.
 

MAUDLIN
In faith, I will not.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
Indeed, it shall be yours.
 

MAUDLIN
I have sworn, i’faith.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
I’ll stand still then.
 

MAUDLIN
So will you let the child go without company and make me forsworn.
 

FIRST GOSSIP
You are such another creature.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Before me? I pray come down a little.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
Not a whit; I hope I know my place.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Your place? Great wonder sure! Are you any better than a comfit-maker’s wife?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
And that’s as good at all times as a ‘pothecary’s.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Ye lie, yet I forbear you, too.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Come, sweet sister, we go in unity, and show the fruits of peace like children of the spirit.
 

SECOND PURITAN
I love lowliness.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
True, so say I, though they strive more,
There comes as proud behind as goes before.
 

FIFTH GOSSIP
Every inch, i’faith.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

A church.
 

Enter Touchwood Junior and a Parson.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
O sir, if ever you felt the force of love, pity it in me.
 

PARSON
Yes, though I ne’er was married, sir,
I have felt the force of love from good men’s daughters,
And some that will be maids yet three years hence.
Have you got a licence?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Here, ’tis ready, sir.
 

PARSON
That’s well.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
The ring and all things perfect, she’ll steal hither.
 

PARSON
She shall be welcome sir; I’ll not be long
A-clapping you together.
 

Enter Moll and Touchwood Senior.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
O, here she’s come, sir.
 

PARSON
What’s he?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
My honest brother.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Quick, make haste, sirs.
 

MOLL
You must dispatch with all the speed you can,
For I shall be missed straight; I made hard shift
For this small time I have.
 

PARSON
Then I’ll not linger,
Place that ring upon her finger,
This the finger plays the part,
Whose master vein shoots from the heart;
Now join hands — 
 

Enter Yellowhammer and Sir Walter.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Which I will sever,
And so ne’er again meet, never.
 

MOLL
O, we are betrayed!
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Hard fate!
 

SIR WALTER
I am struck with wonder.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Was this the politic fetch, thou mystical baggage,
Thou disobedient strumpet? [To Sir Walter] And were
So wise to send for her to such an end?
 

SIR WALTER
Now I disclaim the end, you’ll make me mad.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
And what are you, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
And you cannot see
With those two glasses, put on a pair more.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I dreamt of anger still, here take your ring, sir;
Ha, this? Life, ’tis the same: abominable!
Did not I sell this ring?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
I think you did,
You received money for it.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Heart, hark you, knight,
Here’s no inconscionable villainy — 
Set me a-work to make the wedding ring,
And come with an intent to steal my daughter;
Did ever runaway match it?
 

SIR WALTER
This your brother, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
He can tell that as well as I.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
The very posy mocks me to my face:
“Love that’s wise, blinds parents’ eyes.”
I thank your wisdom, sir, for blinding of us;
We have good hope to recover our sight shortly,
In the meantime I will lock up this baggage,
As carefully as my gold; she shall see as little sun
If a close room or so can keep her from the light on’t.
 

MOLL
O sweet father, for love’s sake pity me!
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Away!
 

MOLL
Farewell, sir, all content bless thee,
And take this for comfort,
Though violence keep me, thou canst lose me never,
I am ever thine although we part for ever.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Ay, we shall part you, minx.
 

Exit [Yellowhammer with Moll].
 

SIR WALTER
Your acquaintance, sir,
Came very lately, yet it came too soon;
I must hereafter know you for no friend,
But one that I must shun like pestilence,
Or the disease of lust.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Like enough, sir,
You ha’ ta’en me at the worst time for words
That e’er ye picked out; faith, do not wrong me, sir.
 

Exit.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Look after him and spare not; there he walks
That never yet received baffling; you’re blessed
More than e’er I knew. Go take your rest.
 

Exit.
 

SIR WALTER
I pardon you, you are both losers.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Allwit’s house.
 

A bed thrust out upon the stage, Allwit’s Wife in it. Enter all the Gossips [including Maudlin and Lady Kix].
 

FIRST GOSSIP
How is’t, woman? We have brought you home
A kursen soul.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Ay, I thank your pains.
 

FIRST PURITAN
And verily well kursened, i’ the right way,
Without idolatry or superstition,
After the pure manner of Amsterdam.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Sit down, good neighbours; Nurse!
 

[Enter Wet Nurse.]
 

WET NURSE
At hand, forsooth.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Look they have all low stools.
 

WET NURSE
They have, forsooth.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Bring the child hither, Nurse;
How say you now, Gossip,
Is’t not a chopping girl, so like the father?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
As if it had been spit out of his mouth,
Eyed, nosed and browed as like a girl can be,
Only indeed it has the mother’s mouth.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
The mother’s mouth up and down, up and down.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
’Tis a large child, she’s but a little woman.
 

SECOND PURITAN
No, believe me, a very spiny creature, but all heart,
Well mettled, like the faithful to endure
Her tribulation here, and raise up seed.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
She had a sore labour on’t, I warrant you, you can tell, neighbour.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
O, she had great speed; we were afraid once,
But she made us all have joyful hearts again;
’Tis a good soul, i’faith;
The midwife found her a most cheerful daughter.
 

FIRST PURITAN
’Tis the spirit, the sisters are all like her.
 

Enter Sir Walter with two spoons and plate and Allwit.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
O, here comes the chief gossip, neighbours.
 

SIR WALTER
The fatness of your wishes to you all, ladies.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
O dear sweet gentleman, what fine words he has — 
The fatness of our wishes.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Calls us all ladies.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
I promise you a fine gentleman, and a courteous.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Methinks her husband shows like a clown to him.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
I would not care what clown my husband were too, so I had such fine children.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
She’s all fine children, gossip.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
Ay, and see how fast they come.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Children are blessings, if they be got with zeal,
By the brethren, as I have five at home.
 

SIR WALTER
The worst is past, I hope, now, gossip.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
So I hope too, good sir.
 

ALLWIT
Why then so hope I too for company,
I have nothing to do else.
 

SIR WALTER
[Giving Mrs. Allwit a cup and spoons] A poor remembrance, lady!
To the love of the babe; I pray accept of it.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
O, you are at too much charge, sir.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Look, look, what has he given her, what is’t, gossip?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
Now by my faith, a fair high standing cup, and two great postle spoons, one of them gilt.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Sure that was Judas then with the red beard.
 

SECOND PURITAN
I would not feed my daughter with that spoon
For all the world, for fear of colouring her hair;
Red hair the brethren like not, it consumes them much,
’Tis not the sisters’ colour.
 

Enter Nurse with comfits and wine.
 

ALLWIT
Well said, Nurse;
About, about with them amongst the gossips:
Now out comes all the tasseled handkerchers,
They are spread abroad between their knees already;
Now in goes the long fingers that are washed
Some thrice a day in urine — my wife uses it — 
Now we shall have such pocketing;
See how they lurch at the lower end.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Come hither, Nurse.
 

ALLWIT
Again! She has taken twice already.
 

FIRST PURITAN
I had forgot a sister’s child that’s sick.
 

ALLWIT
A pox, it seems your purity loves sweet things well that puts in thrice together. Had this been all my cost now I had been beggared. These women have no consciences at sweetmeats, where’er they come; see and they have not culled out all the long plums, too — they have left nothing here but short riggle-tail comfits, not worth mouthing; no mar’l I heard a citizen complain once that his wife’s belly only broke his back: mine had been all in fitters seven years since, but for this worthy knight that with a prop upholds my wife and me, and all my estate buried in Bucklersbury.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Here, Mistress Yellowhammer, and neighbours,
To you all that have taken pains with me,
All the good wives at once.
 

FIRST PURITAN
I’ll answer for them;
They wish all health and strength,
And that you may courageously go forward,
To perform the like and many such,
Like a true sister with motherly bearing.
 

ALLWIT
Now the cups troll about to wet the gossips’ whistles;
It pours down, i’faith: they never think of payment.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Fill again, Nurse.
 

ALLWIT
Now bless thee, two at once; I’ll stay no longer;
It would kill me and if I paid for’t.
Will it please you to walk down and leave the women?
 

SIR WALTER
With all my heart, Jack.
 

ALLWIT
Troth, I cannot blame you.
 

SIR WALTER
Sit you all, merry ladies.
 

ALL GOSSIPS
Thank your worship, sir.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Thank your worship, sir.
 

ALLWIT
A pox twice tipple ye, you are last and lowest.
 

Exit [Allwit with Sir Walter].
 

FIRST PURITAN
Bring hither that same cup, Nurse, I would fain drive away this (hup!) anti-Christian grief.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
See, gossip, and she lies not in like a countess;
Would I had such a husband for my daughter.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
Is not she toward marriage?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
O no, sweet gossip.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
Why, she’s nineteen!
 

THIRD GOSSIP
Ay, that she was last Lammas,
But she has a fault gossip, a secret fault.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
A fault, what is’t?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
I’ll tell you when I have drunk.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
Wine can do that, I see, that friendship cannot.
 

THIRD GOSSIP
And now I’ll tell you, gossip — she’s too free.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
Too free?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
O ay, she cannot lie dry in her bed.
 

FOURTH GOSSIP
What, and nineteen?
 

THIRD GOSSIP
’Tis as I tell you, gossip.
 

[Enter Dry Nurse and speaks to Maudlin.]
 

MAUDLIN
Speak with me, Nurse? Who is’t?
 

[DRY] NURSE
A gentleman
From Cambridge, I think it be your son, forsooth.
 

MAUDLIN
’Tis my son Tim, i’faith, prithee call him up
Among the women, ‘twill embolden him well,
For he wants nothing but audacity;
Would the Welsh gentlewoman at home were here now.
 

[LADY KIX]
Is your son come, forsooth!
 

MAUDLIN
Yes, from the university, forsooth.
 

[LADY KIX]
’Tis a great joy on ye.
 

MAUDLIN
There’s a great marriage
Towards for him.
 

[LADY KIX]
A marriage?
 

MAUDLIN
Yes, sure,
A huge heir in Wales, at least to nineteen mountains,
Besides her goods and cattle.
 

Enter Tim.
 

TIM
O, I’m betrayed.
 

Exit.
 

MAUDLIN
What gone again? Run after him, good Nurse;
 

[Exit Dry Nurse.]
 

He’s so bashful, that’s the spoil of youth;
In the university they’re kept still to men,
And ne’er trained up to women’s company.
 

[LADY KIX]
’Tis a great spoil of youth indeed.
 

Enter [Dry] Nurse and Tim.
 

NURSE
Your mother will have it so.
 

MAUDLIN
Why son, why Tim,
What, must I rise and fetch you? For shame, son.
 

TIM
Mother, you do intreat like a freshwoman;
’Tis against the laws of the university
For any that has answered under bachelor to thrust
‘Mongst married wives.
 

MAUDLIN
Come, we’ll excuse you here.
 

TIM
Call up my tutor, mother, and I care not.
 

MAUDLIN
What, is your tutor come, have you brought him up?
 

TIM
I ha’ not brought him up, he stands at door,
Negatur, there’s logic to begin with you, mother.
 

MAUDLIN
Run, call the gentleman, Nurse, he’s my son’s tutor;
Here, eat some plums.
 

[Exit Dry Nurse.]
 

TIM
Come I from Cambridge,
And offer me six plums?
 

MAUDLIN
Why, how now, Tim,
Will not your old tricks yet be left?
 

TIM
Served like a child,
When I have answered under bachelor?
 

MAUDLIN
You’ll never lin till I make your tutor whip you;
You know how I served you once at the free school
In Paul’s churchyard?
 

TIM
O monstrous absurdity!
Ne’er was the like in Cambridge since my time;
Life, whip a bachelor? You’d be laughed at
Soundly; let not my tutor hear you, ’twould be
A jest through the whole university;
No more words, mother.
 

Enter Tutor.
 

MAUDLIN
Is this your tutor Tim?
 

TUTOR
Yes, surely, lady, I am the man that brought him
In league with logic, and read the Dunces to him.
 

TIM
That did he, mother, but now I have ‘em all
In my own pate, and can as well read ‘em to others.
 

TUTOR
That can he, mistress, for they flow naturally from him.
 

MAUDLIN
I’m the more beholding to your pains, sir.
 

TUTOR
Non ideo sane.
 

MAUDLIN
True, he was an idiot indeed
When he went out of London, but now he’s well mended;
Did you receive the two goose pies I sent you?
 

TUTOR
And eat them heartily, thanks to your worship.
 

MAUDLIN
’Tis my son Tim, I pray bid him welcome, gentlewomen.
 

TIM
Tim? Hark you, Timotheus, mother, Timotheus.
 

MAUDLIN
How, shall I deny your name? “Timotheus” quoth he?
Faith, there’s a name, ’tis my son Tim, forsooth.
 

[LADY KIX]
You’re welcome, Mr. Tim.
 

Kiss.
 

TIM
O, this is horrible, she wets as she kisses;
Your handkercher, sweet tutor, to wipe them off,
As fast as they come on.
 

SECOND GOSSIP
Welcome from Cambridge.
 

Kiss.
 

TIM
This is intolerable! This woman has a villainous sweet breath, did she not stink of comfits; help me, sweet tutor, or I shall rub my lips off.
 

TUTOR
I’ll go kiss the lower end the whilst.
 

TIM
Perhaps that’s the sweeter,
And we shall dispatch the sooner.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Let me come next.
Welcome from the wellspring of discipline
That waters all the brethren.
 

Reels and falls.
 

TIM
Hoist, I beseech thee!
 

THIRD GOSSIP
O, bless the woman — Mistress Underman!
 

FIRST PURITAN
’Tis but the common affliction of the faithful,
We must embrace our falls.
 

TIM
I’m glad I ‘scaped it,
It was some rotten kiss sure,
It dropped down before it came at me.
 

Enter Allwit and Davy.
 

ALLWIT
Here’s a noise, not parted yet? [Heyday],
A looking glass; they have drunk so hard in plate,
That some of them had need of other vessels.
Yonder’s the bravest show.
 

ALL GOSSIPS
Where? Where, sir?
 

ALLWIT
Come along presently by the Pissing Conduit,
With two brave drums and a standard bearer.
 

ALL GOSSIPS
O, brave.
 

TIM
Come, tutor.
 

ALL GOSSIPS
Farewell, sweet gossip.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
I thank you all for your pains.
 

FIRST PURITAN
Feed and grow strong.
 

[Exeunt all but Allwit and Davy.]
 

ALLWIT
You had more need to sleep than eat;
Go, take a nap with some of the brethren, go,
And rise up a well-edified, boldified sister;
O, here’s a day of toil well passed o’er,
Able to make a citizen hare-mad;
How hot they have made the room with their thick bums,
Dost not feel it, Davy?
 

DAVY
Monstrous strong, sir.
 

ALLWIT
What’s here under the stools?
 

DAVY
Nothing but wet, sir,
Some wine spilt here belike.
 

ALLWIT
Is’t no worse thinkst thou?
Fair needlework stools cost nothing with them, Davy.
 

DAVY
[Aside] Nor you neither, i’faith.
 

ALLWIT
Look how they have laid them,
E’en as they lie themselves, with their heels up;
How they have shuffled up the rushes, too, Davy,
With their short, figging, little, shittle-cork heels;
These women can let nothing stand as they find it;
But what’s the secret thou’st about to tell me,
My honest Davy?
 

DAVY
If you should disclose it, sir — 
 

ALLWIT
Life, rip my belly up to the throat then, Davy.
 

DAVY
My master’s upon marriage.
 

ALLWIT
Marriage, Davy?
Send me to hanging rather.
 

DAVY
[Aside] I have stung him.
 

ALLWIT
When, where, what is she, Davy?
 

DAVY
E’en the same was gossip, and gave the spoon.
 

ALLWIT
I have no time to stay, nor scarce can speak,
I’ll stop those wheels, or all the work will break.
 

Exit.
 

DAVY
I knew ’twould prick. Thus do I fashion still
All mine own ends by him and his rank toil;
’Tis my desire to keep him still from marriage;
Being his poor nearest kinsman, I may fare
The better at his death, there my hopes build
Since my Lady Kix is dry, and hath no child.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Sir Oliver’s house.
 

Enter both the Touchwoods.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Y’are in the happiest way to enrich yourself,
And pleasure me, brother, as man’s feet can tread in,
For though she be locked up, her vow is fixed
Only to me; then time shall never grieve me,
For by that vow, e’en absent [I] enjoy her,
Assuredly confirmed that none else shall,
Which will make tedious years seem gameful to me.
In the mean space lose you no time, sweet brother;
You have the means to strike at this knight’s fortunes
And lay him level with his bankrout merit;
Get but his wife with child, perch at tree top,
And shake the golden fruit into her lap.
About it, before she weep herself to a dry ground,
And whine out all her goodness.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Prithee cease,
I find a too much aptness in my blood
For such a business without provocation;
You might well spared this banquet of eringoes,
Artichokes, potatoes, and your buttered crab,
They were fitter kept for your own wedding dinner.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Nay, and you’ll follow my suit, and save my purse, too,
Fortune dotes on me; he’s in happy case
Finds such an honest friend i’ the common place.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Life, what makes thee so merry? Thou hast no cause
That I could hear of lately since thy crosses,
Unless there be news come, with new additions.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Why there thou hast it right, I look for her
This evening, brother.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
How’s that, look for her?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
I will deliver you of the wonder straight, brother:
By the firm secrecy and kind assistance
Of a good wench i’ the house, who, made of pity,
Weighing the case her own, she’s led through gutters,
Strange hidden ways, which none but love could find,
Or ha’ the heart to venture; I expect her
Where you would little think.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I care not where,
So she be safe, and yours.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Hope tells me so,
But from your love and time my peace must grow.
 

Exit.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
You know the worst then, brother; now to my Kix,
The barren he and she, they’re i’ the next room,
But to say which of their two humours hold them
Now at this instant, I cannot say truly.
 

Kix to his Lady within.
 

SIR OLIVER
Thou liest, barrenness.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
O, is’t that time of day? Give you joy of your tongue,
There’s nothing else good in you; this their life
The whole day from eyes open to eyes shut,
Kissing or scolding, and then must be made friends,
Then rail the second part of the first fit out,
And then be pleased again, no man knows which way,
Fall out like giants, and fall in like children — 
Their fruit can witness as much.
 

Enter Sir Oliver Kix and his Lady.
 

SIR OLIVER
’Tis thy fault.
 

[LADY KIX]
Mine, drouth and coldness?
 

SIR OLIVER
Thine, ’tis thou art barren.
 

[LADY KIX]
I barren! O life, that I durst but speak now,
In mine own justice, in mine own right — I barren!
’Twas otherways with me when I was at court,
I was ne’er called so till I was married.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll be divorced.
 

[LADY KIX]
Be hanged! I need not wish it,
That will come too soon to thee: I may say,
Marriage and hanging goes by destiny,
For all the goodness I can find in’t yet.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll give up house, and keep some fruitful whore,
Like an old bachelor in a tradesman’s chamber;
She and her children shall have all.
 

[LADY KIX]
Where be they?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Pray, cease;
When there are friendlier courses took for you
To get and multiply within your house,
At your own proper costs in spite of censure,
Methinks an honest peace might be established.
 

SIR OLIVER
What with her? Never.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Sweet sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
You work all in vain.
 

[LADY KIX]
Then he doth all like thee.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Let me intreat, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Singleness confound her,
I took her with one smock.
 

[LADY KIX]
But indeed you came not so single,
When you came from shipboard.
 

SIR OLIVER
Heart, she bit sore there; prithee, make’s friends.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Is’t come to that? The peal begins to cease.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll sell all at an outcry.
 

[LADY KIX]
Do thy worst, slave;
Good sweet sir, bring us into love again.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Some would think this impossible to compass;
Pray, let this storm fly over.
 

SIR OLIVER
Good sir, pardon me, I’m master of this house,
Which I’ll sell presently, I’ll clap up bills this evening.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Lady, friends? Come.
 

[LADY KIX]
If e’er ye loved woman, talk not on’t, sir;
What, friends with him? Good faith, do you think I’m mad?
With one that’s scarce the hinder quarter of a man?
 

SIR OLIVER
Thou art nothing of a woman.
 

[LADY KIX]
Would I were less than nothing.
 

Weeps.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, prithee what dost mean?
 

[LADY KIX]
I cannot please you.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’faith, thou art a good soul, he lies that says it;
Buss, buss, pretty rogue.
 

[LADY KIX]
You care not for me.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Can any man tell now which way they came in?
By this light, I’ll be hanged then.
 

SIR OLIVER
Is the drink come?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here’s a little vial of almond-milk — 
[Aside] That stood me in some three pence.
 

SIR OLIVER
I hope to see thee, wench, within these few years,
Circled with children, pranking up a girl,
And putting jewels in their little ears;
Fine sport, i’faith.
 

[LADY KIX]
Ay, had you been aught, husband,
It had been done ere this time.
 

SIR OLIVER
Had been aught, hang thee, hadst thou been aught;
But a cross thing I ever found thee.
 

[LADY KIX]
Thou art a grub to say so.
 

SIR OLIVER
A pox on thee.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
By this light, they are out again at the same door,
And no man can tell which way;
Come here’s your drink, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
I will not take it now, sir,
And I were sure to get three boys ere midnight.
 

[LADY KIX]
Why there thou show’st now of what breed thou com’st;
To hinder generation! O thou villain,
That knows how crookedly the world goes with us
For want of heirs, yet put by all good fortune.
 

SIR OLIVER
Hang, strumpet, I will take it now in spite.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Then you must ride upon’t five hours.
 

SIR OLIVER
I mean so.
Within there?
 

Enter a Servant.
 

SERVANT
Sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
Saddle the white mare,
I’ll take a whore along, and ride to Ware.
 

[LADY KIX]
Ride to the devil.
 

SIR OLIVER
I’ll plague you every way;
Look ye, do you see, ’tis gone.
 

Drinks.
 

[LADY KIX]
A pox go with it.
 

SIR OLIVER
I curse and spare not now.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Stir up and down, sir,
You must not stand.
 

SIR OLIVER
Nay, I’m not given to standing.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
So much the better, sir, for the — 
 

SIR OLIVER
I never could stand long in one place yet,
I learnt it of my father, ever figient;
How if I crossed this, sir?
 

Capers.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
O, passing good, sir,
And would show well a-horseback; when you come
To your inn, if you leapt over a joint-stool or two
‘Twere not amiss — [Aside] although you brake your neck, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
What say you to a table thus high, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Nothing better, sir, if it be furnished
With good victuals. You remember how
The bargain runs about this business?
 

SIR OLIVER
Or else I had a bad head: you must receive, sir,
Four hundred pounds of me at four several payments:
One hundred pound now in hand.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Right, that I have, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Another hundred when my wife is quick,
The third when she’s brought to bed, and the last hundred
When the child cries; for if it should be stillborn,
It doth no good, sir.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
All this is even still;
A little faster, sir.
 

SIR OLIVER
Not a whit, sir,
I’m in an excellent pace for any physic.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

SERVANT
Your white mare’s ready.
 

SIR OLIVER
I shall up presently:
One kiss, and farewell.
 

[LADY KIX]
Thou shalt have two, love.
 

[Kiss.]
 

SIR OLIVER
Expect me about three.
 

Exit.
 

[LADY KIX]
With all my heart, sweet.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
By this light, they have forgot their anger since,
And are as far in again as e’er they were;
Which way the devil came they? Heart, I saw ‘em not,
Their ways are beyond finding out. Come, sweet lady.
 

[LADY KIX]
How must I take mine, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Clean contrary,
Yours must be taken lying.
 

[LADY KIX]
Abed, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Abed, or where you will for your own ease;
Your coach will serve.
 

[LADY KIX]
The physic must needs please.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Yellowhammer’s house.
 

Enter Tim and Tutor.
 

TIM
Negatur argumentum, tutor.
 

TUTOR
Probo tibi, pupil, stultus non est animal rationale.
 

TIM
Falleris sane.
 

TUTOR
Quaeso ut taceas; probo tibi.
 

TIM
Quomodo probas, domine?
 

TUTOR
Stultus non habet rationem, ergo non est animal rationale.
 

TIM
Sic argumentaris, domine: stultus non habet rationem, ergo non est animal rationale. Negatur argumentum again, tutor.
 

TUTOR
Argumentum iterum probo tibi, domine: qui non participat de ratione nullo modo potest vocari rationalibus, but stultus non participat de ratione, ergo stultus nullo modo potest dicere rationali.
 

TIM
Participat.
 

TUTOR
Sic disputus, qui participat quomodo participate.
 

TIM
Ut homo; probabo tibi in syllogismo.
 

TUTOR
Hunc proba.
 

TIM
Sic probo, domine: stultus est homo sicut tu et ego sum; homo est animal rationale, sicut stultus est animal rationale.
 

Enter Maudlin.
 

MAUDLIN
Here’s nothing but disputing all the day long with ‘em.
 

TUTOR
Sic disputus, stultus est homo sicut tu et ego sum; homo est animal rationale, sicut stultus est animal rationale.
 

MAUDLIN
Your reasons are both good, whate’er they be;
Pray give them o’er, faith, you’ll tire yourselves,
What’s the matter between you?
 

TIM
Nothing but reasoning about a fool, mother.
 

MAUDLIN
About a fool, son? Alas, what need you trouble your heads about that, none of us all but knows what a fool is.
 

TIM
Why, what’s a fool, mother? I come to you now.
 

MAUDLIN
Why, one that’s married before he has wit.
 

TIM
’Tis pretty, i’faith, and well guessed of a woman never brought up at the university: but bring forth what fool you will, mother, I’ll prove him to be as reasonable a creature, as myself or my tutor here.
 

MAUDLIN
Fie, ’tis impossible.
 

TUTOR
Nay, he shall do’t, forsooth.
 

TIM
’Tis the easiest thing to prove a fool by logic,
By logic I’ll prove anything.
 

MAUDLIN
What thou wilt not?
 

TIM
I’ll prove a whore to be an honest woman.
 

MAUDLIN
Nay, by my faith, she must prove that herself,
Or logic will never do’t.
 

TIM
‘Twill do’t, I tell you.
 

MAUDLIN
Some in this street would give a thousand pounds
That you could prove their wives so.
 

TIM
Faith, I can,
And all their daughters, too, though they had three bastards.
When comes your tailor hither?
 

MAUDLIN
Why, what of him?
 

TIM
By logic I’ll prove him to be a man,
Let him come when he will.
 

MAUDLIN
How hard at first was learning to him? Truly, sir, I thought he would never a took the Latin tongue. How many accidences do you think he wore out ere he came to his grammar?
 

TUTOR
Some three or four.
 

MAUDLIN
Believe me, sir, some four and thirty.
 

TIM
Pish, I made haberdins of ‘em in church porches.
 

MAUDLIN
He was eight years in his grammar, and stuck horribly at a foolish place there called as in presenti.
 

TIM
Pox, I have it here now.
 

MAUDLIN
He so shamed me once before an honest gentleman that knew me when I was a maid.
 

TIM
These women must have all out.
 

MAUDLIN
Quid est grammatica? says the gentleman to him — I shall remember by a sweet, sweet token — but nothing could he answer.
 

TUTOR
How now, pupil, ha, quid est grammatica?
 

TIM
Grammatica? Ha, ha, ha.
 

MAUDLIN
Nay, do not laugh, son, but let me hear you say it now: there was one word went so prettily off the gentleman’s tongue, I shall remember it the longest day of my life.
 

TUTOR
Come, quid est grammatica?
 

TIM
Are you not ashamed, tutor? Grammatica? Why, recte scribendi atque loquendi ars, sir-reverence of my mother.
 

MAUDLIN
That was it, i’faith: why now, son, I see you are a deep scholar; and master tutor, a word, I pray, let us withdraw a little into my husband’s chamber. I’ll send in the North Wales gentlewoman to him, she looks for wooing: I’ll put together both, and lock the door.
 

TUTOR
I give great approbation to your conclusion.
 

Exit [with Maudlin].
 

TIM
I mar’l what this gentlewoman should be
That I should have in marriage, she’s a stranger to me:
I wonder what my parents mean, i’faith,
To match me with a stranger so:
A maid that’s neither kiff nor kin to me:
Life, do they think I have no more care of my body,
Than to lie with one that I ne’er knew,
A mere stranger,
One that ne’er went to school with me neither,
Nor ever playfellows together;
They’re mightily o’erseen in’t methinks;
They say she has mountains to her marriage,
She’s full of cattle, some two thousand runts;
Now what the meaning of these runts should be,
My tutor cannot tell me;
I have looked in Rider’s dictionary for the letter R,
And there I can hear no tidings of these runts neither;
Unless they should be Rumford hogs,
I know them not,
 

Enter Welsh Gentlewoman.
 

And here she comes.
If I know what to say to her now
In the way of marriage, I’m no graduate;
Methinks, i’faith, ’tis boldly done of her
To come into my chamber being but a stranger;
She shall not say I’m so proud yet, but I’ll speak to her:
Marry, as I will order it,
She shall take no hold of my words I’ll warrant her;
She looks and makes a curtsey — 
[To her]
Salve tu quoque puella pulcherrima,
Quid vis nescio nec sane curo — 
Tully’s own phrase to a heart.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
[Aside] I know not what he means; a suitor, quotha?
I hold my life he understands no English.
 

TIM
Ferter me hercule tu virgo,
Wallia ut opibus abundis maximis.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
[Aside] What’s this ferter and abundundis?
He mocks me sure, and calls me a bundle of farts.
 

TIM
[Aside] I have no Latin word now for their runts; I’ll make some shift or other. — Iterum, dico opibus abundat maximis montibus et fontibus et, ut ita dicam, rontibus; attamen, vero, homanculus ego sum natura, simule arte bachalarius, lecto profecto non parata.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
[Aside] This is most strange; may be he can speak Welsh — 
Avedera whee comrage? Derdue cog foginis?
 

TIM
[Aside]
Cog foggin? I scorn to cog with her, I’ll tell her so, too, in a word near her own language. — Ego non cogo.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
Rhegosin a whiggin harle ron corid ambre.
 

TIM
[Aside] By my faith, she’s a good scholar, I see that already;
She has the tongues plain, I hold my life she has travelled;
What will folks say? There goes the learned couple;
Faith, if the truth were known, she hath proceeded.
 

Enter Maudlin.
 

MAUDLIN
How now, how speeds your business?
 

TIM
I’m glad my mother’s come to part us.
 

MAUDLIN
How do you agree, forsooth?
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
As well as e’er we did before we met.
 

MAUDLIN
How’s that?
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
You put me to a man I understand not;
Your son’s no English man methinks.
 

MAUDLIN
No English man, bless my boy,
And born i’ the heart of London?
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
I ha’ been long enough in the chamber with him,
And I find neither Welsh nor English in him.
 

MAUDLIN
Why, Tim, how have you used the gentlewoman?
 

TIM
As well as a man might do, mother, in modest Latin.
 

MAUDLIN
Latin, fool?
 

TIM
And she recoiled in Hebrew.
 

MAUDLIN
In Hebrew, fool? ’Tis Welsh.
 

TIM
All comes to one, mother.
 

MAUDLIN
She can speak English, too.
 

TIM
Who told me so much?
Heart, and she can speak English, I’ll clap to her,
I thought you’d marry me to a stranger.
 

MAUDLIN
You must forgive him, he’s so inured to Latin,
He and his tutor, that he hath quite forgot
To use the Protestant tongue.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
’Tis quickly pardoned, forsooth.
 

MAUDLIN
Tim, make amends and kiss her,
He makes towards you, forsooth.
 

[He kisses her.]
 

TIM
O, delicious, one may discover her country by her kissing. ’Tis a true saying, there’s nothing tastes so sweet as your Welsh mutton: it was reported you could sing.
 

MAUDLIN
O, rarely, Tim, the sweetest British songs.
 

TIM
And ’tis my mind, I swear, before I marry
I would see all my wife’s good parts at once,
To view how rich I were.
 

MAUDLIN
Thou shalt hear sweet music, Tim. Pray, forsooth.
 

Music and Welsh song.
 

[WELSH GENTLEWOMAN]
Cupid is Venus’ only joy,
But he is a wanton boy,
A very, very wanton boy,
He shoots at ladies’ naked breasts,
He is the cause of most men’s crests,
I mean upon the forehead,
Invisible but horrid;
’Twas he first taught upon the way
To keep a lady’s lips in play.
Why should not Venus chide her son,
For the pranks that he hath done,
The wanton pranks that he hath done?
He shoots his fiery darts so thick,
They hurt poor ladies to the quick,
Ah me, with cruel wounding;
His darts are so confounding,
That life and sense would soon decay,
But that he keeps their lips in play.
Can there be any part of bliss,
In a quickly fleeting kiss,
A quickly fleeting kiss?
To one’s pleasure, leisures are but waste,
The slowest kiss makes too much haste,
And lose it ere we find it,
The pleasing sport they only know,
That close above and close below.
 

TIM
I would not change my wife for a kingdom;
I can do somewhat, too, in my own lodging.
 

Enter Yellowhammer and Allwit [in disguise].
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Why, well said, Tim, the bells go merrily,
I love such peals, a’ life; wife, lead them in a while,
Here’s a strange gentleman desires private conference.
 

[Exeunt Maudlin, Tim and Welsh Gentlewoman.]
 

You’re welcome, sir, the more for your name’s sake.
Good Master Yellowhammer, I love my name well,
And which o’ the Yellowhammers take you descent from,
If I may be so bold with you, which, I pray?
 

ALLWIT
The Yellowhammers in Oxfordshire, near Abbington.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
And those are the best Yellowhammers, and truest bred: I came from thence myself, though now a citizen. I’ll be bold with you: you are most welcome.
 

ALLWIT
I hope the zeal I bring with me shall deserve it.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I hope no less; what is your will, sir?
 

ALLWIT
I understand by rumours, you have a daughter,
Which my bold love shall henceforth title “cousin.”
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I thank you for her, sir.
 

ALLWIT
I heard of her virtues,
And other confirmed graces.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
A plaguy girl, sir.
 

ALLWIT
Fame sets her out with richer ornaments
Than you are pleased to boast of; ’tis done modestly;
I hear she’s towards marriage.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
You hear truth, sir.
 

ALLWIT
And with a knight in town, Sir Walter Whorehound.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
The very same, sir.
 

ALLWIT
I am the sorrier for’t.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
The sorrier? Why, cousin?
 

ALLWIT
’Tis not too far past, is’t? It may be yet recalled?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Recalled? Why, good sir?
 

ALLWIT
Resolve me in that point, ye shall hear from me.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
There’s no contract passed.
 

ALLWIT
I am very joyful, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
But he’s the man must bed her.
 

ALLWIT
By no means, coz, she’s quite undone then,
And you’ll curse the time that e’er you made the match;
He’s an arrant whoremaster, consumes his time and state — 
Whom in my knowledge he hath kept this seven years,
Nay, coz, another man’s wife, too.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, abominable!
 

ALLWIT
Maintains the whole house, apparels the husband,
Pays servants’ wages, not so much, but — 
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Worse and worse, and doth the husband know this?
 

ALLWIT
Knows? Ay, and glad he may too, ’tis his living;
As other trades thrive, butchers by selling flesh,
Poulters by venting conies, or the like, coz.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What an incomparable wittol’s this?
 

ALLWIT
Tush, what cares he for that, believe me, coz,
No more than I do.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What a base slave is that?
 

ALLWIT
All’s one to him; he feeds and takes his ease,
Was ne’er the man that ever broke his sleep
To get a child yet by his own confession,
And yet his wife has seven.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What, by Sir Walter?
 

ALLWIT
Sir Walter’s like to keep ‘em, and maintain ‘em,
In excellent fashion, he dares do no less, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Life, has he children too?
 

ALLWIT
Children? Boys thus high,
In their Cato and Cordelius.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What, you jest, sir!
 

ALLWIT
Why, one can make a verse,
And is now at Eton College.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, this news has cut into my heart, coz.
 

ALLWIT
It had eaten nearer if it had not been prevented.
One Allwit’s wife.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Allwit? Foot, I have heard of him,
He had a girl kursened lately?
 

ALLWIT
Ay, that work did cost the knight above a hundred mark.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I’ll mark him for a knave and villain for’t,
A thousand thanks and blessings, I have done with him.
 

ALLWIT
[Aside] Ha, ha, ha, this knight will stick by my ribs still,
I shall not lose him yet, no wife will come,
Where’er he woos, I find him still at home, ha, ha!
 

Exit.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Well, grant all this, say now his deeds are black,
Pray, what serves marriage, but to call him back;
I have kept a whore myself, and had a bastard,
By Mistress Anne, in Anno
[ ].
I care not who knows it; he’s now a jolly fellow,
H’as been twice warden, so may his fruit be,
They were but base begot, and so was he;
The knight is rich, he shall be my son-in-law,
No matter so the whore he keeps be wholesome,
My daughter takes no hurt then, so let them wed,
I’ll have him sweat well e’er they go to bed.
 

Enter Maudlin.
 

MAUDLIN
O husband, husband.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
How now, Maudlin?
 

MAUDLIN
We are all undone, she’s gone, she’s gone.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Again? Death, which way?
 

MAUDLIN
Over the houses:
Lay the waterside, she’s gone forever else.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O venturous baggage!
 

Exit [with Maudlin]. Enter Tim and Tutor.
 

TIM
Thieves, thieves, my sister’s stolen, some thief hath got her:
O, how miraculously did my father’s plate ‘scape,
’Twas all left out, tutor.
 

TUTOR
Is’t possible?
 

TIM
Besides three chains of pearl and a box of coral.
My sister’s gone, let’s look at Trig stairs for her;
My mother’s gone to lay the Common stairs
At Puddle wharf, and at the dock below
Stands my poor silly father. Run, sweet tutor, run.
 

Exit [with Tutor].
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A bank of the Thames.
 

Enter both the Touchwoods.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I had been taken, brother, by eight sergeants,
But for the honest watermen; I am bound to them,
They are the most requiteful’st people living,
For as they get their means by gentlemen,
They are still the forwardest to help gentlemen.
You heard how one ‘scaped out of the Blackfriars
But a while since from two or three varlets
Came into the house with all their rapiers drawn,
As if they’d dance the sword dance on the stage,
With candles in their hands like chandlers’ ghosts,
Whilst the poor gentleman so pursued and banded
Was by an honest pair of oars safely landed.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
I love them with my heart for’t.
 

Enter three or four Watermen.
 

FIRST WATERMAN
Your first man, sir.
 

SECOND WATERMAN
Shall I carry you gentlemen with a pair of oars?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
These be the honest fellows; take one pair,
And leave the rest for her.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Barn Elms.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
No more, brother.
 

[Exit.]
 

FIRST WATERMAN
Your first man.
 

SECOND WATERMAN
Shall I carry your worship?
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Go, and you honest watermen that stay,
Here’s a French crown for you;
There comes a maid with all speed to take water,
Row her lustily to Barn Elms after me.
 

SECOND WATERMAN
To Barn Elms, good sir. Make ready the boat, Sam.
We’ll wait below.
 

Exit [with First Waterman]. Enter Moll.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
What made you stay so long?
 

MOLL
I found the way more dangerous than I looked for.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Away quick, there’s a boat waits for you,
And I’ll take water at Paul’s wharf, and overtake you.
 

MOLL
Good sir, do, we cannot be too safe.
 

[Exeunt.] Enter Sir Walter, Yellowhammer, Tim and Tutor.
 

SIR WALTER
Life, call you this close keeping?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
She was kept
Under a double lock.
 

SIR WALTER
A double devil.
 

TIM
That’s a buff sergeant, tutor, he’ll ne’er wear out.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
How would you have women locked?
 

TIM
With padlocks, father, the Venetian uses it,
My tutor reads it.
 

SIR WALTER
Heart, if she were so locked up, how got she out?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
There was a little hole looked into the gutter,
But who would have dreamt of that?
 

SIR WALTER
A wiser man would.
 

TIM
He says true, father, a wise man for love will seek every hole: my tutor knows it.
 

TUTOR
Verum poeta dicit.
 

TIM
Dicit Virgilius, father.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Prithee, talk of thy gills somewhere else, she’s played the gill with me: where’s your wise mother now?
 

TIM
Run mad I think, I thought she would have drowned herself; she would not stay for oars, but took a smelt boat: sure I think she be gone a-fishing for her.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
She’ll catch a goodly dish of gudgeons now,
Will serve us all to supper.
 

Enter Maudlin drawing Moll by the hair, and Watermen.
 

MAUDLIN
I’ll tug thee home by the hair.
 

WATERMEN
Good mistress, spare her.
 

MAUDLIN
Tend your own business.
 

WATERMEN
You are a cruel mother.
 

[Exeunt Watermen.]
 

MOLL
O, my heart dies!
 

MAUDLIN
I’ll make thee an example
For all the neighbours’ daughters.
 

MOLL
Farewell, life.
 

MAUDLIN
You that have tricks can counterfeit.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Hold, hold, Maudlin.
 

MAUDLIN
I have brought your jewel by the hair.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
She’s here, knight.
 

SIR WALTER
[To Yellowhammer and Maudlin] Forbear or I’ll grow worse.
 

TIM
Look on her, tutor, she hath brought her from the water like a mermaid; she’s but half my sister now, as far as the flesh goes, the rest may be sold to fishwives.
 

MAUDLIN
Dissembling, cunning baggage!
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Impudent strumpet!
 

SIR WALTER
Either give over both, or I’ll give over:
Why have you used me thus, unkind mistress?
Wherein have I deserved?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
You talk too fondly, sir,
We’ll take another course and prevent all;
We might have done’t Iong since; we’ll lose no time now,
Nor trust to’t any longer: tomorrow morn as early
As sunrise we’ll have you joined.
 

MOLL
O, bring me death tonight, love-pitying Fates,
Let me not see tomorrow up upon the world.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Are you content, sir, till then she shall be watched?
 

MAUDLIN
Baggage, you shall.
 

Exit [with Moll and Yellowhammer].
 

TIM
Why, father, my tutor and I will both watch in armour.
 

TUTOR
How shall we do for weapons?
 

TIM
Take you no care for that, if need be I can send for conquering metal, tutor, ne’er lost day yet; ’tis but at Westminster. I am acquainted with him that keeps the monuments; I can borrow Harry the Fifth’s sword, ‘t will serve us both to watch with.
 

Exit [with Tutor].
 

SIR WALTER
I never was so near my wish, as this chance
Makes me; ere tomorrow noon,
I shall receive two thousand pound in gold,
And a sweet maidenhead
Worth forty.
 

Enter Touchwood Junior with a Waterman.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
O, thy news splits me.
 

[FIRST] WATERMAN
Half drowned, she cruelly tugged her by the hair,
Forced her disgracefully, not like a mother.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Enough, leave me like my joys.
 

Exit Waterman.
 

Sir, saw you not a wretched maid pass this way?
Heart, villain, is it thou?
 

SIR WALTER
Yes, slave, ’tis I.
 

Both draw and fight.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
I must break through thee then, there is no stop
That checks my tongue and all my hopeful fortunes,
That breast excepted, and I must have way.
 

SIR WALTER
Sir, I believe ‘twill hold your life in play.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Sir, you’ll gain the heart in my breast at first?
 

SIR WALTER
There is no dealing then, think on the dowry
For two thousand pounds.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
O, now ’tis quit, sir.
 

[Wounds Sir Walter.]
 

SIR WALTER
And being of even hand, I’ll play no longer.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
No longer, slave?
 

SIR WALTER
I have certain things to think on,
Before I dare go further.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
But one bout?
I’ll follow thee to death, but ha’t out.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Allwit’s house.
 

Enter Allwit, his Wife, and Davy Dahumma.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
A misery of a house.
 

ALLWIT
What shall become of us?
 

DAVY
I think his wound be mortal.
 

ALLWIT
Think’st thou so, Davy?
Then am I mortal too, but a dead man, Davy;
This is no world for me, whene’er he goes,
I must e’en truss up all, and after him, Davy,
A sheet with two knots, and away.
 

Enter Sir Walter led in hurt.
 

DAVY
O see, sir,
How faint he goes, two of my fellows lead him.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
O me!
 

ALLWIT
Heyday, my wife’s laid down, too, here’s like to be
A good house kept, when we are altogether down;
Take pains with her, good Davy, cheer her up there,
Let me come to his worship, let me come.
 

SIR WALTER
Touch me not, villain, my wound aches at thee,
Thou poison to my heart.
 

ALLWIT
He raves already,
His senses are quite gone, he knows me not;
Look up, an’t like your worship, heave those eyes,
Call me to mind, is your remembrance lost?
Look in my face, who am I, an’t like your worship?
 

SIR WALTER
If any thing be worse than slave or villain,
Thou art the man.
 

ALLWIT
Alas his poor worship’s weakness,
He will begin to know me by little and little.
 

SIR WALTER
No devil can be like thee.
 

ALLWIT
Ah, poor gentleman,
Methinks the pain that thou endurest.
 

SIR WALTER
Thou know’st me to be wicked, for thy baseness
Kept the eyes open still on all my sins,
None knew the dear account my soul stood charged with
So well as thou, yet like Hell’s flattering angel
Would’st thou never tell me on’t, let’st me go on,
And join with death in sleep, that if I had not waked
Now by chance, even by a stranger’s pity,
I had everlastingly slept out all hope
Of grace and mercy.
 

ALLWIT
Now he is worse and worse,
Wife, to him wife, thou wast wont to do good on him.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
How is’t with you, sir?
 

SIR WALTER
Not as with you,
Thou loathsome strumpet: some good pitying man
Remove my sins out of my sight a little;
I tremble to behold her, she keeps back
All comfort while she stays; is this a time,
Unconscionable woman, to see thee?
Art thou so cruel to the peace of man,
Not to give liberty now? The devil himself
Shows a far fairer reverence and respect
To goodness than thyself; he dares not do this,
But part in time of penitence, hides his face;
When man withdraws from him, he leaves the place;
Hast thou less manners, and more impudence,
Than thy instructor? Prithee show thy modesty,
If the least grain be left, and get thee from me.
Thou should’st be rather locked many rooms hence,
From the poor miserable sight of me,
If either love or grace had part in thee.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
He is lost for ever.
 

ALLWIT
Run, sweet Davy, quickly,
And fetch the children hither — sight of them
Will make him cheerful straight.
 

SIR WALTER
O death! Is this
A place for you to weep? What tears are those?
Get you away with them, I shall fare the worse
As long as they are a-weeping; they work against me;
There’s nothing but thy appetite in that sorrow,
Thou weep’st for lust, I feel it in the slackness
Of comforts coming towards me;
I was well till thou began’st to undo me;
This shows like the fruitless sorrow of a careless mother
That brings her son with dalliance to the gallows,
And then stands by, and weeps to see him suffer.
 

Enter Davy with the Children.
 

DAVY
There are the children, sir, an’t like your worship,
Your last fine girl, in troth, she smiles,
Look, look, in faith, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
O my vengeance,
Let me forever hide my cursed face
From sight of those that darken all my hopes,
And stand between me and the sight of Heaven;
Who sees me now, [he] too, and those so near me,
May rightly say, I am o’ergrown with sin;
O how my offences wrestle with my repentance,
It hath scarce breath — 
Still my adulterous guilt hovers aloft,
And with her black wings beats down all my prayers
Ere they be half way up; what’s he knows now
How long I have to live? O, what comes then?
My taste grows bitter, the round world all gall now,
Her pleasing pleasures now hath poisoned me,
Which I exchanged my soul for;
Make way a hundred sighs at once for me.
 

ALLWIT
Speak to him, Nick.
 

NICK
I dare not, I am afraid.
 

ALLWIT
Tell him he hurts his wounds, Wat, with making moan.
 

SIR WALTER
Wretched, death of seven!
 

ALLWIT
Come, let’s be talking somewhat to keep him alive.
Ah, sirrah Wat, and did my lord bestow that jewel on thee,
For an epistle thou mad’st in Latin?
Thou art a good forward boy, there’s great joy on thee.
 

SIR WALTER
O sorrow!
 

ALLWIT
Heart, will nothing comfort him?
If he be so far gone, ’tis time to moan;
Here’s pen, and ink, and paper, and all things ready,
Will’t please your worship for to make your will?
 

SIR WALTER
My will? Yes, yes, what else? Who writes apace now?
 

ALLWIT
That can your man Davy, an’t like your worship,
A fair, fast, legible hand.
 

SIR WALTER
Set it down then:
Imprimis, I bequeath to yonder wittol,
Three times his weight in curses — 
 

ALLWIT
How?
 

SIR WALTER
All plagues of body and of mind — 
 

ALLWIT
Write them not down, Davy.
 

DAVY
It is his will, I must.
 

SIR WALTER
Together also,
With such a sickness, ten days ere his death.
 

ALLWIT
There’s a sweet legacy,
I am almost choked with’t.
 

SIR WALTER
Next I bequeath to that foul whore, his wife,
All barrenness of joy, a drouth of virtue,
And dearth of all repentance: for her end,
The common misery of an English strumpet,
In French and Dutch, beholding ere she dies
Confusion of her brats before her eyes,
And never shed a tear for it.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

[FIRST] SERVANT
Where’s the knight?
O sir, the gentleman you wounded is newly departed.
 

SIR WALTER
Dead? Lift, lift, who helps me?
 

ALLWIT
Let the law lift you now, that must have all,
I have done lifting on you, and my wife, too.
 

[FIRST] SERVANT
You were best lock yourself close.
 

ALLWIT
Not in my house, sir,
I’ll harbour no such persons as men-slayers,
Lock yourself where you will.
 

SIR WALTER
What’s this?
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Why, husband!
 

ALLWIT
I know what I do, wife.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
You cannot tell yet;
For having killed the man in his defence,
Neither his life, nor estate will be touched, husband.
 

ALLWIT
Away, wife, hear a fool, his lands will hang him.
 

SIR WALTER
Am I denied a chamber? What say you, forsooth?
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Alas, sir, I am one that would have all well,
But must obey my husband. Prithee, love,
Let the poor gentleman stay, being so sore wounded,
There’s a close chamber at one end of the garret
We never use, let him have that, I prithee.
 

ALLWIT
We never use? You forget sickness then,
And physic times: is’t not a place for easement?
 

Enter a Servant.
 

SIR WALTER
O death! Do I hear this with part
Of former life in me? What’s the news now?
 

[SECOND] SERVANT
Troth, worse and worse, you’re like to lose your land
If the law save your life, sir, or the surgeon.
 

ALLWIT
Hark you there, wife.
 

SIR WALTER
Why, how, sir?
 

[SECOND] SERVANT
Sir Oliver Kix’s wife is new quickened;
That child undoes you, sir.
 

SIR WALTER
All ill at once.
 

ALLWIT
I wonder what he makes here with his consorts?
Cannot our house be private to ourselves,
But we must have such guests? I pray depart, sirs,
And take your murderer along with you — 
Good he were apprehended ere he go,
He’s killed some honest gentleman; send for officers.
 

SIR WALTER
I’ll soon save you that labour.
 

ALLWIT
I must tell you, sir,
You have been somewhat bolder in my house
Than I could well like of; I suffered you
Till it stuck here at my heart; I tell you truly
I thought you had been familiar with my wife once.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
With me? I’ll see him hanged first; I defy him,
And all such gentlemen in the like extremity.
 

SIR WALTER
If ever eyes were open, these are they;
Gamesters, farewell, I have nothing left to play.
 

Exit.
 

ALLWIT
And therefore get you gone, sir.
 

DAVY
Of all wittols,
Be thou the head. Thou, the grand whore of spitals.
 

Exit [with Servants].
 

ALLWIT
So, since he’s like now to be rid of all,
I am right glad I am so well rid of him.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
I knew he durst not stay, when you named officers.
 

ALLWIT
That stopped his spirits straight;
What shall we do now, wife?
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
As we were wont to do.
 

ALLWIT
We are richly furnished wife, with household stuff.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
Let’s let out lodgings then,
And take a house in the Strand.
 

ALLWIT
In troth, a match, wench:
We are simply stocked with cloth of tissue cushions,
To furnish out bay windows: push, what not that’s quaint
And costly, from the top to the bottom.
Life, for furniture, we may lodge a countess:
There’s a closestool of tawny velvet, too,
Now I think on’t, wife.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
There’s that should be, sir;
Your nose must be in everything.
 

ALLWIT
I have done, wench;
And let this stand in every gallant’s chamber:
There no gamester like a politic sinner,
For whoe’er games, the box is sure a winner.
 

Exit [with Mistress Allwit].
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

Yellowhammer’s house.
 

Enter Yellowhammer and his Wife.
 

MAUDLIN
O husband, husband, she will die, she will die,
There is no sign but death.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
‘Twill be our shame then.
 

MAUDLIN
O, how she’s changed in compass of an hour.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Ah, my poor girl! Good faith, thou wert too cruel
To drag her by the hair.
 

MAUDLIN
You would have done
As much, sir, to curb her of her humour.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
’Tis curbed sweetly, she catched her bane o’ th’ water.
 

Enter Tim.
 

MAUDLIN
How now, Tim?
 

TIM
Faith, busy, mother, about an epitaph
Upon my sister’s death.
 

MAUDLIN
Death! She is not dead, I hope?
 

TIM
No: but she means to be, and that’s as good,
And when a thing’s done, ’tis done,
You taught me that, mother.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What is your tutor doing?
 

TIM
Making one too, in principal pure Latin,
Culled out of Ovid de Tristibus.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
How does your sister look, is she not changed?
 

TIM
Changed? Gold into white money was never so changed,
As is my sister’s colour into paleness.
 

Enter Moll.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, here she’s brought, see how she looks like death.
 

TIM
Looks she like death, and ne’er a word made yet?
I must go beat my brains against a bed post,
And get before my tutor.
 

[Exit.]
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Speak, how dost thou?
 

MOLL
I hope I shall be well, for I am as sick
At heart as I can be.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
‘Las my poor girl,
The doctor’s making a most sovereign drink for thee,
The worst [ingredients], dissolved pearl and amber;
We spare no cost, girl.
 

MOLL
Your love comes too late,
Yet timely thanks reward it. What is comfort,
When the poor patient’s heart is past relief?
It is no doctor’s art can cure my grief.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
All is cast away then;
Prithee, look upon me cheerfully.
 

MAUDLIN
Sing but a strain or two, thou wilt not think
How ‘twill revive thy spirits: strive with thy fit,
Prithee, sweet Moll.
 

MOLL
You shall have my good will, Mother.
 

MAUDLIN
Why, well said, wench.
 

[MOLL]
[Sings] Weep eyes, break heart,
My love and I must part;
Cruel fates true love do soonest sever,
O, I shall see thee, never, never, never.
O, happy is the maid whose life takes end,
Ere it knows parent’s frown, or loss of friend.
Weep eyes, break heart,
My love and I must part.
 

Enter Touchwood Senior with a letter.
 

MAUDLIN
O, I could die with music: well sung, girl.
 

MOLL
If you call it so, it was.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
She plays the swan,
And sings herself to death.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
By your leave, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
What are you, sir? Or what’s your business, pray?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I may be admitted, though the brother
Of him your hate pursued, it spreads no further;
Your malice sets in death, does it not, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
In death?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
He’s dead: ’twas a dear love to him,
It cost him but his life, that was all, sir:
He paid enough, poor gentleman, for his love.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
[Aside] There’s all our ill removed, if she were well now. — 
Impute not, sir, his end to any hate
That sprung from us; he had a fair wound brought that.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
That helped him forward, I must needs confess:
But the restraint of love, and your unkindness,
Those were the wounds that from his heart drew blood;
But being past help, let words forget it, too:
Scarcely three minutes ere his eyelids closed
And too eternal leave of this world’s light,
He wrote this letter, which by oath he bound me,
To give to her own hands; that’s all my business.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
You may perform it then, there she sits.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
O, with a following look.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Ay, trust me, sir,
I think she’ll follow him quickly.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here’s some gold
He willed me to distribute faithfully
Amongst your servants.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
‘Las, what doth he mean, sir?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
How cheer you, mistress?
 

MOLL
I must learn of you, sir.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here’s a letter from a friend of yours,
And where that fails, in satisfaction
I have a sad tongue ready to supply.
 

MOLL
How does he, ere I look on’t?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Seldom better,
H’as a contented health now.
 

MOLL
I am most glad on’t.
 

MAUDLIN
Dead, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
He is. Now, wife, let’s but get the girl
Upon her legs again, and to church
Roundly with her.
 

MOLL
O, sick to death he tells me:
How does he after this?
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Faith, feels no pain
At all, he’s dead, sweet mistress.
 

MOLL
Peace close mine eyes. [Swoons.]
 

YELLOWHAMMER
The girl, look to the girl, wife.
 

MAUDLIN
Moll, daughter,
Sweet girl, speak, look but once up, thou shalt have
All the wishes of thy heart that wealth can purchase.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
O, she’s gone forever, that letter broke her heart.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
As good now, then, as let her lie in torment,
And then break it.
 

Enter Susan.
 

MAUDLIN
O Susan, she thou lovedst so dear is gone.
 

SUSAN
O sweet maid!
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
This is she that helped her still,
I’ve a reward here for thee.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Take her in,
Remove her from our sight, our shame, and sorrow.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Stay, let me help thee, ’tis the last cold kindness
I can perform for my sweet brother’s sake.
 

[Exeunt Touchwood Senior and Susan, carrying Moll].
 

YELLOWHAMMER
All the whole street will hate us, and the world
Point me out cruel: it is our best course, wife,
After we have given order for the funeral,
To absent ourselves, till she be laid in ground.
 

MAUDLIN
Where shall we spend that time?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I’ll tell thee where, wench,
Go to some private church, and marry Tim
To the rich Brecknock gentlewoman.
 

MAUDLIN
Mass, a match,
We’ll not lose all at once, somewhat we’ll catch.
 

Exit [with Yellowhammer].
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

Sir Oliver’s house.
 

Enter Sir Oliver and Servants.
 

SIR OLIVER
Ho, my wife’s quickened, I am a man forever,
I think I have bestirred my stumps, i’faith:
Run, get your fellows all together instantly,
Then to the parish church, and ring the bells.
 

FIRST SERVANT
It shall be done, sir.
 

[Exit.]
 

SIR OLIVER
Upon my love I charge you, villain, that you make a bonfire before the door at night.
 

SECOND SERVANT
A bonfire, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
A thwacking one, I charge you.
 

SECOND SERVANT
[Aside] This is monstrous.
 

[Exit.]
 

SIR OLIVER
Run, tell a hundred pound out for the gentleman
That gave my wife the drink, the first thing you do.
 

THIRD SERVANT
A hundred pounds, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
A bargain, as our [joy] grows,
We must remember still from whence it flows,
Or else we prove ungrateful multipliers:
The child is coming, and the land comes after;
The news of this will make a poor Sir Walter.
I have struck it home, i’faith.
 

THIRD SERVANT
That you have, marry, sir.
But will not your worship go to the funeral
Of both these lovers?
 

SIR OLIVER
Both, go both together?
 

THIRD SERVANT
Ay, sir, the gentleman’s brother will have it so,
‘Twill be the pitifullest sight; there’s such running,
Such rumours, and such throngs, a pair of lovers
Had never more spectators, more men’s pities,
Or women’s wet eyes.
 

SIR OLIVER
My wife helps the number then?
 

THIRD SERVANT
There’s such a drawing out of handkerchers,
And those that have no handkerchers, lift up aprons.
 

SIR OLIVER
Her parents may have joyful hearts at this,
I would not have my cruelty so talked on,
To any child of mine, for a monopoly.
 

THIRD SERVANT
I believe you, sir.
’Tis cast so, too, that both their coffins meet,
Which will be lamentable.
 

SIR OLIVER
Come, we’ll see’t.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act V Scene 4.
 

A church.
 

Recorders dolefully playing. Enter at one door the coffin of the gentleman [Touchwood Junior], solemnly decked, his sword upon it, attended by many in black [including Sir Oliver, Allwit, and a Parson], his brother [Touchwood Senior] being the chief mourner. At the other door, the coffin of the virgin [Moll], with a garland of flowers, with epitaphs pinned on it, attended by maids and women [including Lady Kix, Mistress Allwit, and Susan]. Then set them down one right over against the other, while all the company seem to weep and mourn; there is a sad song in the music room.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Never could death boast of a richer prize
From the first parent, let the world bring forth
A pair of truer hearts; to speak but truth
Of this departed gentleman, in a brother,
Might by hard censure be called flattery,
Which makes me rather silent in his right
Than so to be delivered to the thoughts
Of any envious hearer starved in virtue,
And therefore pining to hear others thrive.
But for this maid, whom envy cannot hurt
With all her poisons, having left to ages
The true, chaste monuments of her living name,
Which no time can deface, I say of her
The full truth freely, without fear of censure;
What nature could there shine, that might redeem
Perfection home to woman, but in her
Was fully glorious; beauty set in goodness
Speaks what she was, that jewel so infixed;
There was no want of anything of life,
To make these virtuous precedents man and wife.
 

ALLWIT
Great pity of their deaths.
 

ALL
Ne’er more pity.
 

[LADY KIX]
It makes a hundred weeping eyes, sweet gossip.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
I cannot think, there’s anyone amongst you,
In this full fair assembly, maid, man, or wife,
Whose heart would not have sprung with joy and gladness
To have seen their marriage day?
 

ALL
It would have made a thousand joyful hearts.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Up then apace, and take your fortunes,
Make these joyful hearts, here’s none but friends.
 

[Moll and Touchwood Junior rise from their coffins.]
 

ALL
Alive, sir? O sweet, dear couple.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Nay, do not hinder ‘em now, stand from about ‘em,
If she be caught again, and have this time,
I’ll ne’er plot further for ‘em, nor this honest chambermaid
That helped all at a push.
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
Good sir, apace.
 

PARSON
Hands join now, but hearts for ever,
Which no parent’s mood shall sever.
You shall forsake all widows, wives, and maids:
You, lords, knights, gentlemen, and men of trades:
And if in haste, any article misses,
Go interline it with a brace of kisses.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here’s a thing trolled nimbly. Give you joy, brother,
Were’t not better thou should’st have her,
Than the maid should die?
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
To you, sweet mistress bride.
 

ALL
Joy, joy to you both.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here be your wedding sheets you brought along with you, you may both go to bed, when you please [to].
 

TOUCHWOOD JUNIOR
My joy wants utterance.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Utter all at night then, brother.
 

MOLL
I am silent with delight.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Sister, delight will silence any woman,
But you’ll find your tongue again among maidservants,
Now you keep house, sister.
 

ALL
Never was hour so filled with joy and wonder.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
To tell you the full story of this chambermaid,
And of her kindness in this business to us,
’Twould ask an hour’s discourse. In brief, ’twas she
That wrought it to this purpose cunningly.
 

ALL
We shall all love her for’t.
 

Enter Yellowhammer and his Wife.
 

ALLWIT
See who comes here now.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
A storm, a storm, but we are sheltered for it.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
I will prevent you all, and mock you thus,
You, and your expectations; I stand happy,
Both in your lives, and your hearts’ combination.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Here’s a strange day again.
 

YELLOWHAMMER
The knight’s proved villain,
All’s come out now, his niece an arrant baggage;
My poor boy Tim is cast away this morning,
Even before breakfast: married a whore
Next to his heart.
 

ALL
A whore?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
His niece, forsooth.
 

ALLWIT
I think we rid our hands in good time of him.
 

[MISTRESS ALLWIT]
I knew he was past the best, when I gave him over.
What is become of him, pray, sir?
 

YELLOWHAMMER
Who, the knight?
He lies i’ th’ knight’s ward now. [To Lady Kix] Your belly, lady,
Begins to blossom, there’s no peace for him,
His creditors are so greedy.
 

SIR OLIVER
Mr. Touchwood, hear’st thou this news?
I am so endeared to thee for my wife’s fruitfulness,
That I charge you both, your wife and thee,
To live no more asunder for the world’s frowns;
I have purse, and bed, and board for you:
Be not afraid to go to your business roundly,
Get children, and I’ll keep them.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Say you so, sir?
 

SIR OLIVER
Prove me, with three at a birth, and thou dar’st now.
 

TOUCHWOOD SENIOR
Take heed how you dare a man, while you live, sir,
That has good skill at his weapon.
 

Enter Tim[, Tutor,] and Welsh Gentlewoman.
 

SIR OLIVER
Foot, I dare you, sir.
 

YELLOWHAMMIER
Look, gentlemen, if ever you say the picture
Of the unfortunate marriage, yonder ’tis.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
Nay, good sweet, Tim.
 

TIM
Come from the university,
To marry a whore in London, with my tutor, too?
O tempora! O mors!
 

TUTOR
Prithee, Tim, be patient.
 

TIM
I bought a jade at Cambridge,
I’ll let her out to execution, tutor,
For eighteen pence a day, or Brainford horse races;
She’ll serve to carry seven miles out of town well.
Where be these mountains? I was promised mountains,
But there’s such a mist, I can see none of ‘em.
What are become of those two thousand runts?
Let’s have about with them in the meantime.
A vengeance runt thee.
 

MAUDLIN
Good sweet Tim, have patience.
 

TIM
Flectere si [nequeo] superos, Acheronta [movebo], mother.
 

MAUDLIN
I think you have married her in logic, Tim.
You told me once, by logic you would prove
A whore an honest woman, prove her so, Tim,
And take her for thy labour.
 

TIM
Troth, I thank you.
I grant you I may prove another man’s wife so,
But not mine own.
 

MAUDLIN
There’s no remedy now, Tim,
You must prove her so as well as you may.
 

TIM
Why then my tutor and I will about her,
As well as we can.
Uxor non est meretrix, ergo falacis.
 

WELSH GENTLEWOMAN
Sir, if your logic cannot prove me honest,
There’s a thing called marriage, and that makes me honest.
 

MAUDLIN
O, there’s a trick beyond your logic, Tim.
 

TIM
I perceive then a woman may be honest according to the English print, when she is a whore in the Latin. So much for marriage and logic. I’ll love her for her wit, I’ll pick out my runts there: and for my mountains, I’ll mount upon — 
 

YELLOWHAMMER
So fortune seldom deals two marriages
With one hand, and both lucky: the best is,
One feast will serve them both: marry, for room
I’ll have the dinner kept in Goldsmiths’ Hall,
To which, kind gallants, I invite you all.
 

[Exeunt omnes.]
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Sir Perfidious Oldcraft, an old Knight, a great admirer of Wit.
Witty-pate Oldcraft, his Fathers own Son.
Sir Gregory Fopp, a witless Lord of Land.
Cunningham, a discreet Gen. Sir Gregories comrade and supplanter.
Sir Ruinous Gentry, a decayed Knight, } Two sharking
Priscian, a poor Scholar,    } companions.
Pompey Doodle, a clown, Sir Gregories man, a piece of puff-paste, like his Master.
Mr. Credulous, Nephew to Sir Perfidio[u]s, a shallow-brain’d Scholar.
 

WOMEN.
 

Neece to Sir Perfidious, a rich and witty Heir.
Lady Ruinous, Wife to Sir Ruinous.
Guardianess, to Sir Perfidious his Neece, an old doting Crone.
Mirabell, the Guardianesses Neece.
 

The Scene, London.
 




Act I.
 

Enter Sir Perfidious Oldcraft an old Knight, and Witty-pate his Son.
 

Witty. Sir, I’m no boy, I’m deep in one and twenty,
The second years approaching.
 

Old K. A fine time
For a youth to live by his wits then I should think,
If e’er he mean to make account of any.
 

Witty. Wits, Sir?
 

Old K. I Wits Sir, if it be so strange to thee,
I’m sorry I spent that time to get a Fool,
I might have imploy’d my pains a great deal better;
Thou knowst all that I have, I ha’ got by my wits,
And yet to see how urgent thou art too;
It grieves me thou art so degenerate
To trouble me for means, I never offer’d it
My Parents from a School-boy, past nineteen once,
See what these times are grown to, before twenty
I rush’d into the world, which is indeed
Much like the Art of swiming, he that will attain to’t
Must fall plump, and duck himself at first,
And that will make him hardy and advent’rous,
And not stand putting in one foot, and shiver,
And then draw t’other after, like a quake-buttock;
Well he may make a padler i’th’ world,
From hand to mouth, but never a brave Swimmer,
Born up by th’ chin, as I bore up my self,
With my strong industry that never fail’d me;
For he that lies born up with Patrimonies,
Looks like a long great Ass that swims with bladders,
Come but one prick of adverse fortune to him
He sinks, because he never try’d to swim
When Wit plaies with the billows that choak’d him.
 

Witty. Why is it not a fashion for a Father, Sir,
Out of his yearly thousands to allow
His only Son, a competent brace of hundreds;
Or such a toy?
 

Old K. Yes, if he mean to spoil him,
Or mar his wits he may, but never I,
This is my humor, Sir, which you’ll find constant;
I love Wit so well, because I liv’d by’t,
That I’ll give no man power out of my means to hurt it,
And that’s a kind of gratitude to my raiser,
Which great ones oft forget; I admire much
This Ages dulness, when I scarce writ man,
The first degree that e’er I took in thriving,
I lay intelligencer close for wenching,
Could give this Lord or Knight a true Certificate
Of all the Maiden-heads extant, how many lay
‘Mongst Chambermaids, how many ‘mongst Exchange [Wenches,]
Though never many there I must confess
They have a trick to utter Ware so fast;
I knew which Lady had a mind to fall,
Which Gentlewoman new divorc’d, which Tradesman breaking,
The price of every sinner to a hair,
And where to raise each price; which were the Tearmers,
That would give Velvet Petticoats, Tissue Gowns,
Which Pieces, Angels, Suppers, and Half Crowns;
I knew how to match, and make my market.
Could give intelligence where the Pox lay leidger,
And then to see the Letchers shift a point,
’Twas sport and profit too; how they would shun
Their ador’d Mistriss chambers, and run fearfully,
Like Rats from burning houses, so brought I
My Clyents[a] the game still safe together,
And noble gamesters lov’d me, and I felt it.
Give me a man that lives by his wits, say I,
And’s never left a Groat, there’s the true Gallant.
When I grew somewhat pursie, I grew then
In mens opinions too, and confidences,
They put things call’d Executorships upon me,
The charge of Orphans, little sensless creatures,
Whom in their Childhoods I bound forth to Felt-makers,
To make ‘em lose, and work away their Gentry,
Disguise their tender natures with hard custom,
So wrought ‘em out in time, there I rise ungently,
Nor do I fear to discourse this unto thee,
I’m arm’d at all points against treachery,
I hold my humor firm, if I can see thee thrive by
Thy wits while I live, I shall have the more courage
To trust thee with my Lands when I dye; if not,
The next best wit I can hear of, carries ‘em:
For since in my time and knowledge, so many rich children
Of the City, conclude in beggery, I’de rather
Make a wise stranger my Executor, then a foolish
Son my Heir, and to have my Lands call’d after my
Wit, than after my name; and that’s my nature.
 

Witty. ’Tis a strange harsh one, must I still shift then?
I come brave Cheats, once to my trade agen.
And I’ll ply’t harder now than e’er I did for’t,
You’ll part with nothing then, Sir?
 

Old K. Not a jot, Sir.
 

Witty. If I should ask you blessing e’r I goe, Sir,
I think you would not give’t me.
 

Old K. Let me but hear thou liv’st by thy wits once
Thou shalt have any thing, thou’rt none of mine else,
Then why should I take care for thee?
 

Witty. ‘Thank your bounty.       [Exit.
 

Old K. So wealth love me, and long life, I beseech it,
As I do love the man that lives by his wits,
He comes so near my nature; I’m grown old now,
And even arriv’d at my last cheat I fear me,
But ‘twill make shift to bury me, by day-light too,
And discharge all my Legacies, ’tis so wealthy,
And never trouble any Interest money:
I’ve yet a Neece to wed, over whose steps
I have plac’d a trusty watchful Guardianess,
For fear some poor Earl steal her, ‘t has been threat’ned,
To redeem mortgag’d Land, but he shall miss on’t;
To prevent which, I have sought out a match for her,
Fop of Fop-Hall, he writes himself, I take it,
The antient’st Fop in England, with whom I’ve privately
Compounded for the third part of her portion.
 

Enter Sir Gregory Fop, and Cuningham.
 

And she seems pleas’d, so two parts rest with me,
He’s come; Sir Gregory, welcome, what’s he Sir?
 

Sir Greg. Young Cuningam, a Norfolk Gentleman,
One that has liv’d upon the Fops, my kindred,
Ever since my remembrance; he’s a wit indeed,
And we all strive to have him, nay, ’tis certain
Some of our name has gone to Law for him;
Now ’tis my turn to keep him, and indeed
He’s plaguy chargeable, as all your wits are,
But I will give him over when I list,
I ha’ us’d wits so before.
 

Old K. I hope when y’are married Sir, you’ll shake him off.
 

Sir Greg. Why what do you take me to be, old Father i’Law
that shall be, do you think I’ll have any of the Wits hang
upon me, after I am married once? none of my kindred ever had
before me; but where’s this Neece? is’t a fashion in London,
to marry a woman and never see her?
 

Old K. Excuse the niceness, Sir, that care’s your frien[d],
Perhaps had she been seen, you had never seen her;
There’s many a spent thing call’d, and’t like your honor,
That lies in wait for her, at first snap she’s a Countess,
Drawn with six Mares through Fleetstreet, and a Coachman,
Sitting bare-headed to their Flanders buttocks,
This whets him on.
 

Sir Greg. Pray let’s clap up the business, Sir,
I long to see her, are you sure you have her,
Is she not there already[?] Hark, oh hark.
 

Old K. How now, what’s that Sir?
 

Sir Greg. Every Caroach goes by,
Goes ev’n to th’ heart of me.
 

Old K. I’ll have that doubt eas’d, Sir,
Instantly eas’d, Sir Gregory, and now I think on’t
A toy comes i’ my mind, seeing your friend there,
We’ll have a little sport, give you but way to’t,
And put a trick upon her, I love Wit pretiously,
You shall not be seen yet, we’ll stale your friend first,
If’t please but him to stand for the Anti-mask.
 

Sir Gr. Puh, he shall stand for any thing, why his supper
Lies i’my breeches here, I’ll make him fast else.
 

Old K. Then come you forth more unexpectedly
The Mask it self, a thousand a year joynture,
The cloud, your frien[d] will be then drawn away,
And only you the beauty of the Play.
 

Sir Gr. For Red and Black, I’ll put down all your Fullers,
Let but your Neece bring White, and we have three colours.
 

[Exit Sir Greg.
 

Old K. I’m given to understand you are a Wit, Sir.
 

Cuning. I’m one that Fortune shews small favour to, Sir.
 

Old K. Why there you conclude it, whether you will or no, Sir;
To tell you truth, I’m taken with a Wit.
 

Cun. Fowlers catch Woodcocks so, let not them know so much.
 

Old K. A pestilence mazard, a Duke Humphrey spark
Had rather lose his dinner than his jest,
I say I love a Wit the best of all things.
 

Cun. Always except your self.
 

Old K. Has giv’n’t me twice now.
 

Enter Neece and Guardianess.
 

All with a breath, I thank him; but that I love a Wit
I should be heartily angry; cuds, my Neece,
You know the business with her.
 

Cun. With a Woman?
’Tis ev’n the very same it was I’m sure
Five thousand years ago, no fool can miss it.
 

Old K. This is the Gentleman I promis’d Neece,
To present to your affection.
 

Cun. [‘W]are that Arrow.
 

Old K. Deliver me the truth now of your liking.
 

Cun. I’m spoil’d already, that such poor lean Game
Should be found out as I am.
 

Old K. Go set to her Sir — ha, ha, ha.
 

Cun. How noble is this virtue in you, Lady,
Your eye may seem to commit a thousand slaughters
On your dull servants which truly tasted
Conclude all in comforts.
 

Old K. Puh.
 

Neece. It rather shews what a true worth can make,
Such as yours is.
 

Old K. And that’s not worth a groat,
How like you him Neece?
 

Neece. It shall appear how well, Sir,
I humbly thank you for him.
 

Old K. Hah? ha, good gullery, he does it well i’faith,
Light, as if he meant to purchase Lip-land there:
Hold, hold, bear off I say, slid your part hangs too long.
 

Cun. My joys are mockeries.
 

Neece. Y’have both exprest a worthy care and love, Sir,
Had mine own eye been set at liberty,
To make a publick choice (believe my truth, Sir)
It could not ha’ done better for my heart
Than your good providence has.
 

Old K. You will say so then,
Alas sweet Neece, all this is but the scabbard,
Now I draw forth the weapon.
 

Neece. How?
 

Old K. Sir Gregory,
Approach thou lad of thousands.
 

Enter Sir Gregory.
 

Sir Gr. Who calls me?
 

Neece. What motion’s this, the Model of Ninivie?
 

Old K. Accost her daintily now, let me advise thee.
 

Sir Gr. I was advis’d to bestow dainty cost on you.
 

Neece. You were ill advis’d, back, and take better counsel;
You may have good for an Angel, the least cost
You can bestow upon a woman, Sir
Trebles ten Counsellors Fees in Lady-ware,
Y’are over head and ears, e’r you be aware,
Faith keep a batchelor still, and go to Bowls, Sir,
Follow your Mistriss there, and prick and save, Sir;
For other Mistresses will make you a slave, Sir.
 

Sir Gr. So, so, I have my lerrepoop already.
 

Old K. Why how now Neece, this is the man I tell you.
 

Neece. He, hang him, Sir, I know you do but mock,
This is the man you would say.
 

Old K. The Devil rides I think.
 

Cun. I must use cunning here.
 

Old K. Make me not mad, use him with all respect,
This is the man I swear.
 

Neece. Would you could perswade me to that;
Alass, you cannot go beyond me Uncle,
You carry a Jest well, I must confess,
For a man of your years, but — 
 

Old K. I’m wrought beside my self.
 

Cun. I never beheld comliness till this minute.
 

Guar. Oh good sweet Sir, pray offer not these words
To an old Gentlewoman.
 

Neece. Sir.
 

Cun. Away fifteen,
Here’s Fifty one exceeds thee.
 

Neece. What’s the business?
 

Cun. Give me these motherly creatures, come, ne’er smother it,
I know you are a teeming woman yet.
 

Guard. Troth a young Gent. might do much I think, Sir.
 

Cun. Go too then.
 

Guard. And I should play my part, or I were ingrateful.
 

Neece. Can you so soon neglect me!
 

Cun. Hence I’m busie.
 

Old K. This cross point came in luckily, impudent baggage.
Hang from the Gentleman, art thou not asham’d
To be a Widows hind’rance?
 

Cun. Are you angry, Sir?
 

Old K. You’re welcome, pray court on, I shall desire
Your honest wise acquaintance; vex me not
After my care and pains to find a match for thee,
Lest I confine thy life to some out-chamber,
Where thou shalt waste the sweetness of thy youth,
Like a consuming Light in her own socket,
And not allow’d a male creature about thee;
A very Monky, thy necessity
Shall prize at a thousand pound, a Chimney sweeper
At Fifteen hundred.
 

Neece. But are you serious, Uncle?
 

Old K. Serious.
 

Neece. Pray let me look upon the Gentleman
With more heed; then I did but hum him over
In haste, good faith, as Lawyers Chancery sheets;
Beshrew my blood, a tollerable man,
Now I distinctly read him.
 

Sir Gr. Hum, hum, hum.
 

Neece. Say he be black, he’s of a very good pitch,
Well ankled, two good confident calves, they look
As if they would not shrink at the ninth child;
The redness i’th face, why that’s in fashion,
Most of your high bloods have it, sign of greatness marry;
’Tis to be taken down too with May-butter,
I’ll send to my Lady Spend-tail for her Medicine.
 

Sir Gr. Lum te dum, dum, dum, de dum.
 

Neece. He’s qualified too, believe me.
 

Sir Gr. Lum te dum, de dum, de dum.
 

Neece. Where was my judgement?
 

Sir Gr. Lum te dum, dum, dum, te dum, te dum.
 

Neece. Perfections cover’d mess.
 

Sir Gr. Lum te dum, te dum, te dum.
 

Neece. It smoaks apparantly, pardon sweet Sir,
The error of my Sex.
 

Old K. Why, well [s]aid Neece,
Upon submission you must pardon her now, Sir.
 

Sir Gr. I’ll do’t by course, do you think I’m an ass, Knight?
Here’s first my hand, now’t goes to the Seal-Office.
 

Old K. Formally finisht, how goes this Suit forward?
 

Cun. I’m taking measure of the Widows mind, Sir,
I hope to fit her heart.
 

Guard. Who would have dreamt
Of a young morsel now? things come in minutes.
 

Sir Gr. Trust him not Widow, he’s a younger brother,
He’ll swear and lie; believe me he’s worth nothing.
 

Guard. He brings more content to a woman with that nothing,
Than he that brings his thousands without any thing,
We have presidents for that amongst great Ladies.
 

Old K. Come, come, no language now shall be in fashion,
But your Love-phrase, the bell to procreation.    [Exeunt.
 

Enter Sir Ruinous Gentry, Witty-pate, and Priscian.
 

Witty. Pox, there’s nothing puts me besides my wits, but this fourth,
This last illiterate share, there’s no conscience in’t.
 

Ruin. Sir, it has ever been so, where I have practis’d, and must be.
Still where I am, nor has it been undeserv’d at the years
End, and shuffle the Almanack together, vacations and
Term-times, one with another, though I say’t, my wife is a
Woman of a good spirit, then it is no lay-share.
 

Pris. Faith for this five year, Ego possum probare, I have had
A hungry penurious share with ‘em, and she has had as much
As I always.
 

Witty. Present, or not present?
 

Pris. Residens aut non residens, per fidem.
 

Witty. And what president’s this for me? because your Hic & hac, Turpis and Qui mihi discipulus brains (that never
got any thing but by accidence and uncertainty) did allow
it, therefore I must, that have grounded conclusions of wit,
hereditary rules from my Father to get by — 
 

Ruin. Sir, be compendious, either take or refuse, I
will ‘bate no token of my wives share, make even the last
reckonings, and either so unite, or here divide company.
 

Pris. A good resolution, profecto, let every man beg his
own way, and happy man be his dole.
 

Witty. Well, here’s your double share, and single brains
Pol, oedipol, here’s toward, a Castor ecastor for you,
I will endure it a fortnight longer, but by these just five
ends. — 
 

Pris. Take heed, five’s odd, put both hands together, or
severally, they are all odd unjust ends.
 

Witty. Medius fi[d]ius, hold your tongue, I depose you from
half a share presently else, I will make you a participle, and
decline you, now you understand me, be you a quiet Conjunction
amongst the undeclined; you and your Latine ends shall go
shift, Solus cum solo together else, and then if ever they
get ends of Gold and Silver, enough to serve that Gerundine
maw of yours, that without Do will end in Di and Dum
instantly.
 

Enter Old Knight and Sir Gregory.
 

Ruin. Enough, enough, here comes company, we lose five shares
in wrangling about one.
 

Witty. My Father, put on Priscian, he has Latine
fragments too, but I fear him not, I’ll case my face with a
little more hair and relieve.
 

Old K. Tush Nephew (I’ll call you so) for if there be
No other obstacles than those you speak of
They are but Powder-charges without pellets,
You may safely front ‘em; and warrant your own danger.
 

Sir Gr. No other that I can perceive i’faith, Sir, for I put
her to’t, and felt her as far as I could, and the strongest
repulse was, she said, she would have a little Soldier in me,
that (if need were) should defend her reputation.
 

Old K. And surely, Sir, that is a principle
Amongst your principal Ladies, they require
Valour, either in a friend or a Husband.
 

Sir Gr. And I allow their requests i’faith, as well as any
womans heart can desire, if I knew where to get valour, I would
as willingly entertain it as any man that blows.
 

Old K. Breaths, breaths Sir, that’s the sweeter phrase.
 

Sir Gr. Blows for a Soldier, i’faith Sir, and I’m in
Practise that way.
 

Old K. For a Soldier, I grant it.
 

Sir Gr. ‘Slid, I’ll swallow some bullets, and good round ones
too, but I’ll have a little Soldier in me.
 

Ruin. Will you on and beg, or steal and be hang’d.
 

Sir Gr. And some Scholar she would have me besides,
Tush, that shall be no bar, ’tis a quality in a
Gentleman, but of the least question.
 

Pris. Salvete Domini benignissimi, munificentissimi.
 

Old K. Salvete dicis ad nos? jubeo te salvere,
Nay, Sir, we have Latine, and other metall in us too.
Sir, you shall see me talk with this fellow now.
 

Sir Gr. I could find in my heart to talk with him too,
If I could understand him.
 

Pris. Charissimi, Doctissimique, Domini, ex abundantia.
Charitatis vestræ estote propitii in me jejunum
Miserum, pauperem, & omni consolatione exulem.
 

Old K. A pretty Scholar by my faith, Sir, but I’ll to him agen.
 

Sir Gr. Does he beg or steal in this Language, can you tell Sir?
He may take away my good name from me, and I ne’er
The wiser.
 

Old K. He begs, he begs, Sir.
 

Pris. Ecce, ecce, in occulis lachrymarum flumen, in ore
Fames sitisq; ignis in vultu, pudor & impudentia,
In omni parte necessitas & indigentia.
 

Old K. Audi tu bonus socius, tu es Scholasticus, sic intelligo,
Ego faciam argumentum, mark now Sir, now I fetch
Him up.
 

Sir Gr. I have been fetcht up a hundred times for this,
Yet I could never learn half so much.
 

Old K. Audi, & responde, hoc est Argumentum, nomen est
Nomen, ergo, quod est tibi nomen? Responde nunc,
Responde argumentum meum. Have I not put him to’t, Sir?
 

Sir Gr. Yes Sir, I think so.
 

Witty. Step in, the rascal is put out of his pen’d Speech,
And he can go no farther.
 

Old K. Cur non respondes?
 

Pris. Oh Domine, tanta mea est miseria.
 

Witty. So, he’s almost in agen.
 

Pris. Ut nocte mecum pernoctat egestas, luce quotidie
Paupertas habitat.
 

Old K. Sed quod est tibi nomen: & quis dedit? Responde
Argumentum.
 

Pris. Hem, hem.
 

Witty. He’s dry he hems, on quickly.
 

Ruin. Courteous Gentlemen, if the brow of a Military face may
not be offensive to your generous eye-balls, let his wounds
speak better than his words, for some branch or small sprig of
charity to be planted upon this poor barren soil of a Soldier.
 

Old K. How now, what Arms and Arts both go a begging?
 

Ruin. Such is the Post-progress of cold charity now a-days,
who (for heat to her frigid Limbs) passes in so swift a motion,
that two at the least had need be to stay her.
 

Sir G. Sir, lets reward um I pray you, and be gone. If any
quarrel should arise amongst us, I am able to answer neither
of them, his Iron and Steel tongue is as hard as the t’others Latine one.
 

Old K. Stay, stay Sir I will talk a little with him first,
Let me alone with both, I will try whether they
Live by their wits or no; for such a man I love,
And what? you both beg together then?
 

Pris. Conjunctis manibus, profecto, Domine.
 

Ruin. With equal fortunes, equal distribution, there’s not
the breadth of a swords point uneven in our division.
 

Sir Gr. What two qualities are here cast away upon two poor
fellows, if a man had um that could maintain um? what a double
man were that, if these two fellows might be bought and sodden,
and boil’d to a jelly, and eaten fasting every morning, I do
not think but a man should find strange things in his stomach.
 

Old K. Come Sir, joyn your charity with mine, and we’ll make
up a couple of pence bewixt us.
 

Sir Gr. If a man could have a pennyworth for his penny, I
would bestow more money with ‘em.
 

Witty. Save you Gentlemen, how now? what are you encount’red
here? what fellows are these?
 

Old K. Faith Sir, here’s Mars and Mercury, a pair of poor
Planets it seems, that Jupiter has turn’d out to live by
their wits, and we are e’en about a little spark of charity to
kindle um a new fire.
 

Witty. Stay, pray you stay Sir, you may abuse your charity,
nay, make that goodness in you no better than a vice; so many
deceivers walk in these shadows now a days; that certainly your
bounties were better spilt than reserv’d to so lewd and vicious
uses; which is he that professes the Soldier?
 

Ruin. He that professes his own profession, Sir, and the
dangerous life he hath led in it, this pair of half score years.
 

Witty. In what services have you been, Sir?
 

Ruin. The first that flesht me a Soldier, Sir, was that great
battel at Alcazar in Barbary, where the noble English
Stukely fell, and where that royal Portugal Sebastian ended
his untimely days.
 

Witty. Are you sure Sebastian died there?
 

Ruin. Faith Sir, there was some other rumour hop’t amongst
us, that he, wounded, escap’d, and toucht on his Native shore
agen, where finding his Countrey at home more distrest by the
invasion of the Spaniard, than his loss abroad, forsook it,
still supporting a miserable and unfortunate life, which (where
he ended) is yet uncertain.
 

Witty. By my faith Sir, he speaks the nearest fame of truth
in this.
 

Ruin. Since Sir, I serv’d in France, the Low Countreys,
Lastly, at that memorable skirmish at Newport, where the
forward and bold Scot there spent his life so freely, that
from every single heart that there fell, came home from his
resolution, a double honor to his Countrey.
 

Witty. This should be no counterfeit, Sir.
 

Old K. I do not think he is, Sir.
 

Witty. But Sir, me thinks you do not shew the marks of a
Soldier, could you so freely scape, that you brought home no
scarrs to be your chronicle?
 

Ruin. Sir, I have wounds, and many, but in those parts where
nature and humanity bids me shame to publish.
 

Witty. A good Soldier cannot want those badges.
 

Sir Greg. Now am not I of your mind in that, for I hold him
the best soldier that scapes best, alwaies at a Cock-fencing I
give him the best that has the fewest knocks.
 

Witty. Nay, I’ll have a bout with your Scholar too,
To ask you why you should be poor (yet richly learn’d)
Were no question, at least, you can easily
Answer it; but whether you have learning enough,
To deserve to be poor or no (since poverty is
Commonly the meed of Learning) is yet to be tryed;
You have the Languages, I mean the chief,
As the Hebrew, Syriack, Greek, Latine, &c.
 

Pris. Aliquantulum, non totaliter, Domine.
 

Old K. The Latine I have sufficiently tried him in,
And I promise you Sir, he is very well grounded.
 

Witty. I will prove him in some of the rest.
Toi[s] miois fatherois iste Cock-scomboy?
 

Pris. Kay yonkeron nigitton oy fouleroi Asinisoy.
 

Witty. Cheateron ton biton?
 

Pris. Tous pollous strikerous, Angelo to peeso.
 

Witty. Certainly Sir, a very excellent Scholar in the Greek.
 

Old K. I do note a wondrous readiness in him.
 

Sir Greg. I do wonder how the Trojans could hold out
ten years siege (as ’tis reported) against the Greeks, if
Achilles spoke but this tongue? I do not think but he might
have shaken down the Walls in a seven-night, and ne’er troubled
the wooden horse.
 

Witty. I will try him so far as I can in the Syriack.
Kircom bragmen, shag a dou ma dell mathou.
 

Pris. Hashagath rabgabosh shobos onoriadka.
 

Witty. Colpack Rubasca, gnawerthem shig shag.
 

[Pris.] Napshamothem Ribs[h]e bongomosh lashemech nagothi.
 

Witty. Gentlemen I have done, any man that can, go farther, I
confess my self at a Nonplus.
 

Sir Greg. Faith not I, Sir, I was at my farthest in my
natural language, I was never double-tongu’d, I thank my hard
fortune.
 

Witty. Well Gentlemen, ’tis pity, (walk farther off a
little my friends) I say, ’tis pity such fellows so endow’d,
so qualified with the gifts of Nature and Arts, yet should
have such a scarcity of fortune’s benefits, we must blame our
Ironhearted age for it.
 

Old K. ’Tis pity indeed, and our pity shall speak a little,
for ‘em; Come Sir, here’s my groat.
 

Witty. A Groat Sir? oh fie, give nothing rather, ‘twere
better you rail’d on ‘em for begging, and so quit your self, I
am a poor Gentleman, that have but little but my wits to live
on.
 

Old K. Troth and I love you the better, Sir.
 

Witty. Yet I’ll begin a better example than so, here fellows,
there’s between you, take Purse and all, and I would it were
here heavier for your sakes, there’s a pair of Angels to guide
you to your lodgings, a poor Gentleman’s good Will.
 

Pris. Gratias, maximas gratias, benignissime Domine.
 

Old K. This is an ill example for us, Sir, I would this
bountiful Gentleman had not come this way to day.
 

Sir Gr. Pox, we must not shame our selves now, Sir, I’ll give
as much as that Gentleman, though I never be Soldier or Scholar
while I live; here friends, there’s a piece, that if he were
divided, would make a pair of Angels for me too, in the love I
bear to the Sword and the Tongues.
 

Old K. My largess shall be equal too, and much good do you,
this bounty is a little abatement of my wit, though I feel that.
 

Ruin. May soldiers ever defend such charities.
 

Pris. And Scholars pray for their increase.
 

Old K. Fare you well, Sir, these fellows may pray for you,
you have made the Scholars Commons exceed to day, and a word
with you, Sir, you said you liv’d by your wits, if you use this
bounty, you’ll begger your wits, believe it.
 

Witty. Oh Sir, I hope to encrease ‘em by it, this seed never
wants his harvest, fare you well, Sir.    [Exit.
 

Sir Gr. I think a man were as good meet with a reasonable
Thief, as an unreasonable Begger sometimes, I could find in my
heart to beg half mine back agen, can you change my piece my
friends?
 

Pris. Tempora mutantur, & nos mutamur in illis.
 

Sir Gr. My Gold is turn’d into Latine.
 

Enter Witty-pate.
 

Look you good fellows, here’s one round
Shilling more that lay conceal’d.
 

Old K. Sir, away, we shall be drawn farther into damage else.
 

Sir Gr. A pox of the Fool, he live by his wits? if his wits
leave him any money, but what he begs or steals very shortly,
I’ll be hang’d for him.    [Exeunt the two Knights.
 

Ruin. This breakfast parcel was well fetcht off i’faith.
 

Witty. Tush, a by-blow for mirth, we must have better
purchase, we want a fourth for another project that I have
ripen’d.
 

Ruin. My wife she shares, and can deserve it.
 

Witty. She can change her shape, and be masculine.
 

Ruin. ’Tis one of the free’st conditions, she fears not the
crack of a Pistol, she dares say Stand to a Grazier.
 

Pris. Probatum fuit, profecto Domine.
 

Witty. Good, then you Sir Bacchus, Apollo shall be
dispatcht with her share, and some contents to meet us to
morrow (at a certain place and time appointed) in the Masculine
Gender, my Father has a Nephew, and I an own Cosin coming up
from the University, whom he loves most indulgently, easie Master Credulous Oldcraft, (for you know what your meer Academique is) your Carrier never misses his hour, he must not
be rob’d (because he has but little to lose) but he must joyn
with us in a devise that I have, that shall rob my Father of a
hundred pieces, and thank me to be rid on’t, for there’s the
ambition of my wit, to live upon his profest wit, that has
turn’d me out to live by my wits.
 

Pris. Cum hirundinis alis tibi regratulor.
 

Witty. A male habit, a bag of an hunder’d weight, though it
be Counters (for my Alchimy shall turn ‘em into Gold of my
Fathers) the hour, the place, the action shall be at large set
down, and Father, you shall know, that I put my portion to use,
that you have given me to live by;
 

And to confirm your self in me renate,
I hope you’ll find my wits legitimate.    [Exeunt.
 




Act II.
 

Enter Lady and Servants.
 

Serv. Nay Lady.
 

Lady. Put me not in mind on’t, prethee,
You cannot do a greater wrong to Women,
For in our wants, ’tis the most chief affliction
To have that name remembred; ’tis a Title
That misery mocks us by, and the worlds malice,
Scorn and contempt has not wherewith to work
On humble Callings; they are safe, and lye
Level with pitty still, and pale distress
Is no great stranger to ‘em; but when fortune
Looks with a stormy face on our conditions,
We find affliction work, and envy pastime,
And our worst enemy than that most abuses us,
Is that we are call’d by, Lady, Oh my spirit,
Will nothing make thee humble? I am well methinks,
And can live quiet with my fate sometimes,
Until I look into the world agen,
Then I begin to rave at my Stars bitterness,
To see how many muckhils plac’d above me;
Peasants and Droyls, Caroches full of Dunghils,
Whose very birth stinks in a generous nostril,
Glistring by night like Glow-worms through the High streets
Hurried by Torch-light in the Foot-mans hands
That shew like running Fire-drakes through the City,
And I put to my shifts and wits to live,
Nay sometimes danger too; on Foot, on Horseback,
And earn my supper manfully e’r I get it,
Many a meal I have purchas’d at that rate,
 

Enter Priscian.
 

Fed with a wound upon me, stampt at midnight.
Hah, what are you?
 

Pris. Now you may tell your self, Lady.      [Pulls off’s beard.
 

Lady. Oh Mr. Priscian, what’s the project,
For you n’er come without one.
 

Pris. First, your Husband,
Sir Ruinous Gentry greets you with best wishes,
And here has sent you your full share by me
In five Cheats and two Robberies.
 

Lady. And what comes it too?
 

Prisc. Near upon thirteen pound.
 

Lady. A goodly share,
‘Twill put a Lady scarce in Philip and Cheyney,
With three small Bugle Laces, like a Chambermaid,
Here’s precious lifting.
 

Pris. ‘Las you must consider, Lady,
’Tis but young Term, Attornies ha small doings yet,
Then Highway Lawyers, they must needs ha little,
We’ave had no great good luck to speak troth, Beauty,
Since your stout Ladyship parted from’s at Highgate,
But there’s a fair hope now for a present hunder’d,
Here’s mans Apparel, your Horse stands at door.
 

Lady. And what’s the virtuous plot now?
 

Prisc. Marry Lady,
You, like a brave young Gallant must be robb’d.
 

Lady. I robb’d?
 

Pris. Nay then — 
 

Lady. Well, well, go on, let’s hear Sir.
 

Pris. Here’s a seal’d bag of a Hunder’d, which indeed
Are Counters all, only some sixteen Groats
Of white money i’th’ mouth on’t.
 

Lady. So, what Saddle have I?
 

Pris. Monsieur Laroon’s the Frenchmans.
 

Lady. That agen,
You know so well it is not for my stride,
How oft have I complain’d on’t?
 

Pris. You may have [Jockey’s] then, the little Scotch one,
You must dispatch.        [Exit Pris.
 

Lady. I’ll soon be ready, Sir,
Before you ha shifted Saddles, many Women
Have their wealth flow to ‘em, I was made I see
To help my fortune, not my fortune me.    [Exit.
 

Enter Cuningam.
 

Cun. My ways are Goblin-led, and the night-Elf
Still draws me from my home, yet I follow,
Sure, ’tis not altogether fabulous,
Such Haggs do get dominion of our tongues
So soon as we speak, the Inchantment binds;
I have dissembled such a trouble on me,
As my best wits can hardly clear agen;
Piping through this old reed, the Guardianess,
With purpose that my harmony shall reach
And please the Ladies ear, she stops below,
And ecchoes back my Love unto my Lips,
Perswaded by most violent arguments
Of self-love in her self; I am so self-fool,
To doat upon her hunder’d wrinkl’d face;
I could beggar her to accept the gifts
She would throw upon me; ‘twere charity,
But for pities sake I will be a niggard
And undo her, refusing to take from her;
I’m haunted agen, if it take not now
I’ll break the Spell.
 

Enter Guardianess.
 

Guard. Sweet Cuningam, welcome;
What? a whole day absent? Birds that build Nests
Have care to keep ‘em.
 

Cun. That’s granted,
But not continually to sit upon ‘em;
Less in the youngling season, else they desire
To fly abroad, and recreate their labours,
Then they return with fresher appetite
To work agen.
 

Guard. Well, well, you have built a Nest
That will stand all storms, you need not mistrust
A weather-wrack, and one day it may be
The youngling season too, then I hope
You’ll ne’er fly out of sight.
 

Cun. There will be pains,
I see to shake this Burr off, and sweetest,
Prethee how fares thy charge? has my good friend
Sir Gregory, the countenance of a Lover?
 

Guard. No by my troth, not in my mind, methinks
(Setting his Worship aside) he looks like a fool.
 

Cun. Nay i’faith, ne’r divide his Worship from him for that
Small matter; Fool and Worship are no such
Strangers now adaies, but my meaning is,
Has he thy Ladies countenance of Love?
Looks she like a welcome on him? plainly,
Have they as good hope of one another,
As Cupid bless us, we have?
 

Guard. Troth I know not,
I can perceive no forwardness in my charge,
But I protest I wish the Knight better
For your sake, Bird.
 

Cun. Why thanks sweet Bird, and with my heart I wish,
That he had as strong and likely hope of her
As thou hast of me.
 

Guard. Well, he’s like to speed
Ne’er the worse for that good wish, and I’ll tell you
Bird (for secrets are not to be kept betwixt us two)
My charge thinks well of you.
 

Cun. Of me? for what?
 

Guard. For my sake, I mean so, I have heard her
A hundred times, since her Uncle gave her
The first bob about you, that she’d doe somewhat
For my sake, if things went well together,
We have spoke of doors and bolts, and things and things,
Go too, I’ll tell you all, but you’ll find
Some advancement, for my sake, I do believe.
 

Cun. Faith be not sparing, tell me.
 

Guard. By my Lady
You shall pardon me for that, ‘twere a shame
If men should hear all that women speak behind
Their backs sometimes.
 

Cun. You must give me leave yet,
At least to give her thanks.
 

Guard. Nor that neither,
She must not take [a] notice of my blabbing,
It is sufficient you shall give me thanks,
For ’tis for my sake if she be bountiful,
She loves me, and loves you too for my sake.
 

Cun. How shall I, knowing this, but be ingrate,
Not to repay her with my dearest duty.
 

Guard. I, but you must not know it, if you tell
All that I open to you; you’ll shame us both;
A far off you may kiss your hand, blush or so,
But I’ll allow no nearer conference.
 

Cun. Whoop! you’ll be jealous I perceive now.
 

Guard. Jealous? why there’s no true love without it, Bird,
I must be jealous of thee, but for her,
(Were it within my duty to my Master)
I durst trust her with the strongest temp[t]er,
And I dare swear her now as pure a Virgin
As e’er was welcom’d to a marriage bed;
If thoughts may be untainted, hers are so.
 

Cun. And where’s the cause of your fear then?
 

Guard. Well, well;
When things are past, and the wedding Torches
Lighted at Matches, to kindle better fire,
Then I’ll tell you more.
 

Cun. Come, come, I see farther,
That if we were married, you’d be jealous.
 

Guard. I protest I should a little, but not of her
It is the married woman (if you mark it)
And not the Maid that longs, the appetite
Follows the first taste, when we have relisht
We wish cloying, the taste once pleas’d before,
Then our desire is whetted on to more,
But I reveal too much to you, i’faith Bird.
 

Cun. Not a whit i’faith, Bird, betwixt you and I,
I am beholding for bettering of my knowledg.
 

Guard. Nay, you shall know more of me, if you’ll be rul’d
But make not things common.
 

Cun. Ud’ so, your Lady?
 

Guard. I, ’tis no matter, she’ll like well of this,
Our familiarity is her content.
 

Enter Neece and Clown.
 

Nee. This present from Sir Greg[o]ry?
 

Clow. From my Master, the Worshipful, right Sir Greg[o]ry Fop.
 

Nee. A Ruffe? and what might be his high conceit
In sending of a Ruff?
 

Clow. I think he had two conceits in it forsooth, too high
too Low, Ruff high, because as the Ruff does embrace your neck
all day, so does he desire to throw his Knightly Arms.
 

Nee. But then I leave him off a-nights.
 

Clow. Why then he is ruffe low, a ruffian, a bold adventurous
errand to do any rough service for his Lady.
 

Nee. A witty and unhappy conceit, does he mean
As he seems to say unto that reverence?    [Toward Cuning.
He does wooe her sure.
 

Clow. To tell [you] truth, Lady, his conceit was far better
than I have blaz’d it yet.
 

Nee. Do you think so, Sir?
 

Clow. Nay, I know it forsooth, for it was two days, e’r he
compass’d it, to find a fitting present for your Ladyship, he
was sending once a very fine Puppy to you.
 

Nee. And that he would have brought himself.
 

Clow. So he would indeed, but then he alter’d his device,
and sent this Ruffe; requesting withall, that whensoever it is
foul, you (with your own hands) would bestow the starching of
it.
 

Nee. Else she wooes him, now his eyes shoots this way;
And what was the reason for that, Sir?    [Toward Cun.
 

Clow. There lies his main conceit, Lady, for says he, In
so doing she cannot chuse but in the starching, to clap it
often between her hands, and so she gives a great liking and
applause to my Present, whereas, if I should send a Puppy, she
ever calls it to her with hist, hiss, hiss, which is a fearful
disgrace, he drew the device from a Play, at the Bull tother
day.
 

Nee. I marry Sir, this was a rich conceit indeed.
 

Clow. And far fetch’d, therefore good for you, Lady.
 

Guard. How now? which way look you, Bird?
 

Cun. At the Fool Bird, shall I not look at the Fool?
 

Guard. At the Fool and I here? what need that? pray look this
way.
 

Nee. I’ll fit him aptly, either I’ll awake
His wits (if he have any,) or force him
To appear (as yet I cannot think him)
Without any. Sirrah, tell me one thing true
That I shall aske you now, Was this device
Your Masters own? I doubt his wit in it;
He’s not so ingenus.
 

Clow. His own I assure you, Madam.
 

Nee. Nay, you must not lye.
 

Clow. Not with a Lady, I’d rather lye with you, than lie with
my Master, by your leave in such a case as this.
 

Guard. Yet agen your eye?
 

Cun. The fool makes mirth i’faith,
I would hear some.
 

Guard. Come, you shall hear none but me.
 

Nee. Come hither, friend, nay, come nearer me; did
Thy Master send thee to me? he may be wise,
But did not shew it much in that; men sometimes
May wrong themselves unawares, when they least think on’t;
Was Vulcan ever so unwise to send Mars
To be his spokesman, when he went a wooing?
Send thee? hey-ho, a pretty rowling eye.
 

Clow. I can turn up the white and the black too, and need
    be forsooth.
 

Nee. Why, here’s an amor[o]us nose.
 

[Clow.] You see the worst of my nose, forsooth.
 

Nee. A cheek, how I could put it now in dalliance,
A pair of Lips, oh that we were uney’d,
I could suck Sugar from ‘em, what a beard’s here!
When will the Knight thy Master have such a
Stamp of manhood on his face? nay, do not blush.
 

Clow. ’Tis nothing but my flesh and blood that rises so.
 

Cun. ‘Death, she courts the fool.
 

Guard. Away, away, ’tis sport, do not mind it.
 

Nee. Give me thy hand, come, be familiar;
[I, h]ere’s a promising palm; what a soft
Handful of pleasure’s here, here’s Down compar’d
With Flocks and quilted Straw, thy Knights fingers
Are lean mattrice rubbers to these Feathers,
I prethee let me lean my cheek upon’t.
What a soft pillow’s here!
 

Clow. Hum, umh, hu, hum.
 

Neece. Why there’s a courage in that lively passion,
Measure thee all o’r, there’s not a limb
But has his full proportion, it is my voice,
There’s no compare betwixt the Knight and thee,
The goodlier man [by] half, at once now
I see thee all over.
 

Clow. If you had seen me swim t’other day on my back, you
would have sed you had seen, there was two Chambermaids that
saw me, and my legs by chance were tangled in the flags, and
when they saw how I was hang’d, they cryed out, Oh help the man
for fear he be drown’d.
 

Neec. They could do no less in pity, come thine arm, we’ll
walk together.
 

Cun. Blindness of Love and Women, why she dotes upon the fool.
 

Guard. What’s that to you, mind her not.
 

Cun. Away you Burr.
 

Guard. How’s that?
 

Cun. Hang of Fleshook, fasten thine itchy claspe
On some dry Toad-stool that will kindle with thee,
And burn together.
 

Guard. Oh abominable,
Why do you not love me?
 

Cun. No, never did;
I took thee down a little way to
Enforce a Vomit from my offended stomach,
Now thou’rt up agen, I loath thee filthily.
 

Guard. Oh villain.
 

Cun. Why dost thou not see a sight.
Would make a man abjure the sight of Women.
 

Neece. Ha, ha, ha, he’s vext; ha, ha, ha.
 

Clow. Ha, ha, ha.
 

Neece. Why dost thou laugh?
 

Clow. Because thou laugh’st, nothing else i’faith.
 

Cun. She has but mockt my folly, else she finds not
The bosome of my purpose, some other way,
Must make me know; I’ll try her, and may chance quit
The fine dexterity of her Lady-wit.    [Exit.
 

Neec. Yes introth, I laught to think of thy Master,
Now, what he would think if he knew this?
 

Clow. By my troth I laugh at him too, faith sirrah, he’s but
a fool to say the truth, though I say’t, that should not say’t.
 

Neece. Yes, thou shouldst say truth, and I believe thee;
Well, for this time we’ll part, you perceive something,
Our tongues betray our hearts, there’s our weakness,
But pray be silent.
 

Clow. As Mouse in Cheese, or Goose in Hay i’faith.
 

Neece. Look, we are cut off, there’s my hand where my
Lips would be.
 

Clow. I’ll wink, and think ‘em thy Lips, farewel.    [Exit.
 

Neece. Now Guardianess, I need not ask where you have been.
 

Guard. Oh Lady, never was woman so abus’d.
 

Enter Clown.
 

Clow. Dost thou hear Lady, sweet-heart, I had forgot to tell
thee, if you will, I will come back in the evening.
 

Neece. By no means, come not till I send for you.
 

Clow. If there be any need, you may think of things when I
am gone, I may be convey’d into your chamber, I’ll lye under
the bed while midnight, or so, or you shall put me up in one of
your little boxes, I can creep in at a small hole.
 

Neece. These are things I dare not venture, I charge you on
my love, never come till I send for you.
 

Clow. Verbum insapienti, ’tis enough to the wise, nor I
think it is not fit the Knight should know any thing yet.
 

Neece. By no means, pray you go now, we are suspected.
 

Clow. For the things that are past, let us use our secrets.
 

Neece. Now I’ll make a firm trial of your love,
As you love me, not a word more at this time,
Not a syllable, ’tis the seal of love, take heed.
 

Clow. Hum, hum, hum, hum — .
He humhs loath to depart.    [Exit Clown.
 

Neece. So, this pleasant trouble’s gone, now Guardianess,
What? your eyes easing your heart, the cause woman?
 

Guard. The cause is false man, Madam, oh Lady,
I have been gull’d in a shining Carbuncle,
A very Glo-worm, that I thought had fire in’t,
And ’tis as cold as Ice.
 

Neece. And justly serv’d,
Wouldst thou once think that such an [erring] spring
Would dote upon thine Autumn?
 

Guard. Oh, had you heard him but protest.
 

Neece. I would not have believ’d him,
Thou might’st have perceiv’d how I mock’d thy folly.
In wanton imitation with the Fool,
Go weep the sin of thy credulity,
Not of thy loss, for it was never thine,
And it is gain to miss it; wert thou so dull?
Nay, yet thou’rt stupid and uncapable,
Why, thou wert but the bait to fish with, not
The prey, the stale to catch another Bird with.
 

Guard. Indeed he call’d me Bird.
 

Neece. Yet thou perceiv’st not,
It is your Neece he loves, wouldst thou be made
A stalking Jade? ’tis she examine it,
I’ll hurry all awry, and tread my path
Over unbeaten grounds, go level to the mark,
Not by circular bouts, rare things are pleasing,
And rare’s but seldom in the simple sence,
But has her Emphasis with eminence.    [Exit.
 

Guard. My Neece? she the rival of my abuse?
My flesh and blood wrong me? I’ll Aunt her for’t;
 

Enter Mirabel.
 

Oh opportunity, thou blessest me
Now Gentlewoman are you parted so soon?
Where’s your friend I pray? your Cuningam?
 

Mir. What say you Aunt?
 

Guard. Come, come, your Cuningame?
I am not blind with age yet, nor deaf.
 

Mir. Dumb I am sure you are not, what ail you Aunt?
Are you not well?
 

Guard. No, nor sick, nor mad, nor in my wits, nor sleeping,
nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing; I know not what I am,
nor what I am not.
 

Mir. Mercy cover us, what do you mean, Aunt?
 

Guard. I mean to be reveng’d.
 

Mir. On whom?
 

Guard. On thee Baggage.
 

Mir. Revenge should follow injury,
Which never reacht so far as thought in me
Towards you Aunt.
 

Guard. Your cunning, minion,
Nor your Cuningame; can either blind me,
The gentle Beggar loves you.
 

Mir. Beseech you,
Let me stay your error, I begin to hear,
And shake off my amazement; if you think
That ever any passage treating love
Hath been betwixt us yet commenc’d, any
Silent eye-glance that might but sparkle fire,
So much as Brother and Sister might meet with,
The Lip-salute, so much as strangers might
Take a farewel with, the commixed hands,
Nay, but the least thought of the least of these;
In troth you wrong your bosom, by that truth
(Which I think yet you durst be bail for in me,
If it were offer’d ye) I am as free
As all this protestation.
 

Guard. May I believe this?
 

Mir. If ever you’ll believe truth: why, I thought he had
spoke love to you, and if his heart prompted his tongue, sure
I did hear so much.
 

Guard. Oh falsest man, Ixion’s plague fell on me,
Never by woman (such a masculine cloud)
So airy and so subtle was embrac’d.
 

Mir. By no cause in me, by my life dear Aunt.
 

Guard. I believe you, then help in my revenge,
And you shall do’t, or lose my love for ever,
I’ll have him quitted at his equal weapon,
Thou art young, follow him, bait his desires
With all the Engines of a womans wit,
Stretch modesty even to the highest pitch;
He cannot freeze at such a flaming beauty;
And when thou hast him by th’ amorous gills,
Think on my vengeance, choak up his desires,
Then let his banquetings be Tantalisme,
Let thy disdain spurn the dissembler out;
Oh I should climb my Stars, and sit above,
To see him burn to ashes in his love.
 

Mir. This will be a strange taste, Aunt, and an
Unwilling labour, yet in your injunction
I am a servant to’t.
 

Guard. Thou’lt undertak’t?
 

Mir. Yes, let the success commend it self hereafter.
 

Guard. Effect it Girl, my substance is thy store,
Nothing but want of Will makes woman poor.    [Exeunt.
 

Enter Sir Gregory, and Clown.
 

Sir Greg. Why Pompey, thou art not stark mad, art thou?
Wilt thou not tell me how my Lady does?
 

Clow. Your Lady?
 

Sir Greg. Did she receive the thing that I sent her kindly,
or no:
 

Clow. The thing that you sent her, Knight, by the thing that
you sent, was for the things sake that was sent to carry the
thing that you sent, very kindly receiv’d; first, there is
your Indenture, now go seek you a servant: secondly, you are a
Knight: thirdly and lastly, I am mine own man: and fourthly,
fare you well.
 

Sir Greg. Why Pompey? prethee let me speak with thee, I’ll
lay my life some hare has crost him.
 

Clow. Knight, if you be a Knight, so keep you; as for the
Lady, who shall say that she is not a fair Lady, a sweet Lady,
an honest and a virtuous Lady, I will say he is a base fellow,
a blab of his tongue, and I will make him eat these fingers
ends.
 

Sir Greg. Why, here’s no body says so Pompey.
 

Clow. Whatsoever things have past between the Lady and the
other party, whom I will not name at this time, I say she is
virtuous and honest, and I will maintain it, as long as I can
maintain my self with bread and water.
 

Sir Greg. Why I know no body thinks otherwise.
 

Clow. Any man that does but think it in my hearing, I will
make him think on’t while he has a thought in his bosom; shall
we say that kindnesses from Ladies are common? or that favours
and protestations are things of no moment betwixt parties and
parties? I say still, whatsoever has been betwixt the Lady and
the party, which I will not name, that she is honest, and shall
be honest, whatsoever she does by day or by night, by light or
by darkness, with cut and long tail.
 

Sir Greg. Why I say she is honest.
 

Clow. Is she honest? in what sense do you say she is honest,
Knight?
 

Sir Greg. If I could not find in my heart to throw my dagger
at thy head, hilts and all, I’m an ass, and no Gentleman.
 

Clow. Throw your Dagger at me! do not Knight, I give you
fair warning, ’tis but cast away if you do, for you shall have
no other words of me, the Lady is an honest Lady, whatsoever
reports may go of sports and toys, and thoughts, and words, and
deeds, betwixt her and the party which I will not name; this
I give you to understand, That another man may have as good
an eye, as amorous a nose, as fair a stampt beard, and be as
proper a man as a Knight, (I name no parties) a Servingman may
be as good as a Sir, a Pompey as a Gregory, a Doodle as a
Fop; so Servingman Pompey Doodle, may be respected as well
with Ladies (though I name no parties) as Sir Gregory Fop; so
farewell:        [Exit.
 

Sir Greg. If the fellow be not out of his wits, then will I
never have any more wit while I live; either the sight of the
Lady has gaster’d him, or else he’s drunk, or else he walks in
his sleep, or else [he]’s a fool, or a knave, or both, one of
the three, I’m sure ’tis; yet now I think on’t, she has not
us’d me so kindly as her Uncle promis’d me she should, but
that’s all one, he says I shall have her, and I dare take his
word for the best [h]orse I have, and that’s a weightier thing
than a Lady, I’m sure on’t.        [Exit.
 

Enter Lady Ruinous (as a man) Witty-Pate, Sir Ruinous, Priscian, and Master Credulous (binding and robbing her, and in Scarfs) Credulous finds the bag.
 

Lady Ruin. Nay, I am your own, ’tis in your pleasure
How you’ll deal with me; yet I would intreat,
You will not make that which is bad enough,
Worse than it need be, by a second ill,
When it can render you no second profit;
If it be coin you seek, you have your prey,
All my store I vow, (and it weighs a hundred)
My life, or any hurt you give my body,
Can inrich you no more.
 

Witty. You may pursue.
 

L. Ruin. As I am a Gentleman; I never will,
Only we’ll bind you to quiet behaviour
Till you call out for Bail, and on th’ other
Side of the hedge leave you; but keep the peace
Till we be out of hearing, for by that
We shall be out of danger, if we come back,
We come with a mischief.
 

Lady. You need not fear me.
 

Prisc. Come, we’ll bestow you then. [Exit Ruin. Prisc. and Lady.
 

Wit. Why law you Sir, is not this a swifter Revenue
than, Sic probas, ergo’s & igitur’s can bring in? why is not this
one of your Syllogismes in Barbara? Omne utile est honestum.
 

Cred. Well Sir, a little more of this acquaintance
Will make me know you fully, I protest.
You have (at first sight) made me conscious
Of such a deed my dreams ne’er prompted, yet
I could almost have wish’d rather ye’ad rob’d me
Of my Cloak, (for my Purse ’tis a Scholars)
Than to have made me a robber.
I had rather have answered three difficult questions,
Than this one, as easie, as yet it seems.
 

Witty. Tush, you shall never come to farther answer for’t;
Can you confess your penurious Uncle,
In his full face of love, to be so strict
A Nigard to your Commons, that you are fain
To size your belly out with Shoulder Fees?
With Rumps and Kidneys, and Cues of single Beer,
And yet make Daymy to feed more daintily,
At this easier rate? fie Master Credulous,
I blush for you.
 

Cred. This is a truth undeniable.
 

Wit. Why go to then, I hope I know your Uncle,
How does he use his Son, nearer than you?
 

Cred. Faith, like his Jade, upon the bare Commons,
Turn’d out to pick his living as he can get it;
He would have been glad to have shar’d in such
A purchase, and thank’d his good fortune too.
 

Enter Ruinous and Priscian.
 

But mum no more — is all safe, Bullies?
 

Ruin. Secure, the Gentleman thinks him most happy in his loss,
With his safe life and limbs, and redoubles
His first vow, as he is a Gentleman,
Never to pursue us.
 

Wit. Well away then,
Disperse you with Master Credulous, who still
Shall bear the purchase, Priscian and I,
Will take some other course: You know our meeting
At the Three Cups in St Gile’s, with this proviso,
(For ’tis a Law with us) that nothing be open’d
Till all be present, the looser saies a hundred,
And it can weigh no less.
 

Ruin. Come, Sir, we’ll be your guide.
 

Cred. My honesty, which till now was never forfeited,
All shall be close till our meeting.    [Exit Cred. and Ruin.
 

Witty. Tush, I believ’t.
And then all shall out; where’s the thief that’s robb’d?
 

Enter Lady Ruinous.
 

L. Rui. Here Master Oldcraft, all follows now.
 

Witty. ’Twas neatly done, wench, now to turn that bag
Of counterfeits to current pieces, & actum est.
 

L. Rui. You are the Chymist, we’ll blow the fire still,
If you can mingle the ingredients.
 

Witty. I will not miss a cause, a quantity, a dram,
You know the place.
 

Pris. I have told her that, Sir.
 

Witty. Good, turn Ruinous to be a Constable, I’m sure
We want not beards of all sorts, from the
Worshipful Magistrate to the under Watchman;
Because we must have no danger of life,
But a cleanly cheat, attach Credulous,
The cause is plain, the theft found about him;
Then fall I in his own Cosins shape
By mere accident, where finding him distrest,
I with some difficulty must fetch him off,
With promise that his Uncle shall shut up all
With double restitution: Master Constable, Ruinous
His mouth shall be stopt; you, Mistriss rob-thief,
Shall have your share of what we can gull my Father of;
Is’t plain enough?
 

L. Rui. As plain a cozenage as can be, faith.
 

Witty. Father, I come again, and again when this is
Past too, Father, one will beget another;
I’d be loath to leave your posterity barren,
You were best [to] come to composition Father,
Two hundred pieces yearly allow me yet,
It will [be] cheaper (Father) than my wit,
For I will cheat none but you, dear Father.    [Exeunt.
 




Act III.
 

Enter Old Knight, and Sir Gregory.
 

Old K. Why now you take the course Sir Gregory Fop:
I could enforce her, and I list, but love
That’s gently won, is a man’s own for ever,
Have you prepar’d good Musick?
 

Sir Gr. As fine a noise, Uncle, as heart can wish.
 

Od K. Why that’s done like a Suitor,
They must be woo’d a hundred several ways,
Before you obtain the right way in a woman,
’Tis an odd creature, full of creeks and windings.
The Serpent has not more; for sh’as all his,
And then her own beside came in by her mother.
 

Sir Gr. A fearful portion for a man to venture on.
 

Old K. But the way found once by the wits of men,
There is no creature lies so tame agen.
 

Sir Gr. I promise you, not a house-Rabbit, Sir.
 

Old K. No sucker on ‘em all.
 

Sir Gr. What a thing’s that?
They’re pretty fools I warrant, when they’r tame
As a man can lay his lips [to].
 

Old K. How were you bred, Sir?
Did you never make a fool of a Tenants daughter?
 

Sir Gr. Never i’faith, they ha’ made some fools for me,
And brought ‘em many a time under their aprons.
 

Old [K] They could not shew you the way plainlier, I think,
To make a fool again.
 

Sir Gr. There’s fools enough, Sir,
‘Less they were wiser.
 

Old K. This is wondrous rare,
Come you to London with a Maiden-head, Knight?
A Gentleman of your rank ride with a Cloak-bag?
Never an Hostess by the way to leave it with?
Nor Tapsters Sister? nor head-Ostlers Wife?
What no body?
 

Sir Gr. Well mock’d old Wit-monger,
I keep it for your Neece.
 

Old K. Do not say so for shame, she’ll laugh at thee,
A wife ne’er looks for’t, ’tis a batchelors penny,
He may giv’t to a begger-wench, i’th’ progress time,
And ne’er be call’d to account for’t.    [Ex.
 

Sir Gr. Would I had known so much,
I could ha’ stopt a beggers mouth by th’ way.
 

Enter Page and Fidlers boy.
 

That rail’d upon me, ‘cause I’d give her nothing — 
What, are they come?
 

Pag. And plac’d directly, Sir,
Under her window.
 

Sir Gr. What may I call you, Gentleman?
 

Boy. A poor servant to the Viol, I’m the Voice, Sir.
 

Sir Gr. In good time Master Voice?
 

Boy. Indeed good time does get the mastery.
 

Sir Gr. What Countreyman, Master Voice.
 

Boy. Sir, born at Ely, we all set up in El[y,]
But our house commonly breaks in Rutland-shire.
 

Sir Gr. A shrewd place by my faith, it may well break your voice,
It breaks many a mans back; come, set to your business.
 

SONG.
 

Fain would I wake you, Sweet, but fear
    I should invite you to worse chear;
    In your dreams you cannot fare
    Meaner than Musick; no compare;
    None of your slumbers are compil’d
    Under the pleasure makes a Child;
    Your day-delights, so well compact,
    That what you think, turns all to act:
    I’d wish my life no better play,
    Your dream by night, your thought by day.
      Wake gently, wake,
      Part softly from your dreams;
    The morning flies
    To your fair eyes,
      To take her special beams.
 

Sir Gr. I hear her up, here Master Voice,
Pay you the Instruments, save what you can,
 

Enter Neece above.
 

To keep you when you’re crackt.    [Exit Boy.
 

Neece. Who should this be?
That I’m so much beholding to, for sweetness?
Pray Heaven it happens right.
 

Sir Gr. Good morrow, Mistriss.
 

Neece. An ill day and a thousand come upon thee.
 

Sir Gr. ‘Light, that’s six hundred more than any
Almanack has.
 

Neece. Comes it from thee? it is the mangiest Musick
That ever woman heard.
 

Sir Gr. Nay, say not so, Lady,
There’s not an itch about ‘em.
 

Neece. I could curse
My attentive powers, for giving entrance to’t;
There is no boldness like the impudence
That’s lockt in a fools bloud, how durst you do this?
In conscience I abus’d you as sufficiently
As woman could a man; insatiate Coxcomb,
The mocks and spiteful language I have given thee,
Would o’ my life ha’ serv’d ten reasonable men,
And rise contented too, and left enough for their friends.
Thou glutton at abuses, never satisfied?
I am perswaded thou devour’st more flouts
Than all thy body’s worth, and still a hungred!
A mischief of that maw, prethee seek elsewhere,
Introth I am weary of abusing thee;
Get thee a fresh Mistriss, thou’st make work enough;
I do not think there’s scorn enough in Town
To serve thy turn, take the Court-Ladies in,
And all their Women to ‘em, that exceed ‘em.
 

Sir Gr. Is this in earnest, Lady?
 

Neece. Oh unsatiable!
Dost thou count all this but an earnest yet?
I’d thought I’d paid thee all the whole sum, trust me;
Thou’lt begger my derision utterly
If thou stay’st longer, I shall want a laugh:
If I knew where to borrow a contempt
Would hold thee tack, stay and be hang’d, thou shouldst then:
But thou’st no conscience now to extort hate from me,
When one has spent all she can make upon thee;
Must I begin to pay thee hire again?
After I have rid thee twice? faith ’tis unreasonable.
 

Sir Gr. Say you so? I’ll know that presently.    [Exit.
 

Neece. Now he runs
To fetch my Uncle to this musty bargain,
But I have better ware always at hand.
And lay by this still, when he comes to cheapen.
 

Enter Cuningam.
 

Cun. I met the Musick now, yet cannot learn
What entertainment he receiv’d from her.
 

Nee. There’s some body set already, I must to’t, I see,
Well, well, Sir Gregory?
 

Cun. Hah, Sir Gregory?
 

Nee. Where e’er you come, you may well boast your conquest.
 

Cun. She’s lost y’faith, enough, has fortune then
Remembred her great boy? she seldom fails ‘em.
 

Nee. H’ was the unlikeliest man at first, methought,
To have my love, we never met but wrangled.
 

Cun. A pox upon that wrangling, say I still,
I never knew it fail yet, where e’er’t came;
It never comes but like a storm of hail,
’Tis sure to bring fine weather at the tail on’t,
There’s not one match ‘mongst twenty made without it,
It fights i’ th’ tongue, but sure to agree i’ th’ haunches.
 

Nee. That man that should ha’ told me when time was.
I should ha’ had him, had been laught at piteously,
But see how things will change!
 

Cun. Here’s a heart feels it — Oh the deceitful promises of love!
What trust should a man put i’ th’ lip of woman?
She kist me with that strength, as if sh’ad meant
To ha’ set the fair print of her soul upon me.
 

Nee. I would ha’ sworn ’twould ne’er ha been a match once.
 

Cun. I’ll hear no more, I’m mad to hear so much,
Why should I aim my thoughts at better fortunes
Than younger brothers have? that’s a Maid with nothing,
Or some old Soap-boilers Widow, without Teeth,
There waits my fortune for me, seek no farther.    [Ex. Cun.
 

Enter Old Knight, and Sir Gregory.
 

Old K. You tell me things, Sir Gregory, that cannot be.
She will not, nor she dares not.
 

Sir Gr. Would I were whipt then.
 

Nee. I’ll make as little shew of love, Sir Gregory,
As ever Woman did, you shall not know
You have my heart a good while.
 

Old K. Heard you that?
 

Nee. Man will insult so soon, ’tis his condition,
’Tis good to keep him off as long as we can,
I’ve much ado, I swear; and love i’ th’ end
Will have his course, let Maids do what they can,
They are but frail things till they end in man.
 

Old K. What say you to this, Sir?
 

Sir Gr. This is somewhat handsome.
 

Nee. And by that little wrangling that I fain’d,
Now I shall try how constant his love is,
Although’t went sore against my heart to chide him.
 

Sir Gr. Alas poor Gentlewoman.
 

Old K. Now y’are sure of truth,
You hear her own thoughts speak.
 

Sir Gr. They speak indeed.
 

Old K. Go, you’re a brainless Coax; a Toy, a Fop,
I’ll go no farther than your name, Sir Gr[egory]
I’ll right my self there; were you from this place,
You should perceive I’m heartily angry with you,
Offer to sow strife ‘twixt my Neece and I?
Good morrow Neece, good morrow.
 

Nee. Many fair ones to you, Sir.
 

Old K. Go, you’re a Coxcomb. How dost Neece this morning?
An idle shallow fool: sleep’st thou well, Girl?
Fortune may very well provide thee Lordships,
For honesty has left thee little manners.
 

Sir Gr. How am I bang’d o’both sides!
 

Old K. Abuse kindnesse? Will’t take the air to day Neece?
 

Nee. When you please, Sir,
There stands the Heir behind you I must take,
(Which I’d as lieve take, as take him I swear.)
 

Old K. La’ you; do you hear’t continued to your teeth now?
A pox of all such Gregories; what a hand
 

[Neece lets fall her Scarfe.
 

Have I with you!
 

Sir Gr. No more y’feck, I ha’ done, Sir:
Lady, your Scarf’s fal’n down.
 

Nee. ’Tis but your luck, Sir,
And does presage the Mistriss must fall shortly,
You may wear it, and you please.
 

Old K. There’s a trick for you,
You’re parlously belov’d, you should complain.
 

Sir Gr. Yes, when I complain, Sir,
Then do your worst, there I’ll deceive you, Sir.
 

Old K. You are a Dolt, and so I leave you, Sir.    [Exit.
 

Sir Gr. Ah sirrah, Mistriss were you caught, i’faith?
We overheard you all; I must not know
I have your heart, take heed o’ that, I pray,
I knew some Scarf would come.
 

Nee. He’s quite gone, sure:
Ah you base Coxcomb, couldst thou come again?
And so abus’d as thou wast?
 

Sir Gr. How?
 

Nee. ’Twould ha’ kill’d
A sensible man, he would ha’ gone to his chamber,
And broke his heart by this time.
 

Sir Gr. Thank you heartily.
 

Nee. Or fixt a naked Rapier in a Wall,
Like him that earn’d his Knighthood, e’r he had it,
And then refus’d upon’t, ran up to th’ hilts.
 

Sir Gr. Yes, let him run for me, I was never brought up to’t,
I never profest running i’ my life.
 

Nee. What art thou made on? thou tough villanous vermin.
Will nothing destroy thee?
 

Sir Gr. Yes, yes, assure your self
Unkind words may do much.
 

Nee. Why, dost thou want ‘em?
I’ve e’en consum’d my spleen to help thee to ‘em:
Tell me what sort of words they be would speed thee?
I’ll see what I can do yet.
 

Sir Gr. I’m much beholding to you,
You’re willing to bestow huge pains upon me.
 

Nee. I should account nothing too much to rid thee.
 

Sir Gr. I wonder you’d not offer to destroy me,
All the while your Uncle was here.
 

Neece. Why there thou betray’st thy house; we of the Old-Crafts
Were born to more wit than so.
 

Sir Greg. I wear your favor here.
 

Neece. Would it might rot thy arme off: if thou knewst
With what contempt thou hast it, what hearts bitterness,
How many cunning curses came along with it,
Thoud’st quake to handle it.
 

Sir Greg. A pox, tak’t again then;
Who’d be thus plagu’d of all hands?
 

Neece. No, wear’t still,
But long I hope thou shalt not, ’tis but cast
Upon thee, purposely to serve another
That has more right to’t, as in some Countries they convey
Their treasure upon Asses to their friends;
If mine be but so wise, and apprehensive,
As my opinion gives him to my heart,
It stayes not long on thy desertless arme;
I’ll make thee e’er I ha’ done, not dare to wear
Any thing of mine, although I give’t thee freely;
Kiss it you may, and make what shew you can,
But sure you carry’t to a worthier Man,
And so good morrow to you.         [Exit.
 

Sir Greg. Hu hum, ha hum;
I han’t the spirit now to dash my brains out,
Nor the audacity to kill my self,
But I could cry my heart out, that’s as good,
For so’t be out, no matter which way it comes,
If I can dye with a fillip, or depart
At hot-cockles, What’s that to any man?
If there be so much death that serves my turn there.
Every one knows the state of his own body,
No Carrion kills a Kite, but then agen
There’s Cheese will choak a Daw; time I were dead I’faith,
If I knew which way without hurt or danger.
I am a Maiden-Knight, and cannot look
Upon a naked weapon with any modesty,
Else ’twould go hard with me, and to complain
To Sir Perfidious the old Knight agen,
Were to be more abus’d; perhaps he would beat me well,
But ne’er believe me.
 

Enter Cuningame.
 

And few Men dye o’ beating, that were lost too:
Oh, here’s my friend, I’ll make my moan to him.
 

Cun. I cannot tear her memory from my heart,
That treads mine down, was ever man so fool’d
That profest wit?
 

Sir Greg. O Cuningame?
 

Cun. Sir Gregory?
The choice, the Victor, the Towns happy Man?
 

Sir Greg. ‘Snigs, What do’st mean? come I to thee for
    comfort, and do’st abuse me too?
 

Cun. Abuse you? How Sir?
With justifying your fortune, and your joyes?
 

Sir Greg. Pray hold your hand, Sir, I’ve been bob’d enough,
You come with a new way now; strike me merrily,
But when a man’s sore beaten o’ both sides already,
Then the least tap in jest goes to the guts on him;
Wilt ha the truth? I’m made the rankest ass
That e’er was born to Lordships.
 

Cun. What? No Sir?
 

Sir Greg. I had not thought my body could a yielded
All those foul scurvie names that she has call’d me,
I wonder whence she fetcht ‘em?
 

Cun. Is this credible?
 

Sir Greg. She pin’d this Scarf upon me afore her Unckle,
But his back turn’d, she curst me so for wearing on’t,
The very brawn of mine arme has ak’d ever since,
Yet in a manner forc’t me to wear’t still,
But hop’t I should not long; if good luck serve
I should meet one that has more wit and worth
Should take it from me, ’twas but lent to me,
And sent to him for a token.
 

Cun. I conceit it, I know the Man
That lies in wait for’t, part with’t by all means,
In any case, you are way-laid about it.
 

Sir Greg. How Sir? way-laid?
 

Cun. Pox of a Scarf, say I,
I prize my friends life ‘bove a million on ‘em,
You shall be rul’d, Sir, I know more than you.
 

Sir Greg. If you know more than I, let me be rid on’t,
‘Lass, ’tis not for my wearing, so she told me.
 

Cun. No, no, give me’t, the knave shall miss his purpose,
And you shall live.
 

Sir Greg. I would, as long as I could, Sir.
 

Cun. No more replyes, you shall, I’ll prevent this,
Pompey shall march without it.
 

Sir Greg. What, is’t he?
My Man that was?
 

Cun. Call him your deadly Enemy;
You give him too fair a name, you deal too nobly,
He bears a bloody mind, a cruel foe, Sir,
I care not if he heard me.
 

Sir Greg. But, Do you hear, Sir?
Can’t sound with reason she should affect him?
 

Cun. Do you talk of reason? I never thought to have heard
Such a word come from you; reason in love?
Would you give that, no Doctor could e’er give?
Has not a Deputy married his Cook-maid?
An Aldermans Widow, one that was her turn-broach?
Nay, Has not a great Lady brought her Stable
Into her Chamber: lay with her Horse-keeper?
 

Sir Greg. Did ever love play such Jades tricks, Sir?
 

Cun. Oh thousands, thousands: Beware a sturdy Clown e’re
    while you live, Sir;
’Tis like a huswifery in most Shires about us;
You shall ha’ Farmers Widows wed thin Gentlemen,
Much like your self, but put’em to no stress;
What work can they do, with small trap-stick legs?
They keep Clowns to stop gaps, and drive in pegs,
A drudgery fit for Hindes, e’en back agen, Sir,
Your’re safest at returning.
 

Sir Greg. Think you so, Sir?
 

Cun. But, How came this Clown to be call’d Pompey first?
 

Sir Greg. Push, one good-man Cæsar, a Pump-maker kersen’d him;
Pompey he writes himself, but his right name’s Pumpey,
And stunk too when I had him, now he’s crank.
 

Cun. I’m glad I know so much to quell his pride, Sir,
Walk you still that way, I’ll make use of this,
To resolve all my doubts, and place this favor
On some new Mistriss, only for a try,
And if it meet my thoughts, I’ll swear ’tis I.    [Exit.
 

Sir Greg. Is Pompey grown so malepert? so frampel?
The onely cutter about Ladies honors?
 

Enter Old Knight.
 

And his blade soonest out?
 

O. K. Now, What’s the news, Sir?
 

Sir Gre. I dare not say but good; oh excellent good, Sir.
 

O. K. I hope now you’re resolv’d she loves you, Knight?
 

Sir Gr. Cuds me, What else Sir? that’s not to do now.
 

O. K. You would not think how desperately you anger’d me,
When you bely’d her goodness; oh you vext me,
Even to a Palsey.
 

Sir Greg. What a thing was that Sir?
 

Enter Neece.
 

Neece. ’Tis, that ’tis; as I have hope of sweetness, the
    Scarfe’s gone;
Worthy wise friend, I doat upon thy cunning,
We two shall be well matcht, our Issue-male, sure
Will be born Counsellors; is’t possible?
Thou shalt have another token out of hand for’t;
Nay, since the way’s found, pitty thou shouldst want, y’faith,
O my best joy, and dearest.
 

O. K. Well said, Neece,
So violent ‘fore your Uncle? What will you do
In secret then?
 

Sir Greg. Marry call me slave, and rascal.
 

Neece. Your Scarfe — the Scarfe I gave you — 
 

O. K. Mass that’s true Neece,
I ne’er thought upon that; the Scarfe she gave you — Sir?
What dumb? No answer from you? the Scarfe?
 

Sir Greg. I was way-laid about it, my life threatned;
Life’s life, Scarfe’s but a Scarfe, and so I parted from’t.
 

Neece. Unfortunate woman! my first favor too?
 

O. K. Will you be still an ass? no reconcilement
‘Twixt you and wit? Are you so far fallen out,
You’l never come together? I tell you true,
I’m very lowsily asham’d on you,
That’s the worst shame that can be;
Thus bayting on him: now his heart’s hook’t in,
I’ll make him, e’er I ha’ done, take her with nothing,
I love a man that lives by his wits alife;
Nay leave, sweet Neece, ’tis but a Scarfe, let it go.
 

Neece. The going of it never grieves me, Sir.
It is the manner, the manner — 
 

Sir Greg. O dissembling Marmaset! If I durst speak,
Or could be believ’d when I speak,
What a tale could I tell, to make hair stand upright now!
 

Neece. Nay, Sir, at your request you shall perceive, Uncle,
With what renewing love I forgive this:
Here’s a fair Diamond, Sir, I’ll try how long
You can keep that.
 

Sir Greg. Not very long, you know’t too,
Like a cunning witch as you are.
 

Neece. Y’are best let him ha’ that too.
 

Sir Greg. So I were, I think, there were no living else,
I thank you, as you have handled the matter.
 

O. K. Why this is musical now, and Tuesday next
Shall tune your Instruments, that’s the day set.
 

Neece. A match, good Uncle.
 

O. K. Sir, you hear me too?
 

Sir Greg. Oh very well, I’m for you.
 

Neece. What e’er you hear, you know my mind.
 

[Exeunt Old Knight and Neece.
 

Sir Gre. I, a —— on’t, too well, if I do not wonder how we
two shall come together, I’m a Bear whelp? he talks of Tuesday
next, as familiarly, as if we lov’d one another, but ’tis as
unlikely to me, as ’twas seven year before I saw her; I shall
try his cunning, it may be he has a way was never yet thought
on, and it had need to be such a one, for all that I can think
on will never do’t; I look to have this Diamond taken from me
very speedily, therefore I’ll take it off o’ my finger, for if
it be seen, I shall be way-laid for that too.    [Exit.
 




Act IV.
 

Enter Old Knight, and Witty-pate.
 

O. K. Oh torture! torture! thou carriest a sting i’thy tail,
Thou never brought’st good news i’thy life yet,
And that’s an ill quality, leave it when thou wilt.
 

Witty. Why you receive a blessing the wrong way, Sir,
Call you not this good newes? to save at once Sir
Your credit and your kinsmans life together;
Would it not vex your peace, and gaule your worth?
T’have one of your name hang’d?
 

O. K. Peace, no such words, boy.
 

Wit. Be thankful for the blessing of prevention then.
 

O. K. Le’ me see, there was none hang’d out of our house
    since Brute,
I ha’ search’t both Stow, and Hollinshead.
 

Wit. O Sir.
 

O. K. I’ll see what Polychronicon sayes anon too.
 

Wit. ’Twas a miraculous fortune that I heard on’t.
 

O. K. I would thou’dst never heard on’t.
 

Wit. That’s true too,
So it had ne’er been done; to see the luck on’t,
He was ev’n brought to Justice Aurums threshold,
There had flew’n forth a Mittimus straight for Newgate;
And note the fortune too, Sessions a Thursday,
Jury cull’d out a Friday, Judgment a Saturday,
Dungeon a Sunday, Tyburne a Munday,
Miseries quotidian ague, when’t begins once,
Every day pulls him, till he pull his last.
 

O. K. No more, I say, ’tis an ill theam: where left you him?
 

Wit. He’s i’th’ Constables hands below i’th’ Hall, Sir,
Poor Gentleman, and his accuser with him.
 

O. K. What’s he?
 

Wit. A Judges Son ’tis thought, so much the worse too,
He’l hang his enemy, an’t shall cost him nothing,
That’s a great priviledge.
 

O. K. Within there?
 

Enter Servant.
 

Ser. Sir?
 

O. K. Call up the folks i’th’ Hall. I had such hope on him,
For a Scholar too, a thing thou ne’er wast fit for
Therefore erected all my joyes in him;
Got a Welch Benefice in reversion for him,
Dean of Cardigan, has his grace already,
He can marry and bury, yet ne’er a hair on’s face;
 

Enter Credulous, Sir Ruinous (as a Constable,) and
    Lady Gentry (as a Man.)
 

Like a French Vicar, and, Does he bring such fruits to Town with him?
A Thief at his first lighting? Oh good den to you.
 

Wit. Nay, sweet Sir, you’r so vext now, you’l grieve him,
And hurt your self.
 

O. K. Away, I’ll hear no counsel;
Come you but once in seven year to your Uncle,
And at that time must you be brought home too?
And by a Constable?
 

Wit. Oh speak low, Sir,
Remember your own credit, you profess
You love a Man o’wit, begin at home, Sir,
Express it i’your self.
 

Lady. Nay, Master Constable,
Shew your self a wise man, ‘gainst your nature too.
 

Ruin. Sir, no Dish-porridgment, we have brought home
As good men as ye.
 

O. K. Out, a North-Brittain Constable, that tongue
Will publish all, it speaks so broad already;
Are you the Gentleman.
 

Lady. The unfortunate one, Sir,
That fell into the power of merciless Thieves,
Whereof this fellow, whom I’d call your kinsman,
As little as I could (for the fair reverence
I owe to fame and years) was the prime villain.
 

O.K. A wicked prime.
 

Wit. Nay, not so loud, sweet father.
 

Lad. The rest are fled, but I shall meet with ‘em,
Hang one of ‘em I will certain, I ha’ swore it,
And ’twas my luck to light upon this first.
 

O.K. A Cambridge man for this? these your degrees, Sir?
Nine years at University for this fellowship?
 

Wit. Take your voice lower, dear Sir.
 

O.K. What’s your loss, Sir?
 

Lady. That which offends me to repeat, the Money’s whole, Sir,
’Tis i’th’ Constables hands there, a seal’d hundred,
But I will not receive it.
 

O.K. No? Not the Money, Sir,
Having confest ’tis all?
 

Lady. ’Tis all the Money, Sir,
But ’tis not all I lost, for when they bound me,
They took a Diamond hung at my shirt string,
Which fear of life made me forget to hide;
It being the sparkling witness of a Contract,
‘Twixt a great Lawyers daughter and my self.
 

Wit. I told you what he was; What does the Diamond
Concern my Cozen, Sir?
 

Lady. No more did the Money,
But he shall answer all now.
 

Wit. There’s your conscience,
It shewes from whence you sprung.
 

Lady. Sprung? I had leapt a Thief,
Had I leapt some of your alliance.
 

Wit. Slave!
 

Lady. You prevent me still.
 

O.K. ‘Slid, Son, Are you mad?
 

Lady. Come, come, I’ll take a legal course.
 

O.K. Will you undo us all? What’s your demand, Sir?
Now we’re in’s danger too.
 

Lady. A hundred Mark, Sir,
I will not bait a doit.
 

Witty. A hundred Rascals.
 

Lady. Sir, find ‘em out in your own blood, and take ‘em.
 

Wit. Go take your course, follow the Law, and spare not.
 

O. K. Does fury make you drunk? know you what you say?
 

Wit. A hundred dogs dungs, do your worst.
 

O. K. You do I’m sure; Whose loud now?
 

Wit. What his own asking?
 

O. K. Not in such a case?
 

Wit. You shall have but threescore pound; spite a your teeth,
I’ll see you hang’d first.
 

O. K. And what’s seven pound more man?
That all this coyle’s about? stay, I say, he shall ha’t.
 

Wit. It is your own, you may do what you please with it;
Pardon my zeal, I would ha’ sav’d you money;
Give him all his own asking?
 

O. K. What’s that to you, Sir?
Be sparing of your own, teach me to pinch
In such a case as this? go, go, live by your wits, go.
 

Wit. I practise all I can.
 

O. K. Follow you me, Sir,
And, Master Constable, come from the knave,
And be a witness of a full recompence.
 

Wit. Pray stop the Constables mouth, what ere you do Sir.
 

O. K. Yet agen? as if I meant not to do that my self,
Without your counsel? As for you, precious kinsman,
Your first years fruits in Wales shall go to rack for this,
You lie not in my house, I’ll pack you out,
And pay for your lodging rather.
 

[Exeunt Knight, Ruin, and Lady.
 

Witty. Oh fie Cozen,
These are ill courses, you a Scholar too?
 

Cred. I was drawn into’t most unfortunately,
By filthy deboist company.
 

Wit. I, I, I.
’Tis even the spoil of all our youth in England.
What were they Gentlemen?
 

Cred. Faith so like some on ‘em,
They were ev’n the worse agen.
 

Wit. Hum.
 

Cred. Great Tobacco [swivers],
They would go near to rob with a pipe in their mouths.
 

Wit. What, no?
 

Cred. Faith leave it Cozen, because my Rascals use it.
 

Wit. So they do meat and drink, must worthy Gentlemen
Refrain their food for that? an honest man
May eat of the same Pig some Parson dines with,
A Lawyer and a fool feed of one Woodcock,
Yet one ne’er the simpler, t’other ne’er the wiser;
’Tis not meat, drink, or smoak, dish, cup, or pipe,
Co-operates to the making of a Knave,
’Tis the condition makes a slave, a slave,
There’s London Philosophy for you; I tell you Cozen,
You cannot be too cautelous, nice, or dainty,
In your society here, especially
When you come raw from the University,
Before the World has hard’ned you a little,
For as a butter’d loaf is a Scholars breakfast there,
So a poach’t Scholar is a cheaters dinner here,
I ha’ known seven of ‘em supt up at a Meale.
 

Cred. Why a poacht Scholar?
 

Wit. ‘Cause he powres himself forth,
And all his secrets, at the first acquaintance,
Never so crafty to be eaten i’th’ shell,
But is outstript of all he has at first,
And goes down glib, he’s swallowed with sharp wit,
Stead of Wine Vinegar.
 

Cred. I shall think, Cozen,
O’ your poach’t Scholar, while I live.
 

Enter Servant.
 

Serv. Master Credulous,
Your Uncle wills you to forbear the House,
You must with me, I’m charg’d to see you plac’d
In some new lodging about Theeving Lane,
What the conceit’s, I know not, but commands you
To be seen here no more, till you hear further.
 

Cred. Here’s a strange welcome, Sir.
 

Wit. This is the World, Cozen;
When a Man’s fame’s once poyson’d, fare thee well Lad.
 

[Exit Cred. and Servant.
 

This is the happiest cheat I e’er claim’d share in,
It has a two-fold fortune, gets me coyne,
And puts him out of grace, that stood between me,
My fathers Cambridge Jewel, much suspected
To be his Heir, now there’s a bar in’s hopes.
 

Enter Ruinous, and Lady Gentry.
 

Ruin. It chinks, make haste.
 

Lady. The Goat at Smithfield Pens.
 

Enter Cunningame.
 

Wit. Zo, zo, zufficient. Master Cuningame?
I never have ill luck when I meet a wit.
 

Cun. A Wit’s better to meet, than to follow then,
For I ha’ none so good I can commend yet,
But commonly men unfortunate to themselves,
Are luckiest to their friends, and so may I be.
 

Wit. I run o’er so much worth, going but in haste from you,
All my deliberate friendship cannot equal.
 

Cun. ’Tis but to shew, that you can place sometimes,
 

Enter Mirabell.
 

Your modesty a top of all your virtues.    [Exit Wit.
This Gentleman may pleasure me yet agen;
I am so haunted with this broad-brim’d hat,
Of the last progress block, with the young hat-band,
Made for a sucking Devil of two years old,
I know not where to turn my self.
 

Mir. Sir?
 

Cun. More torture?
 

Mir. ’Tis rumor’d that you love me.
 

Cun. A my troth Gentlewoman,
Rumor’s as false a knave as ever pist then,
Pray tell him so from me; I cannot fain
With a sweet Gentlewoman, I must deal down right.
 

Mir. I heard, though you dissembled with my Aunt, Sir,
And that makes me more confident.
 

Cun. There’s no falshood,
But payes us our own some way, I confess
I Fain’d with her, ’twas for a weightier purpose,
But not with thee, I swear.
 

Mir. Nor I with you then,
Although my Aunt enjoyn’d me to dissemble,
To right her splene, I love you faithfully.
 

Cun. Light, this is worse than ’twas.
 

Mir. I find such worth in you,
I cannot, nay I dare not dally with you,
For fear the flame consume me.
 

Cun. Here’s fresh trouble,
This drives me to my conscience, for ’tis foul
To injure one that deals directly with me.
 

Mir. I crave but such a truth from your love, Sir,
As mine brings you, and that’s proportionable.
 

Cun. A good Geometrician, ‘shrew my heart;
Why are you out o’your wits, pretty plump Gentlewoman,
You talk so desperately? ’tis a great happiness,
Love has made one on’s wiser than another,
We should be both cast away else;
Yet I love gratitude, I must requite you,
I shall be sick else, but to give you me,
A thing you must not take, if you mean to live,
For a’ my troth I hardly can my self;
No wise Physitian will prescribe me for you.
Alass, your state is weak, you had need of Cordials,
Some rich Electuary, made of a Son an Heir,
An elder brother, in a Cullisse, whole,
‘Tmust be some wealthy Gregory, boyl’d to a Jelly,
That must restore you to the state of new Gowns,
French Ruffs, and mutable head-tires.
 

Mir. But, Where is he, Sir?
One that’s so rich will ne’er wed me with nothing.
 

Cun. Then see thy Conscience, and thy wit together,
Would’st thou have me then, that has nothing neither?
What say you to Fop Gregory the first, yonder?
Will you acknowledge your time amply recompenc’d?
Full satisfaction upon loves record?
Without any more suit, if I combine you?
 

Mir. Yes, by this honest kiss.
 

Cun. You’re a wise Clyent,
To pay your fee before-hand, but all do so,
You know the worst already, that’s the best too.
 

Mir. I know he’s a fool.
 

Cun. You’r shrewdly hurt then;
This is your comfort, your great wisest Women
Pick their first Husband still out of that house,
And some will have ‘em to chuse, if they bury twenty.
 

Mir. I’m of their minds, that like him for a [first] Husband,
To run youths race with [him], ’tis very pleasant,
But when I’m old, I’d alwayes wish for a wiser.
 

Cun. You may have me by that time:
For this first business,
Rest upon my performance.
 

Mir. With all thankfulness.
 

Cun. I have a project you must aid me in too.
 

Mir. You bind me to all lawful action, Sir.
 

Cun. Pray wear this Scarf about you.
 

Mir. I conjecture now — 
 

Cun. There’s a Court Principle for’t, one office must help another;
As for example, for your cast o’ Manchits out o’th’ Pantry,
I’ll allow you a Goose out o’th’ Kitchin.
 

Mir. ’Tis very sociably done, Sir, farewel performance,
I shall be bold to call you so.
 

Cun. Do, sweet confidence,
 

Enter Sir Gregory.
 

If I can match my two broad brim’d hats;
’Tis he, I know the Maggot by his head;
Now shall I learn newes of him, my precious chief.
 

Sir Greg. I have been seeking for you i’th’ bowling-Green,
Enquir’d at Nettletons, and Anthonies Ordinary,
T’ha’s vext me to the heart, look, I’ve a Diamond here,
And it cannot find a Master.
 

Cun. No? That’s hard y’faith.
 

Sir Greg. It does belong to some body, a —— on him,
I would he had it, do’s but trouble me,
And she that sent it, is so waspish too,
There’s no returning to her till’t be gone.
 

Cun. Oh, ho, ah sirrah, are you come?
 

Sir Greg. What’s that friend?
 

Cun. Do you note that corner sparkle?
 

Sir Greg. Which? which? which Sir?
 

Cun. At the West end o’th’ Coller.
 

Sir Greg. Oh I see’t now.
 

Cun. ’Tis an apparent mark; this is the stone, Sir,
That so much blood is threatned to be shed for.
 

Sir Greg. I pray.
 

Cun. A tun at least.
 

Sir Greg. They must not find’t i’me then, they must
Goe where ’tis to be had.
 

Cun. ’Tis well it came to my hands first, Sir Gregory,
I know where this must go.
 

Sir Greg. Am I discharg’d on’t?
 

Cun. My life for yours now.     [Draws.
 

Sir Greg. What now?
 

Cun. ’Tis discretion, Sir,
I’ll stand upon my Guard all the while I ha’t.
 

Sir Greg. ‘Troth thou tak’st too much danger on thee still,
To preserve me alive.
 

Cun. ’Tis a friends duty, Sir,
Nay, by a toy that I have late thought upon,
I’ll u[n]dertake to get your Mistriss for you.
 

Sir Greg. Thou wilt not? Wilt?
 

Cun. Contract her by a trick, Sir,
When she least thinks on’t.
 

Sir Greg. There’s the right way to’t,
For if she think on’t once, shee’l never do’t.
 

Cun. She does abuse you still then?
 

Sir Greg. A —— damnably,
Every time worse than other; yet her Uncle
Thinks the day holds a Tuesday; say it did, Sir,
She’s so familiarly us’d to call me Rascal,
She’ll quite forget to wed me by my own name,
And then that Marriage cannot hold in Law, you know.
 

Cun. Will you leave all to me?
 

Sir Greg. Who should I leave it to?
 

Cun. ’Tis our luck to love Neeces; I love a Neece too.
 

Sir Greg. I would you did y’faith.
 

Cun. But mine’s a kind wretch.
 

Sir Greg. I marry Sir, I would mine were so too.
 

Cun. No rascal comes in her mouth.
 

Sir Greg. Troth, and mine has little else in hers.
 

Cun. Mine sends me tokens,
All the World knows not on.
 

Sir Greg. Mine gives me tokens too, very fine tokens,
But I dare not wear ‘em.
 

Cun. Mine’s kind in secret.
 

Sir Greg. And there mine’s a hell-cat.
 

Cun. We have a day set too.
 

Sir Greg. ‘Slid, so have we man,
But there’s no sign of ever coming together.
 

Cun. I’ll tell thee who ’tis, the old womans Neece.
 

Sir Greg. Is’t she?
 

Cun. I would your luck had been no worse for mildness;
But mum, no more words on’t to your Lady.
 

Sir Greg. Foh!
 

Cun. No blabbing, as you love me.
 

Sir Greg. None of our blood
Were ever bablers.
 

Cun. Prethee convey this Letter to her,
But at any hand let not your Mistriss see’t.
 

Sir Greg. Yet agen Sir?
 

Cun. There’s a Jewel in’t,
The very art would make her doat upon’t.
 

Sir Greg. Say you so?
And she shall see’t for that trick only.
 

Cun. Remember but your Mistriss, and all’s well.
 

Sir Greg. Nay, if I do not, hang me.    [Exit.
 

Cun. I believe you;
This is the onely way to return a token,
I know he will do’t now, ‘cause he’s charg’d to’th’ contrary.
He’s the nearest kin to a Woman, of a thing
Made without substance, that a man can find agen,
Some Petticoat begot him, I’ll be whipt else,
Engendring with an old pair of paund hose,
Lying in some hot chamber o’er the Kitchin:
Very steame bred him,
He never came where Rem in Re e’er grew;
The generation of a hundred such
Cannot make a man stand in a white sheet,
For ’tis no act in Law, nor can a Constable
Pick out a bawdy business for Bridewell in’t;
 

Enter Clown (as a Gallant.)
 

A lamentable case, he’s got with a Mans Urine, like a Mandrake.
How now? hah? What prodigious bravery’s this?
A most preposterous Gallant, the Doublet sits
As if it mock’t the breeches.
 

Clow. Save you, Sir.
 

Cun. H’as put his tongue in the fine suit of words too.
 

Clow. How does the party?
 

Cun. Takes me for a Scrivener. Which of the parties?
 

Clow. Hum, simplicity betide thee — 
I would fain hear of the party; I would be loath to go
Farther with her; honor is not a thing to be dallied withall,
No more is reputation, no nor fame, I take it, I must not
Have her wrong’d when I’m abroad; my party is not
To be compell’d with any party in an oblique way;
’Tis very dangerous to deal with Women;
May prove a Lady too, but shall be nameless,
I’ll bite my tongue out, e’er it prove a Traitor.
 

Cun. Upon my life I know her.
 

Clow. Not by me,
Know what you can, talk a whole day with me,
Y’are ne’er the wiser, she comes not from these lips.
 

Cun. The old Knights Neece.
 

Clow. ‘Slid he has got her, pox of his heart that told him,
Can nothing be kept secret? let me entreat you
To use her name as little as you can, though.
 

Cun. ‘Twill be small pleasure, Sir, to use her name.
 

Clow. I had intelligence in my solemn walks,
‘Twixt Paddington and Pancridge, of a Scarfe,
Sent for a token, and a Jewel follow’d,
But I acknowledge not the receipt of any,
How e’er ’tis carried, believe me, Sir,
Upon my reputation I receiv’d none.
 

Cun. What, neither Scarfe nor Jewel?
 

Clow. ’Twould be seen
Some where about me, you may well think that,
I have an arme for a Scarfe, as others have,
An Ear, to hang a Jewel too, and that’s more
Then some men have, my betters a great deal,
I must have restitution, where e’er it lights.
 

Cun. And reason good.
 

Clow. For all these tokens, Sir,
Pass i’ my name.
 

Cun. It cannot otherwise be.
 

Clow. Sent to a worthy friend.
 

Cun. I, that’s to thee.
 

Clow. I’m wrong’d under that title.
 

Cun. I dare sware thou art,
’Tis nothing but Sir Gregories circumvention,
His envious spite, when thou’rt at Paddington,
He meets the gifts at Pancridge.
 

Clow. Ah false Knight?
False both to honor, and the Law of Arms?
 

Cun. What wilt thou say if I be reveng’d for thee?
Thou sit as Witness?
 

Clow. I should laugh in state then.
 

Cun. I’ll fob him, here’s my hand.
 

Clow. I shall be as glad as any Man alive, to see him well
fob’d, Sir; but now you talk of fobbing, I wonder the Lady
sends not for me according to promise? I ha’ kept out o’ Town
these two dayes, a purpose to be sent for; I am almost starv’d
with walking.
 

Cun. Walking gets men a stomach.
 

Clow. ’Tis most true, Sir, I may speak it by experience, for I ha’ got a stomach six times, and lost it agen, as often as a
traveller from Chelsy shall lose the sight of Pauls, and
get it agen.
 

Cun. Go to her, Man.
 

Clow. Not for a Million, enfringe my oath? there’s a toy
call’d a Vow, has past between us, a poor trifle, Sir; Pray do
me the part and office of a Gentleman, if you chance to meet a Footman by the way, in Orange tawny ribbands, running before an
empty Coach, with a Buzard i’th’ Poop on’t, direct him and his
horses toward the new River by Islington, there they shall
have me looking upon the Pipes, and whistling.
 

[Exit Clow.
 

Cun. A very good note; this love makes us all Monkeyes, But
to my work: ‘Scarfe first? and now a Diamond? these should be
sure signs of her affections truth; Yet I’ll go forward with my
surer proof:        [Exit.
 

Enter Neece, and Sir Gregory.
 

Neece. Is’t possible?
 

Sir Greg. Nay, here’s his Letter too, there’s a fine Jewel in’t,
Therefore I brought it to you.
 

Neece. You tedious Mongril! Is’t not enough
To grace thee, to receive this from thy hand,
A thing which makes me almost sick to do,
But you must talk too?
 

Sir Greg. I ha’ done.
 

Neece. Fall back,
Yet backer, backer yet, you unmannerly puppy,
Do you not see I’m going about to read it?
 

Sir Greg. Nay, these are golden dayes, now I stay by’t,
She was wont not to endure me in her sight at all,
The World mends, I see that.
 

Neece. What an ambiguous Superscription’s here!
To the best of Neeces. Why that title may be mine,
And more than her’s:
Sure I much wrong the neatness of his art;
’Tis certain sent to me, and to requite
My cunning in the carriage of my Tokens,
Us’d the same Fop for his.
 

Sir Greg. She nodded now to me, ‘twill come in time.
 

Neece. What’s here? an entire Rubye, cut into a heart,
And this the word, Istud Amoris opus?
 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I have heard him say, that love is
    the best stone-cutter.
 

Neece. Why thou sawcy issue of some travelling Sow-gelder,
What makes love in thy mouth? Is it a thing
That ever will concern thee? I do wonder
How thou dar’st think on’t! hast thou ever hope
To come i’ the same roome where lovers are;
And scape unbrain’d with one of their velvet slippers?
 

Sir Greg. Love tricks break out I see, and you talk of slippers once,
’Tis not far off to bed time.
 

Neece. Is it possible thou canst laugh yet?
I would ha’ undertook to ha’ kill’d a spider
With less venome far, than I have spit at thee.
 

Sir Greg. You must conceive,
A Knight’s another manner a piece of flesh.
 

Neece. Back, Owles-face.
 

Within. O. K. Do, do.
 

Neece. ’Tis my Unckles voice, that.
Why keep you so far off, Sir Gregory?
Are you afraid, Sir, to come near your Mistriss?
 

Sir Greg. Is the proud heart come down? I lookt for this still.
 

Neece. He comes not this way yet: Away, you dog-whelp,
Would you offer to come near me, though I said so?
I’ll make you understand my mind in time;
[Your running] greedily, like a hound to his breakfast,
That chops in head and all to beguile his fellows;
I’m to be eaten, Sir, with Grace and leisure,
Behaviour and discourse, things that ne’er trouble you;
After I have pelted you sufficiently,
I tro you will learn more manners.
 

Sir Greg. I’m wondring still when we two shall come together?
Tuesday’s at hand, but I’m as far off, as I was at first, I swear.
 

Enter Gardianess.
 

Gard. Now Cuningame, I’ll be reveng’d at large:
Lady, what was but all this while suspition,
Is truth, full blown now, my Neece wears your Scarfe.
 

Neece. Hah?
 

Gard. Do but follow me, I’ll place you instantly
Where you shall see her courted by Cuningame.
 

Neece. I go with greediness; we long for things
That break our hearts sometimes, there’s pleasures misery,
 

[Exeunt Neece and Gard.
 

Sir Greg. Where are those gad-flies going? to some Junket now;
That some old bumble-bee toles the young one forth
To sweet meats after kind, let ‘em look to’t,
The thing you wot on be not mist or gone,
I bring a Maiden-head, and I look for one.
    Which is only a Puppet so drest.    [Exit.
 

Enter Cunningame (in discourse with a Mask’t Gentlewoman
    in a broad hat, and scarf’d,) Neece at another door.
 

Cun. Yes, yes.
 

Neece. Too manifest now, the Scarfe and all.
 

Cun. It cannot be, you’re such a fearful soul.
 

Neece. I’ll give her cause of fear e’er I part from her.
 

Cun. Will you say so? Is’t not your Aunts desire too?
 

Neece. What a dissembling croane’s that! she’l forswear’t now.
 

Cun. I see my project takes, yonder’s the grace on’t.
 

Neece. Who would put confidence in wit again,
I’m plagu’d for my ambition, to desire
A wise Man for a husband, and I see
Fate will not have us go beyond our stint,
We are allow’d but one dish, and that’s Woodcock,
It keeps up wit to make us friends and servants of,
And thinks any thing’s good enough to make us husbands;
Oh that Whores hat o’ thine, o’ the riding block,
A shade for lecherous kisses.
 

Cun. Make you doubt on’t?
Is not my love of force?
 

Neece. Yes, me it forces
To tear that sorcerous strumpet from th’ imbraces.
 

Cun. Lady?
 

Neece. Oh thou hast wrong’d the exquisit’st love — 
 

Cun. What mean you, Lady?
 

Neece. Mine, you’l answer for’t.
 

Cun. Alas, What seek you?
 

Neece. Sir, mine own with loss.
 

Cun. You shall.
 

Neece. I never made so hard a bargain.
 

Cun. Sweet Lady?
 

Neece. Unjust man, let my wrath reach her,
As you owe virtue duty;    [Cun. falls on purpose.
Your cause trips you,
Now Minion, you shall feel what loves rage is,
Before you taste the pleasure; smile you false, Sir?
 

Cun. How can I chuse? to see what pains you take,
Upon a thing will never thank you for’t.
 

Neece. How?
 

Cun. See what things you women be, Lady,
When cloaths are taken for the best part of you?
This was to show you, when you think I love you not,
How y’are deceiv’d still, there the Moral lies,
’Twas a trap set to catch you, and the only bait
To take a Lady nibling, is fine clothes;
Now I dare boldly thank you for your love,
I’m pretty well resolv’d in’t by this fit,
For a jealous ague alwayes ushers it.
 

Neece. Now blessings still maintain this wit of thine,
And I have an excellent fortune coming in thee,
Bring nothing else I charge thee.
 

Cun. Not a groat I warrant ye.
 

Neece. Thou shalt be worthily welcome, take my faith for’t,
Next opportunity shall make us.
 

Cu[n]. The old Gentlewoman has fool’d her revenge sweetly.
 

Neece. ‘Lass, ’tis her part, she knows her place so well yonder;
Alwayes when Women jumpe upon threescore,
Love shoves e’m from the chamber to the door.
 

Cun. Thou art a precious she-wit.    [Exeunt.
 




Act V.
 

Enter Cunningame (at one door) Witty-Pate, Ruinous, L. Ruinous, and Priscian (at the other.)
 

Cun. Friend, met in the harvest of our designs,
Not a thought but’s busie.
 

Wit. I knew it Man,
And that made me provide these needful Reapers,
Hooks, Rakers, Gleaners; we’ll sing it home
With a melodious Horne-pipe; this is the Bond,
That as we further in your great affair,
You’l suffer us to glean, pick up for crums,
And if we snatch a handful from the sheaf,
You will not look a churle on’s.
 

Cun. Friend, we’ll share
The sheaves of gold, only the Love Aker
Shall be peculiar.
 

Wit. Much good do you, Sir,
Away, you know your way, and your stay; get you
The Musick ready, while we prepare the dancers.
 

Ruin. We are a consort of our selves.
 

Pris. And can strike up lustily.
 

Wit. You must bring Sir Fop.
 

Cun. That’s perfect enough.
 

Ruin. Bring all the Fops you can, the more, the better fare
So the proverb runs backwards.    [Exeunt Ruin. and Pris.
 

L. Ruin. I’ll bring the Ladies.    [Exit.
 

Wit. Do so first, and then the Fops will follow;
I must to my Father, he must make one.    [Exit.
 

Enter two Servants with a Banquet.
 

Cun. While I dispatch a business with the Knight,
And I go with you. Well sed, I thank you,
This small Banquet will furnish our few Guests
With taste and state enough; one reach my Gown.
The action craves it rather than the weather.
 

1 Serv. There’s one stayes to speak with you, Sir.
 

Cun. What is he?
 

1 Serv. Faith I know not what, Sir, a Fool, I think,
That some Brokers shop has made half a Gentleman;
Has the name of a Worthy too.
 

Cun. Pompey? Is’t not?
 

1 Ser. That’s he, Sir.
 

Cun. Alas, poor fellow, prethee enter him, he will need too.
 

Enter second Servant with a Gown.
 

He shall serve for a Witness. Oh Gramercy:
If my friend Sir Gregory comes, you know him,
 

Enter Clown.
 

Entertain him kindly. Oh Master Pompey, How is’t man?
 

Clow. ‘Snails, I’m almost starv’d with Love, and cold,
    and one thing or other;
Has not my Lady sent for me yet?
 

Cun. Not that I hear, sure some unfriendly Messenger
Is imploy’d betwixt you.
 

Clow. I was ne’er so cold in my life, in my Conscience I have
been seven mile in length, along the New River; I have seen a
hundred stickle bags; I do not think but there’s gudgeons too; ‘twill ne’er be a true water.
 

Cun. Why think you so?
 

Clow. I warrant you, I told a thousand Millers thumbs in it,
I’ll make a little bold with your Sweet-meats.
 

Cun. And welcome Pompey.
 

Clow. ’Tis a strange thing, I have no taste in any thing.
 

Cun. Oh, that’s Love, that distasts any thing but it self.
 

Clow. ’Tis worse than Cheese in that point, may not a Man
break his word with a Lady? I could find in my heart and my
hose too.
 

Cun. By no means, Sir, that breaks all the Laws of Love.
 

Clow. Well, I’ll ne’er pass my word without my deed to
A Lady, while I live agen, I would fain recover my taste.
 

Cun. Well, I have news to tell you.
 

Clow. Good news, Sir?
 

Cun. Happy news, I help you away with a Rival your Master
bestow’d.
 

Clow. Where, for this Plumbs sake — 
 

Cun. Nay, listen me.
 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, I have two ears to one mouth,
I hear more than I eat, I’de ne’er row by Queen Hive
While I liv’d else.
 

Cun. I have a Wife for him, and thou shalt witness the Contract.
 

Clow. The old one I hope, ’tis not the Lady?
 

Cun. Choak him first, ’tis one which thou shalt see,
See him, see him deceiv’d, see the deceit, only
The injunction is, you shall smile with modesty.
 

Clow. I’ll simper I’faith, as cold as I am yet, the old one
I hope.
 

Enter Servant.
 

Serv. Sir, here’s Sir Gregory.
 

Cun. U’d so, shelter, shelter, if you be seen,
All’s ravell’d out again; stand there private,
And you’ll find the very opportunity
To call you forth, and place you at the Table.
 

Enter Sir Gregory.
 

You are welcome, Sir, this Banquet will serve,
When it is crown’d with such a dainty as you
Expect, and must have.
 

Sir Greg. ‘Tush, these sweet-meats are but sauce to that,
Well, if there be any honesty, or true word in a dream,
She’s mine own, nay, and chang’d extreamly,
Not the same Woman.
 

Cun. Who, not the Lady?
 

Sir Greg. No, not to me, the edge of her tongue is taken off,
Gives me very good words, turn’d up-side-down to me,
And we live as quietly as two Tortoises, if she hold on,
As she began in my dream.    [Soft Musick.
 

Cun. Nay, if Love send forth such Predictions,
You are bound to believe ‘em, there’s the watch-word
Of her coming; to your practis’d part now,
If you hit it, Æquus Cupido nobis.    [Both go into the Gown.
 

Sir Greg. I will warrant you, Sir, I will give armes to
Your Gentry, look you forward to your business,
I am an eye behind you, place her in that Chair,
And let me alone to grope her out.
 

Enter Mirabell.
 

Cun. Silence, Lady, your sweet presence illustrates
This homely roof, and, as course entertainment;
But where affections are both Host and Guest,
They cannot meet unkindly; please you sit,
Your something long stay made me unmannerly,
To place before you, you know this friend here,
He’s my Guest, and more especially,
That this our meeting might not be too single,
Without a witness to’t.
 

Mirab. I came not unresolv’d, Sir,
And when our hands are clasp’d in that firm faith
Which I expect from you; fame shall be bold
To speak the loudest on’t: oh you grasp me
Somewhat too hard friend.
 

Cun. That’s Love’s eager will,
I’ll touch it gentlier.    [Kisses her hand.
 

Mirab. That’s too low in you,
Less it be doubly recompenc’d in me.    [She kisses his hand.
 

Clow. Puh, I must stop my mouth, I shall be choakt else.
 

Cun. Come, we’ll not play and trifle with delayes,
We met to joyn these hands, and willingly
I cannot leave it till confirmation.
 

Mirab. One word first, how does your friend, kind Sir Gregory?
 

Cun. Why do you mention him? you love him not?
 

Mir. I shall love you the less if you say so, Sir,
In troth I love him, but ’tis you deceive him,
This flattering hand of yours does rob him now,
Now you steal his right from him, and I know
I shall have hate for’t, his hate extreamly.
 

Cun. Why I thought you had not come so weakly arm’d,
Upon my life the Knight will love you for’t,
Exceedingly love you, for ever love you.
 

Mir. I, you’ll perswade me so.
 

Cun. Why he’s my friend,
And wishes me a fortune equal with him,
I know, and dare speak it for him.
 

Mir. Oh, this hand betrayes him, you might remember
him in some courtesie yet at least.
 

Cun. I thank your help in’t, here’s to his health
Where e’er he be.
 

Mir. I’ll pledge it, were it against my health.
 

Clow. Oh, oh, my heart hops after twelve mile a day, upon a
good return, now could I walk three hundred mile a foot, and
laugh forwards and backwards.
 

Mir. You’ll take the Knights health, Sir.
 

Clow. Yes, yes forsooth, oh my sides! such a Banquet once a
week, would make me grow fat in a fortnight.
 

Cun. Well, now to close our meeting, with the close
Of mutual hands and hearts, thus I begin,
Here in Heavens eye, and all loves sacred powers,
(Which in my Prayers stand propitious)
I knit this holy hand fast, and with this hand
The heart that owes this hand, ever binding
By force of this initiating Contract
Both heart and hand in love, faith, loyalty,
Estate, or what to them belongs, in all the dues,
Rights and honors of a faithful husband,
And this firm vow, henceforth till death, to stand
Irrevocable, seal’d both with heart and hand.
 

Mir. Which thus I second, but oh, Sir Gregory.
 

Cun. Agen? this interposition’s ill, believe me.
 

Mir. Here, in Heavens eye, and all Loves sacred powers,
I knit this holy hand fast, and with this hand
The heart that owes this hand, ever binding
Both heart and hand in love, honor, loyalty,
Estate, or what to them belongs in all the dues,
Rights, and duties of a true faithful Wife;
And this firm Vow, henceforth till death, to stand,
Irrevocable, seal’d both with heart and hand.
 

Sir Greg. A full agreement on both parts.
 

Cun. I, here’s witness of that.
 

Sir Greg. Nay, I have over-reacht you Lady, and that’s much,
For any Knight in England to over-reach a Lady.
 

Mir. I rejoyce in my deceit, I am a Lady
Now, I thank you, Sir.
 

Clow. Good morrow Lady Fop.
 

Sir Greg. ‘Snails, I’m gull’d, made a worshipful ass,
    this is not my Lady.
 

Cun. But it is Sir, and true as your dream told you,
That your Lady was become another Woman.
 

Sir Greg. I’ll have another Lady, Sir, if there were no more
Ladies in London, blind-man buff is an unlawful Game.
 

Cun. Come, down on your knees first, and thank your Stars.
 

Sir Greg. A fire of my stars, I may thank you, I think.
 

Cun. So you may pray for me, and honor me,
That have preserv’d you from a lasting torment,
For a perpetual comfort; Did you call me friend?
 

Sir Greg. I pray pardon me for that, I did miscall you, I confess.
 

Cun. And should I, receiving such a thankful name,
Abuse it in the act? Should I see my friend
Bafled, disgrac’d, without any reverence
To your title, to be call’d slave, rascal?
Nay curst to your face, fool’d, scorn’d, beaten down
With a womans peevish hate, yet I should stand
And suffer you to be lost, cast away?
I would have seen you buried quick first,
Your spurs of Knighthood to have wanted rowels,
And to be kickt from your heels; slave, rascall?
Hear this Tongue?
 

Mir. My dearest Love, sweet Knight, my Lord, my Husband.
 

Cun. So, this is not slave, and rascall then.
 

Mir. What shall your eye command, but shall be done,
In all the duties of a loyal Wife?
 

Cun. Good, good, are not curses fitter for you? wer’t not better
Your head were broke with the handle of a fan,
Or your nose bor’d with a silver bodkin?
 

Mir. Why, I will be a servant in your Lady.
 

Cun. ‘Pox, but you shall not, she’s too good for you,
This contract shall be a nullity, I’ll break’t off,
And see you better bestow’d.
 

Sir Greg. ‘Slid, but you shall not, Sir, she’s mine own, and
I am hers, and we are one anothers lawfully, and let me see him
that will take her away by the Civil Law: if you be my friend,
keep you so, if you have done me a good turn, do not hit me
i’th’ teeth with’t, that’s not the part of a friend.
 

Cun. If you be content — 
 

Sir Greg. Content? I was never in better contention in my life.
I’ll not change her for both the Exchanges, New or the Old;
Come, kiss me boldly.
 

Clow. Give you joy, Sir.
 

Sir Greg. Oh Sir, I thank you as much as though I did, you
are belov’d of Ladies, you see we are glad of under-women.
 

Clow. Ladies? let not Ladies be disgrac’d, you are as it were
a Married Man, and have a family, and for the parties sake that
was unnam’d before, being Pese-cod time, I am appeas’d, yet I
would wish you make a Ruler of your Tongue.
 

Cun. Nay, no dissention here, I must bar that,
And this (friend) I entreat you, and be advis’d,
Let this private contract be yet conceal’d,
And still support a seeming face of love
Unto the Lady; mark how it availes you,
And quits all her scorns, her Unckle is now hot
In pursuit of the match, and will enforce her,
Bend her proud stomach, that she shall proffer
Her self to you, which when you have flouted,
And laught your fill at, you shall scorn her off,
With all your disgraces trebled upon her,
For there the pride of all her heart will bow,
When you shall foot her from you, not she you.
 

Sir Greg. Good I’faith; I’ll continue it, I’d fain laugh at
the old fellow too, for he has abus’d me as scurvily as his
Neece, my Knight-hood’s upon the spur, we’ll go to Bed, and
then to Church as fast as we can.
 

[Exit Sir Greg, and Mirab.
 

Clow. I do wonder I do not hear of the Lady yet.
 

Cun. The good minute may come sooner than you are aware of, I
do not think but ‘twill e’r night yet, as near as ’tis.
 

Clow. Well, I will go walk by the New River, in that
meditation, I am o’er shooes, I’m sure upon the drie bank, this
gullery of my Master will keep me company this two hours too,
if love were not an enemy to laughter, I should drive away the
time well enough; you know my walk, Sir, if she sends, I shall
be found angling, for I will try what I can catch for luck
sake, I will fish fair for’t,
 

Oh Knight, that thou shouldst be gull’d so; ha, ha, it does me
good at heart,
 

But oh Lady, thou tak’st down my merry part.    [Exit.
 

Enter Witty-pate.
 

Witty. Friend.
 

Cun. Here friend.
 

Witty. All’s afoot, and will goe smooth away,
The woman has conquer’d the women, they are gone,
Which I have already complain’d to my Father,
Suggesting that Sir Gregory is fall’n off
From his charge, for neglects and ill usage,
And that he is most violently bent
On Gentries wife (whom I have call’d a widow)
And that without most sudden prevention
He will be married to her.
 

Cun. [Fool, all] this is wrong,
This wings his pursuit, and will be before me; I am lost for ever.
 

Witty. No, stay, you shall not go
But with my Father, on my wit let it lie,
You shall appear a friendly assistant,
To help in all affairs, and in execution
Help your self only.
 

Cun. Would my belief
Were strong in this assurance.
 

Witty. You shall credit it,
And my wit shall be your slave, if it deceive you.
 

Enter Old Knight.
 

My Father — 
 

Old K. Oh Sir, you are well met, where’s the Knight your
friend?
 

Cun. Sir, I think your Son has told you.
 

Witty. Shall I stand to tell’t agen? I tell you he loves,
But not my Kinswoman, her base usage,
And your slack performance which he accuses most
Indeed, has turn’d the Knights heart upside down.
 

Old K. I’ll curb her for’t, can he be but recover’d,
He shall have her, and she shall be dutiful,
And love him as a Wife too.
 

Witty. With that condition, Sir,
I dare recall him [were] he enter’d the Church,
So much interest of love I assure in him.
 

Old K. Sir, it shall be no loss to you if you do.
 

Witty. I, but these are words still, will not the deeds
Be wanting at the recovery, if it should be agen?
 

Od K. Why here fool, I am provided, five hunder’d in earnest,
Of the thousands in her Dower, but were they married once,
I’d cut him short enough, that’s my agreement.
 

Witty. I, now I perceive some purpose in you, Father.
 

Old K. But wherefore is she then stol’n out of doors to him?
 

Witty. To him? oh fie upon your error, she has another
object, believe it, Sir.
 

Old K. I never could perceive it.
 

Cun. I did Sir, and to her shame I should speak it,
To my own sorrow I saw it, dalliance,
Nay, dotage with a very Clown, a Fool.
 

Old K. Wit and wantons? nothing else? nothing else?
She love a fool? she’ll sooner make a Fool
Of a wise man.
 

Cun. I, my friend complains so,
Sir Gregory says flatly, she makes a fool of him,
And these bold circumstances are approv’d:
Favours have been sent by him, yet he ignorant
Whither to carry ‘em; they have been understood,
And taken from him, certain, Sir, there is
An unsuspected fellow lies conceal’d,
What, or where e’er he is, these slight neglects
Could not be of a Knight else.
 

Old K. Well Sir, you have promis’d (if we recover him
Unmarried) to salve all these old bruises?
 

Cun. I’ll do my best, Sir.
 

Old K. I shall thank you, costly Sir, and kindly too.
 

Witty. Will you talk away the time here, Sir, and come
behind all your purposes?
 

Old K. Away good Sir.
 

Witty. Then stay a little, good Sir, for my advice,
Why, Father are you broke? your wit beggar’d,
Or are you at your wits end? or out of
Love with wit? no trick of wit to surprize
Those designs, but with open Hue and Cry,
For all the world to talk on, this is strange,
You were not wont to slubber a project so.
 

Old K. Can you help at a pinch now? shew your self
My Son, go too, I leave this to your wit,
Because I’ll make a proof on’t.
 

Witty. ’Tis thus then,
I have had late intelligence, they are now
Bucksom as Bacchus Froes, revelling, dancing,
Telling the Musicks numbers with their feet,
Awaiting the meeting of p[re]monish’d friends,
That’s questionless, little dreading you,
Now Sir, with a dexterous trick indeed, suddain
And sufficient were well, to enter on um
As something like the abstract of a Masque;
What though few persons? if best for our purpose
That commends the project.
 

Old K. This takes up time.
 

Witty. Not at all, I can presently furnish
With loose disguises that shall fit that Scene.
 

Old K. Why what wants then?
 

Witty. Nothing but charge of Musick,
That must be paid, you know.
 

Old K. That shall be my charges, I’ll pay the Musick.
What e’er it cost.
 

Witty. And that shall be all your charge,
Now on, I like it, there will be wit in’t Father.
 

[Exit Old K. and Witty.
 

Cun. I will neither distrust his wit nor friendship,
Yet if his Master brain should be o’er-thrown
My resolution now shall seize mine own.    [Exit.
 

Enter Neece, Lady Ruinous, Guardianess, Ruinous,
    Priscian, (with instruments masqu’d.)
 

L. Rui. Nay, let’s have Musick, let that sweet breath at least
Give us her airy welcome, ‘twill be the best
I fear this ruin’d receptacle will yield,
But that most freely.
 

Nee. My welcome follows me,
Else I am ill, come hither, you assure me
Still Mr. Cuningame will be here, and that it was
His kind entreaty that wish’d me meet him.
 

L. Ruin. Else let me be that shame unto my Sex,
That all belief may flie um.
 

Nee. Continue still
The Knights name unto my Guardianess,
She expects no other.
 

[L]. Ruin. He will, he will, assure you
Lady, Sir Gregory will be here, and suddainly
This Musick fore-ran him, is’t not so consorts?
 

Ruin. Yes Lady, he stays on some device to bring along
Such a labour he was busie in, some witty device.
 

Nee. ‘T[w]ill be long e’r he comes then, for wits a great
Labour to him.
 

Guard. Well, well, you’ll agree better one day.
 

Nee. Scarce two I think.
 

Guard. Such a mock-beggar suit of cloaths as led me
Into the fools pair-of-Dice, with Dewze Ace,
He that would make me Mistriss Cun, Cun, Cunnie,
He’s quite out of my mind, but I shall ne’er
Forget him, while I have a hole in my head;
Such a one I think would please you better,
Though he did abuse you.
 

Ruin. Fye, speak well of him now,
Your Neece has quitted him.
 

Guard. I hope she has,
Else she loses me for ever; but for Sir Gregory.
Would he were come, I shall ill answer this
Unto your Uncle else.
 

Nee. You know ’tis his pleasure
I should keep him company.
 

Guard. I, and should be your own
If you did well too: Lord, I do wonder
At the niceness of you Ladies now a days,
They must have Husbands with so much wit forsooth.
Worship and wealth were both wont to be
In better request I’m sure, I cannot tell,
But they get ne’er the wiser children that I see.
 

La. Ruin. La, la, la, la, Sol, this Musick breaths in vain;
Methinks ’tis dull to let it move alone,
Let’s have a female motion, ’tis in private,
And we’ll grace’t our selves, however it deserves.
 

Nee. What say you Guardianess?
 

Guard. ‘Las I’m weary with the walk,
My jaunting days are done.
 

L. Ru. Come, come, we’ll fetch her in by course, or else
She shall pay the Musick.
 

Guard. Nay, I’ll have a little for my money then.
 

[They Dance, a Cornet is winded.
 

L. Ru. Hark! upon my life the Knight; ’tis your friend,
This was the warning-piece of his approach.
 

Enter Old Knight, Witty-pate, Cunningame,
    Masqu’d, and take them to Dance.
 

L. Ru. Ha? no words but mum? well then,
We shall need no counsel-keeping.
 

Nee. Cuningam?
 

Cun. Yes, fear nothing.
 

Nee. Fear? why do you tell me of it?
 

Cun. Your Uncles here.
 

Nee. Aye me.
 

Cun. Peace.
 

Old K. We have caught ‘em.
 

Witty. Thank my wit Father.
 

Guard. Which is the Knight think you?
 

Nee. I know not, he will be found when he speaks,
No Masque can disguise his tongue.
 

Witty. Are you charg’d?
 

Old K. Are you awake?
 

Witty. I’m answer’d in a question.
 

Cun. Next change we meet, we lose our hands no more.
 

Nee. Are you prepar’d to tye ‘em?
 

Cun. Yes,
You must go with me.
 

Guard. Whither Sir? not from my charge believe me.
 

Cun. She goes along.
 

Nee. Will you venture and my Uncle here?
 

Cun. His stay’s prepar’d for.
 

Guard. ’Tis the Knight sure, I’ll follow.
 

[Exit Cun. Nee. Guard.
 

Old K. How now, the Musick tir’d before us?
 

Ruin. Yes Sir, we must be paid now.
 

Witty. Oh that’s my charge, Father.
 

Old K. But stay, where are our wanton Ladies gone?
Son, where are they?
 

Witty. Only chang’d the room in a change, that’s all sure.
 

Old K. I’ll make ‘em all sure else, and then return to you.
 

Ruin. You must pay for your Musick first, Sir.
 

Old K. Must? are there musty Fidlers? are Beggars choosers now?
Ha! why Witty-pate, Son, where am I?
 

Witty. You were dancing e’en now, in good measure, Sir,
Is your health miscarried since? what ail you, Sir?
 

Old K. Death, I may be gull’d to my face, where’s my Neece?
What are you?
 

L. Ru. None of your Neece, Sir.
 

Old K. How now? have you loud instruments too? I’ll hear
No more, I thank you; what have I done to
To bring these fears about me? Son, where am I?
 

Witty. Not where you should be, Sir, you [should] be paying
For your Musick, and you are in a maze.
 

Old K. Oh, is’t so, put up, put up, I pray you,
Here’s a crown for you.
 

L. Ruin. Pish, a crown?
 

Ruin. Pris. Ha, ha, ha, a crown?
 

Old K. Which way do you laugh? I have seen a crown
Has made a Consort laugh heartily.
 

Witty. Father,
To tell you truth, these are no ordinary
Musicians, they expect a bounty
Above their punctual desert.
 

Old K. A —— on your Punks, and their deserts too.
Am I not cheated all this while think you?
Is not your pate in this?
 

Witty. If you be cheated,
You are not to be indicted for your own goods,
Here you trifle time to market your bounty
And make it base, when it must needs be free
For ought I can perceive.
 

Old K. Will you know the lowest price, Sir?
 

Witty. That I will Sir, with all my heart.
 

Old K. Unless I was discover’d, and they now fled
Home agen for fear, I am absolutely beguil’d,
That’s the best can be hop’d for.
 

Witty. Faith ’tis somewhat too dear yet, Gentlemen.
 

Ruin. There’s not a Denier to be bated, Sir.
 

Old K. Now Sir, how dear is it?
 

Witty. Bate but the t’other ten pound?
 

Pris. Not a Bawbee, Sir.
 

Old K. How? bate ten pound? what’s the whole sum then?
 

Witty. Faith Sir, a hundred pound, with much adoe,
I got fifty bated, and faith Father, to say truth,
’Tis reasonable for men of their fashion.
 

Old K. La, la, la, down, a hunder’d pound? la, la, la,
You are a Consort of Thieves, are you not?
 

Witty. No Musicians, Sir, I told you before.
 

Old K. Fiddle faddle, is it not a robbery? a plain robbery.
 

Witty. No, no, no, by no means Father, you have receiv’d
For your money, nay and that you cannot give back,
’Tis somewhat dear I confess, but who can help it?
If they had been agreed with before-hand,
’Twas ill forgotten.
 

Old [K]. And how many shares have you in this? I see my force,
Case up your instruments, I yield, here, as robb’d and
Taken from me, I deliver it.
 

Witty. No Sir, you have perform’d your promise now,
Which was, to pay the charge of Musick, that’s all.
 

Old K. I have heard no Musick, I have receiv’d none, Sir,
There’s none to be found in me, nor about me.
 

Witty. Why Sir, here’s witness against you, you have danc’d,
And he that dances, acknowledges a receipt of Musick.
 

Old K. I denie that, Sir, look you, I can dance without
Musick, do you see, Sir? and I can sing without it too; you
are a Consort of Thieves, do you hear what I do?
 

Witty. Pray you take heed, Sir, if you do move the
Musick agen, it may cost you as much more.
 

Old K. Hold, hold, I’ll depart quietly, I need not bid you
farewel, I think now, so long as that hundred [pound] lasts
with you.
 

Enter Guardianess.
 

Ha, ha, am I snapt i’faith?
 

Guar. Oh, Sir, Perfidious.
 

Old K. I, I, some howling another while, Musick’s too
damnable dear.
 

Guard. Oh Sir, my heart-strings are broke, if I can but live
to tell you the tale, I care not, your Neece my charge is — 
 

Old K. What, is she sick?
 

Guard. No, no Sir, she’s lustily well married.
 

Old K. To whom?
 

Guard. Oh, to that cunning dissembler, Cuningam.
 

Old K. I’ll hang the Priest, first, what was he?
 

Guard. Your kinsman, Sir, that has the Welch Benefice.
 

Old K. I sav’d him from the Gallows to that end, good:
is there any more?
 

Guard. And Sir Gregory is married too.
 

Old K. To my Neece too, I hope, and then I may hang her.
 

Guard. No Sir, to my Neece, thank Cupid; and that’s all
that’s likely to recover me, she’s Lady Fop now, and I am One
of her Aunts, I thank my promotion.
 

Enter Credulous, Cuningam, Neece, Sir Gregory,
    and Mirabel.
 

Cred. I have perform’d your be[he]st, Sir.
 

Old K. What have you perform’d, Sir?
 

Witty. Faith Sir I must excuse my Cosin in this act,
If you can excuse your self for making him
A Priest, there’s the most difficult answer.
I put this practise on him, as from your desire,
A truth, a truth, Father.
 

Cred. I protest, Sir, he tells you truth, he mov’d me to’t in
your nam[e].
 

Old K. I protest, Sir, he told you a lye in my name, and were
you so easie, Mr. Credulous, to believe him?
 

Cred. If a man should not believe his Cosin, Sir, whom should
he believe?
 

Old K. Good’en to you, good Mr. Cosin Cuningam,
And your fair Bride, my Cosin Cuningam too,
And how do you Sir Gregory, with your fair Lady?
 

Sir Greg. A little better than you would have had me, I thank
you Sir, the days of Puppy, and Slave, and Rascal, are pretty
well blown over now, I know Crabs from Verjuyce, I have tryed
both, and thou’dst give me thy Neece for nothing, I’d not have
her.
 

Cun. I think so Sir Gregory, for my sake you would not.
 

Sir Gr. I wou’d thou hadst scap’d her too, and then she had
died of the Green sickness: know this, that I did marry in
spight, and I will kiss my Lady in spight, and love her in
spight, and beget children of her in spight, and when I dye,
they shall have my Lands in spight; this was my resolution, and
now ’tis out.
 

Nee. How spightful are you now, Sir Gregory!
Why look you, I can love my dearest Husband,
With all the honors, duties, sweet embraces,
That can be thrown upon a loving man.
 

Sir Gr. —— This is afore your Uncles face, but behind his
back, in private, you’ll shew him another tale — 
 

Cun. You see, Sir, now the irrecoverable state of all these
things before you: come out of your muse, they have been but
Wit-weapons, you were wont to love the Play.
 

Enter Clown.
 

Old K. Let me alone in my muse a little, Sir, I will wake to
you anon.
 

Cun. U’d so, your friend Pompey, how will you answer him?
 

Nee. Very well, if you’ll but second it, and help me.
 

Clow. I do hear strange stories, are Ladies things obnoxious?
 

Nee. Oh, the dissembling falsest wretch is come.
 

Cun. How now Lady?
 

Nee. Let me come to him, and instead of love
Let me have revenge.
 

Witty. Pray you now, will you first examine, whether he
be guilty or no.
 

Nee. He cannot be excus’d,
How many Messengers (thou perjur’d man)
Hast thou return’d with Vows and Oaths, that thou
Wouldst follow, and never till this unhappy hour
Could I set eye of thee, since thy false eye
Drew my heart to it? oh I could tear thee now,
Instead of soft embraces, pray give me leave — 
 

Witty. Faith this was ill done of you Sir, if you promis’d
otherwise.
 

Clow. By this hand, never any Messenger came at me, since
the first time I came into her company; that a man should be
wrong’d thus!
 

Nee. Did not I send thee Scarfs and Diamonds?
And thou return’dst me Letters, one with a false heart in’t.
 

Witty. Oh fie, to receive favours, return falshoods, and hold
a Lady in hand — 
 

Clow. Will you believe me, Sir? if ever I receiv’d Diamonds,
or Scarf, or sent any Letter to her, would this sword might
ne’er go through me.
 

Witty. Some bad Messengers have gone between you then.
 

Nee. Take him from my sight if I shall see to morrow.
 

Witty. Pray you forbear the place, this discontent may impair
her health much.
 

Clow. ‘Foot, if a man had been in any fault, ’twould ne’er a
griev’d him, Sir, if you’ll believe.
 

Witty. Nay, nay, protest no more, I do believe you,
But you see how the Lady is wrong’d by’t;
She has cast away her self, it is to be fear’d,
Against her Uncles Will, nay, any consent,
But out of a mere neglect, and spight to her self,
Married suddainly without any advice.
 

Clow. Why, who can help it? if she be cast away, she may
thank her self, she might have gone farther and far’d worse;
I could do no more than I could do: ’twas her own pleasure to
command me, that I should not come, till I was sent for, I had
been with her every minute of an hour else.
 

Witty. Truly I believe you.
 

Clow. Night and day she might have commanded me, and that she
knew well enough; I said as much to her between her and I; yet I protest, she’s as honest a Lady for my part, that I’d say, if
she would see me hang’d: if she be cast away I cannot help it,
she might have stay’d to have spoke with a man.
 

Witty. Well, ’twas a hard miss on both parts.
 

Clow. So ’twas, I was within one of her, for all this cross
luck, I was sure I was between the Knight and home.
 

Nee. Not gone yet? oh my heart! none regard my health?
 

Witty. Good Sir, forbear her sight awhile, you hear how ill
she brooks it.
 

Clow. Foolish woman, to overthrow her fortunes so; I shall
think the worse of a Ladies wit, while I live for’t — I could
almost cry for anger, if she should miscarry now; ’twould touch
my conscience a little, and who knows what love and conceit
may do? what would people say, as I go along? there goes he
that the Lady died for love on, I am sure to hear on’t i’th’
streets, I shall weep before hand; foolish woman, I do grieve
more for thee now, than I did love thee before; well, go thy
ways, wouldst thou spare thy Husbands head, and break thine own
heart? if thou hadst any wit, I would some other had been the
cause of thy undoing, I shall be twitted i’th’ teeth with it, I’m sure of that, foolish Lady.    [Exit.
 

Nee. So, so, this trouble’s well shook off, Uncle, how d’ye?
there’s a Dowrie due, Sir.
 

Cun. We have agreed it sweetest,
And find your Uncle fully recover’d, kind to both of us.
 

Witty. To all the rest I hope.
 

Old K. Never to thee, nor thee, easie cosin Credulous,
Was your wit so raw?
 

Cred. Faith yours Sir, so long season’d
Has been faulty too, and very much to blame,
Speaking it with reverence, Uncle.
 

Sir Gr. Yes faith, Sir, you have paid as dear for your time,
as any man here.
 

Witty. I Sir, and I’ll reckon it to him. Imprimis, The
first preface cheat of a pair of pieces to the Beggars, you
remember that I was the example to your bounty there, I spake
Greek and Syriack, Sir, you understand me now. Next, the Robbery put upon your indulgent Cosin, which indeed was no Robbery, no Constable, no Justice, no Thief, but all Cheaters;
there was a hunder’d Mark, mark you that: Lastly, this
memorable 100 pounds worth of Musick, this was [but] cheats and
wit too, and for the assistance of this Gentleman to my Cosin (for which I am to have a Fee) that was a little practice of my
wit too, Father; will you come to composition yet, Father?
 

Cun. Yes faith Sir, do, two hundr’d a year will be easier
than so much weekly, I do not think he’s barren if he should be
put to’t agen.
 

Old K. Why this was the day I look’d for, thou shalt have’t,
And the next cheat makes it up three hundr’d;
Live thou upon thy ten pound Vicarage,
Thou get’st not a penny more, here’s thy full
Hire now.
 

Cred. I thank you, Sir.
 

Witty. Why there was the sum of all my Wit, Father,
To shuve him out of your favour, which I fear’d
Would have disinherited me.
 

Old K. Most certain it had,
Had not thy wit recover’d it; is there any here
That had a hand with thee?
 

Witty. Yes, all these, Sir.
 

Old K. Nephew, part a hundr’d pound amongst ‘em,
I’ll repay it; wealth, love me as I love wit;
When I die,
I’ll build an Alms-house for decay’d wits.
 

Sir Gr. I’ll entertain one in my life time; Scholar, you
shall be my Chaplain, I have the gift of twenty Benefices,
simple as I am here.
 

Pris. Thanks my great Patron.
 

Cun. Sir your Gentry and your name shall both be rais’d as
high as my fortunes can reach ‘em, for your friends sake.
 

Witty. Something will be in my present power, the future more,
You shall share with me.
 

Ruin and Wife. Thanks worthy Gentlemen.
 

Nee. Sir, I would beg one thing of you.
 

Sir Gr. You can beg nothing of me.
 

Witty. Oh Sir, if she begs, there’s your power over her.
 

Sir Gr. She has begg’d me for a fool already, but ’tis no matter.
I have begg’d her for a Lady, that she might have been,
That’s one for another.
 

Witty. Nay, but if she beg — 
 

Sir Gr. Let her beg agen then.
 

Nee. That your man Pompey’s Coat may come over his ears
back agen, I would not he should be lost for my sake.
 

Sir Gr. Well, ’tis granted, for mine own sake.
 

Mirab. I’ll intreat it Sir.
 

Sir Gr. Why then ’tis granted for your sake.
 

Old K. Come, come, down with all weapons now, ’tis Musick time,
So it be purchas’d at an easie rate;
Some have receiv’d the knocks, some giv’n the hits,
And all concludes in love, there’s happy wits.    [Exeunt.
 




The Epilogue at the reviving of this Play
 

We need not tell you Gallants, that this night
The Wits have jumpt, or that the Scenes hit right
’Twould be but labor lost for to excuse
What Fletcher had to do in: his brisk Muse
Was so Mercurial, that if he but writ
An Act, or two, the whole Play rose up wit.
We’ll not appeal unto those Gentlemen
Judge by their Cloaths, if they sit right, nor when
The Ladies smile, and with their Fanns delight
To whisk a clinch aside, then all goes right:
’Twas well receiv’d before, and we dare say,
You now are welcome to no vulgar Play.
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Act I.
 

Enter Lactantio
Song, music [within]
To be chaste is woman’s glory,
’Tis her fame and honour’s story.
Here sits she, in funeral weeds,
Only bright in virtuous deeds.
Come and read her life and praise,
That singing weeps, and sighing plays.
 

Enter Aurelia and servant
 

LACTANTIO
[to Aurelia]
Welcome, soul’s music! I have been listening here
To melancholy strains from the Duchess’ lodgings — 
That strange great widow that has vowed so stiffly
Never to know love’s heat in a second husband;
And she has kept the fort most valiantly,
To th’ wonder of her sex, this seven years’ day,
And that’s no sorry trial. A month’s constancy
Is held a virtue in a city widow;
And are they excelled by so much more i’th’ court?
My faith, a rare example for our wives!
Heaven’s blessing of her heart for’t, poor soul!
She’d need have somewhat to comfort her.
What wouldst thou do, faith now,
If I were dead, suppose I were thy husband? — 
As shortly I will be, and that’s as good.
Speak freely an thou lov’st me.
 

AURELIA
Alas, sir,
I should not have the leisure to make vows,
For, dying presently, I should be dead
Before you were laid out.
 

LACTANTIO
Now fie upon thee for a hasty dier,
Wouldst thou not see me buried?
 

AURELIA
Talk not on’t, sir,
These many years, unless you take delight
To see me swoon or make a ghost of me.
 

LACTANTIO
Alas, poor soul! I’ll kiss thee into colour.
Canst thou paint pale so quickly? I perceive then
Thou’dst go beyond the Duchess in her vow:
Thou’dst die indeed. What’s he?
 

AURELIA
Be settled, sir.
Spend neither doubt nor fear upon that fellow.
Health cannot be more trusty to man’s life
Than he to my necessities in love.
 

LACTANTIO
I take him of thy word, and praise his face.
Though he look scurvily, I will think hereafter
That honesty may walk with fire in’s nose
As well as brave desert in broken clothes.
But for thy further safety I’ve provided
A shape that at first sight will start thy modesty
And make thee blush perhaps; but ‘twill away
After a qualm or two. Virginity
Has been put often to those shifts before thee
Upon extremities. A little boldness
Cannot be called immodesty, especially
When there’s no means without it for our safeties.
Thou knowest my uncle the Lord Cardinal
Wears so severe an eye, so strict and holy,
It not endures the sight of womankind
About his lodgings.
Hardly a matron of fourscore’s admitted.
Though she be worn to gums, she comes not there
To mumble matins. All his admiration
Is placed upon the Duchess. He likes her
Because she keeps her vow and likes not any.
So does he love that man, above his book,
That loves no woman. For my fortune’s sake then — 
For I am like to be his only heir — 
I must dissemble, and appear as fair
To his opinion as the brow of piety,
As void of all impureness as an altar.
Thine ear.
[He whispers]
That, and we are safe.
 

AURELIA
You make me blush, sir.
 

LACTANTIO
’Tis but a star shot from a beauteous cheek.
It blazes beauty’s bounty, and hurts nothing.
 

AURELIA
The power of love commands me.
 

LACTANTIO
I shall wither in comforts till I see thee.
Exeunt [Lactantio at one door:
Aurelia and servant at another
 

Enter two or three Lords, and [they discover] the Lord Cardinal in his closet, [seated with his books]
 

LORD
CARDINAL
My lords, I have work for you. When you have hours
Free from the cares of state, bestow your eyes
Upon those abstracts of the Duchess’ virtues,
My study’s ornaments. I make her constancy
The holy mistress of my contemplation.
Whole volumes have I writ in zealous praise
Of her eternal vow. I have no power
To suffer virtue to go thinly clad,
I that have ever been in youth an old man
To pleasures and to women,
And could never love but pity ‘em
And all their momentary frantic follies.
[Rising] Here I stand up in admiration,
And bow to the chaste health of our great Duchess,
Kissing her constant name. O my fair lords,
When we find grace confirmed, especially
In a creature that’s so doubtful as a woman,
We’re spirit-ravished; men of our probation
Feel the spheres’ music playing in their souls.
So long, unto the eternizing of her sex,
She’s kept her vow, so strictly, and as chaste
As everlasting life is kept for virtue
E’en from the sight of men; to make her oath
As uncorrupt as th’honour of a virgin,
That must be strict in thought, or else that title,
Like one of frailty’s ruins, shrinks to dust;
No longer she’s a virgin than she’s just.
 

FIRST LORD
Chaste, sir? The truth and justice of her vow
To her deceased lord’s able to make poor
Man’s treasury of praises. But, methinks,
She that has no temptation set before her,
Her virtue has no conquest. Then would her constancy
Shine in the brightest goodness of her glory
If she would give admittance, see and be seen,
And yet resist and conquer. There were argument
For angels; ’twould outreach the life of praise
Set in mortality’s shortness. [Aside] I speak this
Not for religion, but for love of her
Whom I wish less religious and more loving;
But I fear she’s too constant, that’s her fault.
But ’tis so rare few of her sex are took with’t,
And that makes some amends.
 

LORD CARDINAL
You have put my zeal into a way, my lord,
I shall not be at peace till I make perfect.
I’ll make her victory harder. ’Tis my crown
When I bring grace to great’st perfection;
And I dare trust that daughter with a world,
None but her vow and she. I know she wears
A constancy will not deceive my praises,
A faith so noble. She that once knows heaven
Need put in no security for her truth.
I dare believe her face, use all the art,
Temptation, witcheries, sleights, and subtleties
You temporal lords and all your means can practise.
 

SECOND LORD
My lord, not any, we.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Her resolute goodness
Shall as a rock stand firm, and send the sins
That beat against it
Into the bosom of the owners, weeping.
 

THIRD LORD
We wish her virtues so.
 

LORD CARDINAL
O, give me pardon,
I have lost myself in her upon my friends.
Your charitable censures I beseech.
So dear her white fame is to my soul’s love,
’Tis an affliction but to hear it questioned.
She’s my religious triumph.
If you desire a belief rightly to her,
Think she can never waver, then you’re sure.
She has a fixed heart, it cannot err.
He kills my hopes of woman that doubts her.
 

FIRST LORD
No more, my lord, ’tis fixed.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Believe my judgement.
I never praise in vain, nor ever spent
Opinion idly, or lost hopes of any
Where I once placed it. Welcome as my joys
Now you all part believers of her virtue.
 

ALL LORDS
We are the same most firmly.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Good opinion
In others reward you, and all your actions.
[Exeunt Lords]
Who’s near us?
 

Enter a Servant
 

SERVANT
My lord.
 

LORD
CARDINAL
Call our nephew. [Exit Servant]
There’s a work too
That for blood’s sake I labour to make perfect,
And it comes on with joy. He’s but a youth,
To speak of years, yet I dare venture him
To old men’s goodnesses and gravities
For his strict manners, and win glory by him;
And for the chasteness of his continence,
Which is a rare grace in the spring of man,
He does excel the youth of all our time;
Which gift of his, more than affinity,
Draws my affection in great plenty to him.
The company of a woman is as fearful to him
As death to guilty men. I’ve seen him blush
When but a maid was named. I’m proud of him,
Heaven be not angry for’t. He’s near of kin
In disposition to me. I shall do much for him
In lifetime, but in death I shall do all.
There he will find my love. He’s yet too young
In years to rise in state, but his good parts
Will bring him in the sooner.
 

Enter Lactantio with a book
Here he comes. — 
What, at thy meditation? Half in heaven?
 

LACTANTIO
The better half, my lord. My mind’s there still;
And when the heart’s above, the body walks here
But like an idle serving-man below,
Gaping and waiting for his master’s coming.
 

LORD CARDINAL
What man in age could bring forth graver thoughts?
 

LACTANTIO
He that lives fourscore years is but like one
That stays here for a friend. When death comes, then
Away he goes, and is ne’er seen again.
I wonder at the young men of our days,
That they can dote on pleasure, or what ’tis
They give that title to, unless in mockage.
There’s nothing I can find upon the earth
Worthy the name of pleasure, unless’t be
To laugh at folly, which indeed good charity
Should rather pity. But of all the frenzies
That follow flesh and blood, O reverend uncle,
The most ridiculous is to fawn on women.
There’s no excuse for that. ’Tis such a madness
There is no cure set down for’t. No physician
Ever spent hour about it, for they guessed
’Twas all in vain when they first loved themselves,
And never since durst practise. Cry ‘Hei mihi’,
That’s all the help they have for’t. I had rather meet
A witch far north than a fine fool in love;
The sight would less afflict me. But for modesty,
And your grave presence that learns men respect,
I should fall foul in words upon fond man
That can forget his excellence and honour — 
His serious meditations being the end
Of his creation, to learn well to die — 
And live a prisoner to a woman’s eye.
Can there be greater thraldom, greater folly?
 

LORD CARDINAL
[aside]
In making him my heir, I make good works,
And they give wealth a blessing; where, on the contrary,
What curses does he heap upon his soul
That leaves his riches to a riotous young man,
To be consumed on surfeits, pride, and harlots!
Peace be upon that spirit whose life provides
A quiet rest for mine.
 

Enter Page, with a letter
 

LACTANTIO
How now, the news?
 

PAGE
A letter, sir, brought by a gentleman
That lately came from Rome.
 

LACTANTIO
[aside] That’s she, she’s come.
I fear not to admit her in his presence;
There is the like already. I’m writ chaste
In my grave uncle’s thoughts, and honest meanings
Think all men’s like their own. [Aside to the Page]
Thou look’st so pale.
What ail’st thou here o’late?
 

PAGE
I doubt I have cause, sir.
 

LACTANTIO
Why, what’s the news?
 

PAGE
I fear, sir, I’m with child.
 

LACTANTIO
With child? Peace, peace, speak low!
 

PAGE
‘Twill prove, I fear, so.
 

LACTANTIO
Beshrew my heart for that! [Aloud to the Page] Desire the gentleman
To walk a turn or two.
 

LORD CARDINAL
What gentleman?
 

LACTANTIO
One lately come from Rome, my lord, in credit
With Lord Vincentio; so the letter speaks him.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Admit him, my kind boy. [Exit Page]
The prettiest servant
That ever man was blest with. ’Tis so meek,
So good and gentle, ’twas the best alms-deed
That e’er you did to keep him. I have oft took him
Weeping alone, poor boy, at the remembrance
Of his lost friends, which, as he says, the sea
Swallowed with all their substance.
 

LACTANTIO
’Tis a truth, sir,
Has cost the poor boy many a feeling tear,
And me some too, for company. In such pity
I always spend my part.
 

Enter Aurelia, like a gentleman
Here comes the gentleman.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Welcome to Milan, sir. How is the health
Of Lord Vincentio?
 

AURELIA
May it please your grace,
I left it well and happy, and I hope
The same blest fortune keeps it.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I hear you’re near him.
 

AURELIA
One of his chamber, my lord.
 

LACTANTIO
[aside]
I’d ne’er wish one of her condition nearer
Than to be one of mine.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Your news is pleasing.
Whilst you remain in Milan, I request you
To know the welcome of no house but ours.
 

AURELIA
Thanks to your Grace.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I’ll leave you to confer.
I’ll to the Duchess, and labour her perfection. Exit
 

LACTANTIO
Then thus begins our conference: I arrest thee
In Cupid’s name. Deliver up your weapon.
It is not for your wearing, Venus knows it.
Here’s a fit thing indeed, nay, hangers and all!
Away with ‘em, out upon ‘em, things of trouble,
And out of use with you. Now you’re my prisoner,
And till you swear you love me, all and only,
You part not from mine arms.
 

AURELIA
I swear it willingly.
 

LACTANTIO
And that you do renounce the General’s love
That heretofore laid claim to you.
 

AURELIA
My heart bids me,
You need not teach me that. My eye ne’er knew
A perfect choice till it stood blest with you.
There’s yet a rival whom you little dream of.
Tax me with him, and I’ll swear too I hate him.
I’ll thrust ‘em both together in one oath,
And send ‘em to some pair of waiting-women
To solder up their credits.
 

LACTANTIO
Prithee, what’s he?
Another yet? For laughter’ sake, discover him.
 

AURELIA
The Governor of the Fort.
 

LACTANTIO
That old dried neat’s-tongue?
 

AURELIA
A gentleman after my father’s relish.
 

Enter [Aurelia’s] Father and Governor [of the Fort]
 

FATHER
By your kind favours, gentlemen.
 

AURELIA
[aside to Lactantio] O, my father!
We are both betrayed.
 

LACTANTIO
Peace, you may prove too fearful. — 
To whom your business, sir?
 

FATHER
To the Lord Cardinal,
If it would please yourself or that young gentleman
To grace me with admittance.
 

LACTANTIO
I will see, sir.
The gentleman’s a stranger, new come o’er.
He understands you not.
[To Aurelia]
Lofftro veen, tant umbro, hoff tufftee, locumber shaw.
 

AURELIA
Quisquimken, sapadlaman, fool-urchin, old astrata.
 

FATHER
Nay, an that be the language we can speak’t too: 
strumpetikin, bold harlotum, queaninisma, whoremongeria.
Shame to thy sex, and sorrow to thy father.
Is this a shape for reputation
And modesty to mask in? Thou too cunning
For credulous goodness!
Did not a reverent respect and honour
That’s due unto the sanctimonious peace
Of this lord’s house restrain my voice and anger
And teach it soft humility, I would lift
Both your disgraces to the height of grief
That you have raised in me; but, to shame you,
I will not cast a blemish upon virtue.
Call that your happiness, and the dearest, too,
That such a bold attempt could ever boast of.
We’ll see if a strong fort can hold you now. — 
Take her, sir, to you.
 

GOVERNOR
[to Aurelia] How have I deserved
The strangeness of this hour?
 

FATHER
Talk not so tamely.
[To Lactantio] For you, sir, thank the reverence of this place,
Or your hypocrisy I had put out of grace,
I had, i’faith. If ever I can fit you,
Expect to hear from me.
Exeunt [Father, Governor, and Aurelia]
 

LACTANTIO
I thank you, sir;
The cough o’th’ lungs requite you. I could curse him
Into diseases by whole dozens now;
But one’s enough to beggar him, if he light
Upon a wise physician. ’Tis a labour
To keep those little wits I have about me.
Still did I dream that villain would betray her;
I’ll never trust slave with a parboiled nose again.
I must devise some trick to excuse her absence
Now to my uncle too. There is no mischief
But brings one villainy or other still
E’en close at heels on’t. I’m pained at heart.
If ever there were hope of me to die
For love, ’tis now; I never felt such gripings.
If I can scape this climacterical year,
Women, ne’er trust me, though you hear me swear.
Kept with him in the fort! Why, there’s no hope
Of ever meeting now; my way’s not thither.
Love bless us with some means to get together,
And I’ll pay all the old reck’nings. Exit
 

Enter Duchess, above, and Celia
 

DUCHESS
What a contented rest rewards my mind
For faithfulness! I give it constancy,
And it returns me peace. How happily
Might woman live, methinks, confined within
The knowledge of one husband!
What comes of more rather proclaims desire
Prince of affections than religious love,
Brings frailty and our weakness into question
‘Mongst our male enemies, makes widows’ tears
Rather the cup of laughter than of pity.
What credit can our sorrows have with men,
When in some month’s space they turn light again,
Feast, dance, and go in colours? If my vow
Were yet to make, I would not sleep without it,
Or make a faith as perfect to myself
In resolution as a vow would come to,
And do as much right so to constancy
As strictness could require; for ’tis our goodness
And not our strength that does it. I am armed now
‘Gainst all deserts in man, be’t valour, wisdom,
Courtesy, comeliness, nay, truth itself,
Which seldom keeps him company. I commend
The virtues highly, as I do an instrument
When the case hangs by th’ wall; but man himself
Never comes near my heart.
 

Enter Lord Cardinal, [above]
 

LORD
CARDINAL
The blessing of perfection to your thoughts, lady,
For I’m resolved they are good ones.
 

DUCHESS
Honour of greatness,
Friend to my vow, and father to my fame,
Welcome, as peace to temples.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I bring war.
 

DUCHESS
How, sir?
 

LORD CARDINAL
A harder fight. If now you conquer,
You crown my praises double.
 

DUCHESS
What’s your aim, sir?
 

LORD CARDINAL
To astonish sin and all her tempting evils,
And make your goodness shine more glorious.
When your fair noble vow showed you the way
To excellence in virtue, to keep back
The fears that might discourage you at first,
Pitying your strength, it showed you not the worst.
’Tis not enough for tapers to burn bright;
But to be seen, so to lend others light,
Yet not impair themselves, their flame as pure
As when it shined in secret. So t’abide
Temptations is the soul’s flame truly tried.
I have an ambition, but a virtuous one:
I would have nothing want to your perfection.
 

DUCHESS
Is there a doubt found yet? Is it so hard
For woman to recover, with all diligence
And a true fasting faith from sensual pleasure,
What many of her sex has so long lost?
Can you believe that any sight of man,
Held he the worth of millions in one spirit,
Had power to alter me?
 

LORD CARDINAL No; there’s my hope,
My credit, and my triumph.
 

DUCHESS
I’ll no more
Keep strictly private, since the glory on’t
Is but a virtue questioned. I’ll come forth
And show myself to all. The world shall witness
That, like the sun, my constancy can look
On earth’s corruptions, and shine clear itself.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Hold conquest now, and I have all my wishes.
Cornetts and a shout within
 

DUCHESS
The meaning of that sudden shout, my lord?
 

LORD CARDINAL
Signor Andrugio, general of the field,
Successful in his fortunes, is arrived,
And met by all the gallant hopes of Milan,
Welcomed with laurel wreaths and hymns of praises.
Vouchsafe but you to give him the first grace, madam,
Of your so long hid presence, he has then
All honours that can bless victorious man.
 

DUCHESS
You shall prevail, grave sir. [Exit Lord Cardinal]
 

Enter Andrugio, attended with the nobility and state, [wreathed with bays] like a victor. [Amongst the nobility is Lactantio, in black and yellow.]
[The Duchess and Celia stand in view above].
Song, music
 

ALL
THE NOBILITY
Laurel is a victor’s due,
I give it you,
I give it you.
Thy name with praise,
Thy brow with bays,
We circle round.
All men rejoice
With cheerful voice,
To see thee like a conqueror crowned.
A [winged] Cupid,
[with a bow,] descending, sings this
 

CUPID
I am a little conqueror, too.
For wreaths of bays
There’s arms of cross,
And that’s my due.
I give the flaming heart,
It is my crest,
And by the mother’s side
The weeping eye,
The sighing breast.
It is not power in you, fair beauties.
If I command love, ’tis your duties.
He ascends.
During these songs, Andrugio peruses a letter delivered him by a Lord, and then [the welcome] closes with this song below
 

ALL
THE NOBILITY
Welcome, welcome, son of fame!
Honour triumphs in thy name.
Exeunt in state [Andrugio and all the nobility except the Lord who delivered the letter]
 

LORD
Alas, poor gentleman! I brought him news
That like a cloud spread over all his glories.
When he missed her whom his eye greedily sought for,
His welcome seemed so poor he took no joy in’t;
But when he found her by her father forced
To the old Governor’s love, and kept so strictly,
A coldness struck his heart. There is no state
So firmly happy but feels envy’s might.
I know Lactantio, nephew to the Cardinal,
Hates him as deeply as a rich man death;
And yet his welcome showed as fair and friendly
As his that wore the truest love to him;
When in his wishes he could drink his blood,
And make his heart the sweetness of his food. Exit
 

CELIA
Madam, madam!
 

DUCHESS
Beshrew thy heart, dost thou not see me busy?
You show your manners.
 

CELIA
In the name of goodness,
What ails my lady?
 

DUCHESS
I confess I’m mortal.
There’s no defending on’t. ’Tis cruel flattery
To make a lady believe otherways.
Is not this flesh? Can you drive heat from fire?
So may you love from this. For love and death
Are brothers in this kingdom; only death
Comes by the mother’s side, and that’s the surest.
That General is wondrous fortunate:
Has won another field since, and a victory
That credits all the rest. He may more boast on’t
Than of a thousand conquests. I am lost,
Utterly lost. Where are my women now?
Alas, what help’s in them, what strength have they?
I call to a weak guard when I call them.
In rescuing me they’d be themselves o’ercome.
When I that professed war am overthrown,
What hope’s in them then that ne’er stirred from home?
My faith is gone for ever;
My reputation with the Cardinal,
My fame, my praise, my liberty, my peace
Changed for a restless passion. O hard spite
To lose my seven years’ victory at one sight! Exeunt
 

Enter Dondolo and the Page, with a shirt
 

PAGE
I prithee, Dondolo, take this shirt, and air it a little against my master rises. I’d rather do anything than do’t, i’faith.
 

DONDOLO
O monstrous, horrible, terrible, intolerable! Are not you big enough to air a shirt? Were it a smock now, you lickerish page, you’d be hanged ere you’d part from’t. If thou dost not prove as arrant a smell-smock as any the town affords in a term-time, I’ll lose my judgement in wenching.
 

PAGE
Pish! Here, Dondolo, prithee take it.
 

DONDOLO
It’s no more but up and ride with you then? All my generation were beadles and officers; and do you think I’m so easily entreated? You shall find a harder piece of work, boy, than you imagine, to get anything from my hands. I will not disgenerate so much from the nature of my kindred. You must bribe me one way or other if you look to have anything done, or else you may do’t yourself. ’Twas just my father’s humour when he bore office. You know my mind, page: the song, the song. I must either have the song you sung to my master last night when he went to bed, or I’ll not do a stitch of service for you from one week’s end to the other. As I am a gentleman, you shall brush cloaks, make clean spurs, pull off strait boots, although in the tugging you chance to fall and hazard the breaking of your little buttocks. I’ll take no more pity of your marrowbones than a butcher’s dog of a rump of beef.
Nay, ka me, ka thee. If you will ease the melancholy of my mind with singing, I will deliver you from the calamity of boots-haling.
 

PAGE
Alas, you know I cannot sing.
 

DONDOLO
Take heed; you may speak at such an hour that your voice may be clean taken away from you. I have known many a good gentlewoman say so much as you say now, and have presently gone to bed and lay speechless. ’Tis not good to jest, as old Chaucer was wont to say, that broad famous English poet. Cannot you sing, say you? O, that a boy should so keep cut with his mother and be given to dissembling!
 

PAGE
Faith, to your knowledge in’t, ill may seem well;
But as I hope in comforts, I’ve no skill.
 

DONDOLO
A pox of skill; give me plain simple cunning.
Why should not singing be as well got without skill as the getting of children? You shall have the arrant’st fool do as much there as the wisest coxcomb of ‘em all, let ‘em have all the help of doctors put to ‘em, both the directions of physicians and the erections of pothecaries. You shall have a plain hobnailed country fellow marrying some dairy wench tumble out two of a year, and sometimes three, by’r Lady, as the crop falls out; and your nice puling physicking gentlefolks some one in nine years, and hardly then a whole one as it should be; the wanting of some apricock or something loses a member on him, or quite spoils it. Come, will you sing, that I may warm the shirt? By this light, he shall put it on cold for me else.
 

PAGE
A song or two I learnt with hearing gentlewomen practise themselves.
 

DONDOLO
Come, you are so modest, now, ’tis pity that thou wast ever bred to be thrust through a pair of canions; thou wouldst have made a pretty, foolish waiting-woman, but for one thing. Wilt sing?
 

PAGE
As well as I can, Dondolo.
 

DONDOLO
Give me the shirt then; I’ll warm’t as well I can, too.
[He takes it]
Why, look, you whoreson coxcomb, this is a smock.
 

PAGE
No, ’tis my master’s shirt.
 

DONDOLO
Why, that’s true too;
Who knows not that? Why, ’tis the fashion, fool.
All your young gallants here of late wear smocks,
Those without beards especially.
 

PAGE
Why, what’s the reason, sir?
 

DONDOLO
Marry, very great reason in’t. A young gallant lying abed with his wench, if the constable should chance to come up and search, being both in smocks, they’d be taken for sisters, and I hope a constable dare go no further. And as for the knowing of their heads, that’s well enough too; for I know many young gentlemen wear longer hair than their mistresses.
 

PAGE
’Tis a hot world the whilst.
 

DONDOLO
Nay, that’s most certain, and a most witty age of a bald one for all languages.
You’ve many daughters so well brought up they speak
French naturally at fifteen, and they are turned to the
Spanish and Italian half a year after.
 

PAGE
That’s like learning the grammar first and the accidence after, they go backward so.
 

DONDOLO
The litter for the Italian. Thou’st no wit, boy;
Hadst had a tutor, he’d have taught thee that.
Come, come, that I may be gone, boy.
Song, music
 

PAGE
Cupid is Venus’ only joy,
But he’s a wanton boy,
A very, very wanton boy.
He shoots at ladies’ naked breasts;
He is the cause of most men’s crests — 
I mean upon the forehead,
Invisible, but horrid.
Of the short velvet mask he was deviser,
That wives may kiss, the husbands ne’er the wiser.
’Twas he first thought upon the way
To keep a lady’s lips in play.
 

DONDOLO
O, rich, ravishing, rare, and enticing! Well, go thy ways for as sweet a breasted page as ever lay at his master’s feet in a truckle-bed.
 

PAGE
You’ll hie you in straight, Dondolo?
 

DONDOLO
I’ll not miss you. Exit [Page]
This smockified shirt, or shirted smock,
I will go toast. Let me see what’s o’clock.
I must to th’ castle straight to see his love,
Either by hook or crook. My master, storming,
Sent me last night, but I’ll be gone this morning.
Exit
 

Finis Actus Primus
 




Act II.
 

Enter Duchess and Celia
 

DUCHESS
Seek out the lightest colours can be got,
The youthfull’st dressings; tawny is too sad.
I am not thirty yet, I have wronged my time
To go so long in black, like a petitioner.
See that the powder that I use about me
Be rich in cassia.
 

CELIA
[leaving] Here’s a sudden change.
 

DUCHESS
[aside]
O, I’m undone, in faith! — Stay, art thou certain
Lactantio, nephew to the Cardinal, was present
In the late entertainment of the General?
 

CELIA
Upon my reputation with your excellence,
These eyes beheld him. He came foremost, madam.
’Twas he in black and yellow.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, ’tis no matter, either for himself
Or for the affectation of his colours,
So you be sure he was there.
 

CELIA
As sure as sight
Can discern man from man, madam.
 

DUCHESS
It suffices.
Exit [Celia]
O, an ill cause had need of many helps,
Much art, and many friends, ay, and those mighty,
Or else it sets in shame. A faith once lost
Requires great cunning ere’t be entertained
Into the breast of a belief again.
There’s no condition so unfortunate,
Poor, miserable, to any creature given,
As hers that breaks in vow; she breaks with heaven.
[She weeps.] Enter Lord Cardinal
 

LORD
CARDINAL
Increase of health, and a redoubled courage
To chastity’s great soldier! What, so sad, madam? — 
The memory of her seven years’ deceased lord
Springs yet into her eyes, as fresh and full
As at the seventh hour after his departure.
What a perpetual fountain is her virtue! — 
Too much to afflict yourself with ancient sorrow
Is not so strictly for your strength required.
Your vow is charge enough, believe me ’tis, madam;
You need no weightier task.
 

DUCHESS
Religious sir,
You heard the last words of my dying lord.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Which I shall ne’er forget.
 

DUCHESS
May I entreat
Your goodness but to speak ‘em over to me
As near as memory can befriend your utterance,
That I may think a while I stand in presence
Of my departing husband?
 

LORD CARDINAL
What’s your meaning
In this, most virtuous madam?
 

DUCHESS
’Tis a courtesy
I stand in need of, sir, at this time specially.
Urge it no further yet. As it proves to me,
You shall hear from me; only I desire it
Effectually from you, sir; that’s my request.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I wonder, yet I’ll spare to question farther.
You shall have your desire.
 

DUCHESS
I thank you, sir.
A blessing come along with’t.
 

LORD CARDINAL
‘You see, my lords, what all earth’s glory is,
Rightly defined in me: uncertain breath,
A dream of threescore years to the long sleeper,
To most not half the time. Beware ambition;
Heaven is not reached with pride, but with submission.
And you, Lord Cardinal, labour to perfect
Good purposes begun; be what you seem,
Steadfast and uncorrupt, your actions noble,
Your goodness simple, without gain of art,
And not in vesture holier than in heart. — 
But ’tis a pain more than the pangs of death
To think that we must part, fellows of life.
Thou richness of my joys, kind and dear princess,
Death had no sting but for our separation;
’Twould come more calmer than an ev’ning’s peace
That brings on rest to labours. Thou art so precious
I should depart in everlasting envy
Unto the man that ever should enjoy thee.
O, a new torment strikes his force into me
When I but think on’t; I am racked and torn.
Pity me in thy virtues.’
 

DUCHESS
‘My loved lord,
Let your confirmed opinion of my life,
My love, my faithful love, seal an assurance
Of quiet to your spirit, that no forgetfulness
Can cast a sleep so deadly on my senses
To draw my affections to a second liking.’
 

LORD CARDINAL
“T ‘as ever been thy promise, and the spring
Of my great love to thee. For once to marry
Is honourable in woman, and her ignorance
Stands for a virtue, coming new and fresh.
But second marriage shows desires in flesh;
Thence lust and heat and common custom grows.
But she’s part virgin who but one man knows.
I here expect a work of thy great faith
At my last parting. I can crave no more,
And with thy vow I rest myself for ever;
My soul and it shall fly to heaven together.
Seal to my spirit that quiet satisfaction,
And I go hence in peace.’
 

DUCHESS
‘Then here I vow, never—’
 

LORD CARDINAL
Why, madam!
 

DUCHESS
I can go no further.
 

LORD CARDINAL What,
Have you forgot your vow?
 

DUCHESS
I have, too certainly.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Your vow? That cannot be; it follows now
Just where I left.
 

DUCHESS
My frailty gets before it.
Nothing prevails but ill.
 

LORD CARDINAL
What, ail you, madam?
 

DUCHESS
Sir, I’m in love.
 

LORD CARDINAL
O all you powers of chastity,
Look to this woman! Let her not faint now
For honour of yourselves. If she be lost
I know not where to seek my hope in woman.
Madam, O madam!
 

DUCHESS
My desires are sickened
Beyond recovery of good counsel, sir.
 

LORD CARDINAL
What mischief owed a malice to the sex,
To work this spiteful ill? Better the man
Had never known creation than to live
Th’unlucky ruin of so fair a temple.
Yet think upon your vow, revive in faith;
Those are eternal things. What are all pleasures,
Flatteries of men, and follies upon earth,
To your most excellent goodness? O, she’s dead,
Stark cold to any virtuous claim within her.
What now is heat is sin’s. Have I approved
Your constancy for this, called your faith noble,
Writ volumes of your victories and virtues?
I have undone my judgement, lost my praises,
Blemished the truth of my opinion.
Give me the man, that I may pour him out
To all contempt and curses.
 

DUCHESS
The man’s innocent,
Full of desert and grace; his name, Lactantio.
 

LORD CARDINAL
How?
 

DUCHESS
Your nephew.
 

LORD CARDINAL
My nephew!
 

DUCHESS
Beshrew the sight of him! He lives not, sir,
That could have conquered me, himself excepted.
 

LORD CARDINAL
He that I loved so dearly, does he wear
Such killing poison in his eye to sanctity?
He has undone himself for ever by’t,
Has lost a friend of me, and a more sure one.
Farewell, all natural pity. Though my affection
Could hardly spare him from my sight an hour,
I’ll lose him now eternally, and strive
To live without him. He shall straight to Rome.
 

DUCHESS
Not if you love my health or life, my lord.
 

LORD CARDINAL
This day he shall set forth.
 

DUCHESS
Dispatch me rather.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I’ll send him far enough.
 

DUCHESS
Send me to death first.
 

LORD CARDINAL
No basilisk that strikes dead pure affection
With venomous eye lives under my protection. Exit
 

DUCHESS
Now my condition’s worse than e’er ’twas yet.
My cunning takes not with him. He’s broke through
The net that with all art was set for him,
And left the snarer here herself entangled
With her own toils. O, what are we, poor souls,
When our dissembling fails us? Surely creatures
As full of want as any nation can be
That scarce have food to keep bare life about ‘em.
Had this but took effect, what a fair way
Had I made for my love to th’ General,
And cut off all suspect, all reprehension!
My hopes are killed i’th’ blossom. Exit
 

Enter Lord Cardinal
 

LORD
CARDINAL Let me think upon’t,
Set holy anger by a while; there’s time
Allowed for natural argument. ’Tis she
That loves my nephew, she that loves, loves first.
What cause have I to lay a blame on him then?
He’s in no fault in this. Say ’twas his fortune
At the free entertainment of the General,
‘Mongst others the deserts and hopes of Milan,
To come into her sight, where’s th’offence yet?
What sin was that in him? Man’s sight and presence
Are free to public view. She might as well
Have fixed her heart’s love then upon some other.
I would’t had lighted anywhere but there! — 
Yet I may err to wish’t, since it appears
The hand of heaven that only picked him out,
To reward virtue in him by this fortune.
And through affection I’m half conquered now.
I love his good as dearly as her vow — 
Yet there my credit lives in works and praises.
I never found a harder fight within me
Since zeal first taught me war. Say I should labour
To quench this love? — And so quench life and all,
As by all likelihood it would prove her death.
For it must needs be granted she affects him
As dearly as the power of love can force,
Since her vow awes her not, that was her saint.
What right could that be to religion
To be her end, and disposess my kinsman?
No, I will bear, in pity to her heart;
The rest commend to fortune and my art. Exit
 

Enter Father, Governor, Aurelia, and Andrugio disguised
[as a poor soldier]
 

GOVERNOR
I like him passing well.
 

FATHER
He’s a tall fellow.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside]
A couple of tall wits! — I have seen some service, sir.
 

GOVERNOR
Nay, so it seems by thy discourse, good fellow.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside]
‘Good-fellow’: calls me thief familiarly. — 
I could show many marks of resolution,
But modesty could wish ‘em rather hidden.
I fetched home three and twenty wounds together
In one set battle, where I was defeated
At the same time of the third part of my nose;
But, meeting with a skilful surgeon,
Took order for my snuffling.
 

GOVERNOR
And a nose
Well healed is counted a good cure in these days.
It saves many a man’s honesty, which else
Is quickly drawn into suspicion.
This night shall bring you acquainted with your charge;
In the mean time you and your valour’s welcome.
Would we had more store of you, although they come
With fewer marks about ‘em.
 

FATHER
So wish I, sir.
Exeunt Father and Governor
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside]
I was about to call her, and she stays
Of her own gift, as if she knew my mind.
Certain she knows me not, not possible.
 

AURELIA [aside]
What if I left my token and my letter
With this strange fellow, so to be conveyed
Without suspicion to Lactantio’s servant?
Not so, I’ll trust no freshman with such secrets.
His ignorance may mistake, and give’t to one
That may belong to th’ General, for I know
He sets some spies about me; but all he gets
Shall not be worth his pains. I would Lactantio
Would seek some means to free me from this place.
’Tis prisonment enough to be a maid;
But to be mewed up too, that case is hard,
As if a toy were kept by a double guard.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside]
Away she steals again, not minding me.
’Twas not at me she offered. — Hark you, gentlewoman.
 

AURELIA
With me, sir?
 

ANDRUGIO
I could call you by your name,
But gentle’s the best attribute to woman.
 

AURELIA
Andrugio! O, as welcome to my lips
As morning dew to roses! My first love!
 

ANDRUGIO
Why, have you more then?
 

AURELIA
What a word was there!
More than thyself what woman could desire,
If reason had a part of her creation?
For loving you, you see, sir, I’m a prisoner;
There’s all the cause they have against me, sir;
A happy persecution, I so count on’t.
If anything be done to me for your sake,
’Tis pleasing to me.
 

ANDRUGIO
Are you not abused,
Either through force or by your own consent?
Hold you your honour perfect and unstained?
Are you the same still that at my departure
My honest thoughts maintained you to my heart?
 

AURELIA
The same, most just.
 

ANDRUGIO
Swear’t.
 

AURELIA
By my hope of fruitfulness,
Love, and agreement, the three joys of marriage.
 

ANDRUGIO
I am confirmed, and in requital on’t
Ere long expect your freedom.
 

AURELIA
O, you flatter me!
It is a wrong to make a wretch too happy,
So suddenly upon affliction.
Beshrew me if I be not sick upon’t.
’Tis like a surfeit after a great feast.
My freedom, said you?
 

ANDRUGIO
Does’t o’ercome you so?
 

AURELIA
Temptation never overcame a sinner
More pleasingly than this sweet news my heart.
Here’s secret joy can witness, I am proud on’t.
 

ANDRUGIO
Violence I will not use, I come a friend,
‘Twere madness to force that which wit can end.
 

AURELIA
Most virtuously delivered.
 

ANDRUGIO
Thou art in raptures.
 

AURELIA
My love, my love.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside] ‘Most virtuously delivered’!
Spoke like the sister of a puritan midwife. — 
Will you embrace the means that I have thought on
With all the speed you can?
 

AURELIA
Sir, anything;
You cannot name’t too dangerous or too homely.
 

ANDRUGIO
Fie, you overact your happiness,
You drive slight things to wonders.
 

AURELIA
Blame me not, sir;
You know not my affection.
 

ANDRUGIO
Will you hear me?
There are a sect of pilf ring juggling people
The vulgar tongue call Gypsies.
 

AURELIA
True, the same, sir;
I saw the like this morning. Say no more, sir,
I apprehend you fully.
 

ANDRUGIO
What, you do not!
 

AURELIA
No? Hark you, sir.
[She whispers]
 

ANDRUGIO
Now by this light, ’tis true.
Sure if you prove as quick as your conceit
You’ll be an exc’llent breeder.
 

AURELIA
I should do reason, by the mother’s side, sir,
If fortune do her part, in a good getter.
 

ANDRUGIO
That’s not to do now, sweet: the man stands near thee.
 

AURELIA
Long may he stand most fortunately, sir,
Whom her kind goodness has appointed for me.
 

ANDRUGIO
A while I’ll take my leave to avoid suspicion.
 

AURELIA
I do commend your course. Good sir, forget me not.
 

ANDRUGIO
All comforts sooner.
 

AURELIA
Liberty is sweet, sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
I know there’s nothing sweeter, next to love — 
But health itself, which is the prince of life.
 

AURELIA
Your knowledge raise you, sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
Farewell till evening.
Exit
 

AURELIA
And after that, farewell, sweet sir, for ever.
A good kind gentleman to serve our turn with,
But not for lasting. I have chose a stuff
Will wear out two of him, and one liner too.
I like not him that has two mistresses,
War and his sweet-heart; he can ne’er please both.
And war’s a soaker; she’s no friend to us;
Turns a man home sometimes to his mistress
Some forty ounces poorer than he went,
All his discourse out of the book of surgery,
Cerecloth and salve, and lies you all in tents
Like your camp-vict’lers. Out upon’t, I smile
To think how f have fitted him with an office!
His love takes pains to bring our loves together,
Much like your man that labours to get treasure
To keep his wife high for another’s pleasure. Exit
 

Finis Actus Secundus
 




Act III.
 

Enter Lactantio and Page
 

PAGE
Think of your shame, and mine.
 

LACTANTIO
I prithee, peace.
Thou art th’unfortunat’st piece of taking business
That ever man repented when day peeped.
I’ll ne’er keep such a piece of touchwood again,
An I were rid of thee once. Well fare those
That never shamed their master! I have had such,
And I may live to see the time again,
I do not doubt on’t.
 

PAGE
If my too much kindness
Receive your anger only for reward,
The harder is my fortune. I must tell you, sir,
To stir your care up to prevention — 
Misfortunes must be told as well as blessings — 
When I left all my friends in Mantua
For your love’s sake alone, then with strange oaths
You promised present marriage.
 

LACTANTIO
‘With strange oaths’, quoth a?
They’re not so strange to me. I have sworn the same things,
I am sure, forty times over; not so little.
I may be perfect in ‘em, for my standing.
 

PAGE
You see ’tis high time now, sir.
 

LACTANTIO
Yes, yes, yes.
Marriage is nothing with you, a toy till death.
If I should marry all those I have promised,
’Twould make one vicar hoarse ere he could dispatch us.
[The Page stands apart and weeps]
I must devise some shift. When she grows big
Those masculine hose will shortly prove too little.
What if she were conveyed to Nurse’s house — 
A good, sure old wench, and she’d love the child well
Because she suckled the father. No ill course,
By my mortality; I may hit worse.
 

Enter Dondolo
Now, Dondolo, the news?
 

DONDOLO
The news?
 

LACTANTIO
How does she?
 

DONDOLO
Soft, soft, sir, you think ’tis nothing to get news
Out o’th’ castle? I was there.
 

LACTANTIO
Well, sir?
 

DONDOLO
As you know,
A merry fellow may pass anywhere.
 

LACTANTIO
SO, sir?
 

DONDOLO
Never in better fooling in my life.
 

LACTANTIO
What’s this to th’ purpose?
 

DONDOLO
Nay, ’twas nothing to th’ purpose, that’s certain.
 

LACTANTIO
How wretched this slave makes me! Didst not see her?
 

DONDOLO
I saw her.
 

LACTANTIO
Well, what said she, then?
 

DONDOLO
Not a word, sir.
 

LACTANTIO
How, not a word?
 

DONDOLO
Proves her the better maid,
For virgins should be seen more than they’re heard.
 

LACTANTIO
Exceeding good, sir; you are no sweet villain.
 

DONDOLO
No, faith, sir, for you keep me in foul linen.
 

LACTANTIO
Turned scurvy rhymer, are you?
 

DONDOLO
Not scurvy neither,
Though I be somewhat itchy in the profession.
If you could hear me out with patience,
I know her mind as well as if I were in her belly.
 

LACTANTIO
Thou saidst e’en now she never spake a word.
 

DONDOLO
But she gave certain signs, and that’s as good.
 

LACTANTIO
Canst thou conceive by signs?
 

DONDOLO
O, passing well, sir,
E’en from an infant; did you ne’er know that?
I was the happiest child in all our country;
I was born of a dumb woman.
 

LACTANTIO
HOW?
 

DONDOLO
Stark dumb, sir. My father had a rare bargain of her, a rich pennyworth. There would have been but too much money given for her. A Justice of Peace was about her, but my father, being then constable, carried her before him.
 

LACTANTIO
Well, since we are entered into these dumb-shows,
What were the signs she gave you?
 

DONDOLO
Many and good, sir.
Imprimis, she first gaped; but that, I guessed,
Was done for want of air ‘cause she’s kept close;
But had she been abroad and gaped as much,
‘T had been another case. Then cast she up
Her pretty eye and winked; the word me thought was then
‘Come not till twitter light’.
Next, thus her fingers went, as who should say,
‘I’d fain have a hole broke to scape away.’
Then looked upon her watch, and twice she nodded,
As who should say, ‘The hour will come, sweetheart,
That I shall make two noddies of my keepers.’
 

LACTANTIO
A third of thee. Is this your mother tongue?
My hopes are much the wiser for this language!
There is no such curse in love to an arrant ass.
 

DONDOLO
O yes, sir, yes, an arrant whore’s far worse.
You ne’er lin
Railing on me from one week’s end to another.
But you can keep a little titmouse page there,
That’s good for nothing but to carry toothpicks,
Put up your pipe, or so; that’s all he’s good for.
He cannot make him ready as he should do;
I am fain to truss his points ev’ry morning.
Yet the proud scornful ape, when all the lodgings
Were taken up with strangers th’other night,
He would not suffer me to come to bed to him,
But kicked and pricked and pinched me like an urchin.
There’s no good quality in him. O’ my conscience,
I think he scarce knows how to stride a horse.
I saw him with a little hunting nag
But thus high t’other day, and he was fain to lead him
To a high rail and get up like a butter-wench.
There’s no good fellowship in this dandiprat,
This dive-dapper, as is in other pages.
They’d go a-swimming with me familiarly
I’th’ heat of summer, and clap what-you-call-’ems;
But I could never get that little monkey
Yet to put off his breeches.
A tender, puling, nice, chitty-faced squall ’tis.
 

LACTANTIO
Is this the good you do me? His love’s wretched
And most distressed that must make use of fools.
 

DONDOLO
[aside]
‘Pool’ to my face still! That’s unreasonable.
I will be a knave one day for this trick, or it shall cost me a fall, though it be from a gibbet — 
It has been many a proper man’s last leap.
Nay, sure I’ll be quite out of the precincts of a fool if I live but two days to an end.
I will turn Gypsy presently,
And that’s the highway to the daintiest knave
That ever mother’s son took journey to.
O, those dear Gypsies,
They live the merriest lives, eat sweet stol’n hens
Plucked over pales or hedges by a twitch;
They are ne’er without a plump and lovely goose,
Or beautiful sow-pig.
Those things I saw with mine own eyes today.
They call those vanities and trifling pilf ries,
But if a privy search were made amongst ‘em
They should find other manner of ware about ‘em:
Cups, rings, and silver spoons, by’r Lady, bracelets,
Pearl necklaces, and chains of gold sometimes.
They are the wittiest thieves. I’ll stay no longer,
But e’en go look what I can steal now presently,
And so begin to bring myself acquainted with ‘em.
Exit
 

LACTANTIO
Nothing I fear so much as, in this time
Of my dull absence, her first love, the General,
Will wind himself into her affection
By secret gifts and letters; there’s the mischief.
I have no enemy like him. Though my policy
Dissembled him a welcome, no man’s hate
Can stick more close unto a loathed disease
Than mine to him.
 

Enter Lord Cardinal
 

LORD
CARDINAL
What ails this pretty boy to weep so often?
Tell me the cause, child. How his eyes stand full!
Beshrew you, nephew, you’re too bitter to him.
He is so soft th’unkindness of a word
Melts him into a woman.’Las, poor boy,
Thou shalt not serve him longer. ‘Twere great pity
That thou shouldst wait upon an angry master.
I have promised thee to one will make much of thee,
And hold thy weak youth in most dear respect.
 

PAGE
O, I beseech your grace, that I may serve
No master else.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Thou shalt not. Mine’s a mistress,
The greatest mistress in all Milan, boy:
The Duchess’ self.
 

PAGE
Nor her, nor any.
 

LORD CARDINAL Cease, boy,
Thou knowest not thine own happiness, through fondness,
And therefore must be learnt. Go dry thine eyes.
 

PAGE
This rather is the way to make ‘em moister. Exit
 

LORD CARDINAL
Now nephew, nephew.
 

LACTANTIO
O , you’ve snatched my spirit, sir,
From the divinest meditation
That ever made soul happy.
 

LORD CARDINAL [aside] I am afraid
I shall have as much toil to bring him on now
As I had pains to keep her off from him. — 
I have thought it fit, nephew, considering
The present barrenness of our name and house
(The only famine of succeeding honour)
To move the ripeness of your time to marriage.
 

LACTANTIO
How, sir, to marriage?
 

LORD CARDINAL Yes, to a fruitful life.
We must not all be strict; so generation
Would lose her right. Thou’rt young; ’tis my desire
To see thee bestowed happily in my lifetime.
 

LACTANTIO
Does your grace well remember who I am
When you speak this?
 

LORD CARDINAL Yes, very perfectly;
You’re a young man, full in the grace of life,
And made to do love credit; proper, handsome,
And for affection pregnant.
 

LACTANTIO
I beseech you, sir,
Take off your praises rather than bestow ‘em
Upon so frail a use. Alas, you know, sir,
I know not what love is, or what you speak of.
If woman be amongst it, I shall swoon. Take her away,
For contemplation’s sake. Most serious uncle,
Name no such thing to me.
 

LORD CARDINAL Come, come, you’re fond.
Prove but so strict and obstinate in age,
And you are well to pass. There’s honest love
Allowed you now for recreation.
The years will come when all delights must leave you;
Stick close to virtue then. In the mean time
There’s honourable joys to keep youth company;
And if death take you there, dying no adulterer,
You’re out of his eternal reach, defy him.
List hither, come to me, and with great thankfulness
Welcome thy fortunes. ’Tis the Duchess loves thee.
 

LACTANTIO
The Duchess!
 

LORD CARDINAL
Dotes on thee, will die for thee
Unless she may enjoy thee.
 

LACTANTIO
She must die then.
 

LORD CARDINAL HOW?
 

LACTANTIO
Alas, do you think she ever means to do’t, sir?
I’ll sooner believe all a woman speaks
Than that she’ll die for love. She has a vow, my lord,
That will keep life in her.
 

LORD CARDINAL Believe me, then,
That should have bounteous interest in thy faith,
She’s thine, and not her vow’s.
 

LACTANTIO
The more my sorrow,
My toil, and my destruction. [Aside] My blood dances.
 

LORD CARDINAL
And though that bashful maiden virtue in thee,
That never held familiar league with woman,
Binds fast all pity to her heart that loves thee,
Let me prevail. My counsel stands up to thee;
Embrace it as the fullness of thy fortunes,
As if all blessings upon earth were closed
Within one happiness; for such another
Whole life could never meet with. Go and present
Your service and your love; but, on your hopes,
Do it religiously. [Aside] What need I doubt him,
Whom chastity locks up?
 

LACTANTIO
[aside] O envy,
Hadst thou no other means to come by virtue
But by such treachery? The Duchess’ love! Thou wouldst be sure to aim it high enough;
Thou knew’st full well ’twas no prevailing else. — 
Sir, what your will commands, mine shall fulfil,
I’ll teach my heart in all t’obey your will.
 

LORD CARDINAL
A thing you shall not lose by.
 

Enter Lords
Here come the lords.
Go follow you the course that I advised you.
The comfort of thy presence is expected.
Away with speed to court; she languishes
For one dear sight of thee. For life’s sake, haste.
You lose my favour if you let her perish.
 

LACTANTIO
[aside]
And art thou come, brave fortune, the reward
Of neat hypocrisy, that ever booked it,
Or turned up transitory white o’th’ eye
After the feminine rapture? Duchess and I
Were a lit match can be denied of no man:
The best dissembler lights on the best woman.
‘Twere sin to part us. Exit
 

LORD CARDINAL
You lights of state, truth’s friends, much honoured lords,
Faithful admirers of our Duchess’ virtues,
And firm believers: it appears as plain
As knowledge to the eyes of industry
That neither private motion, which holds counsel
Often with woman’s frailty and her blood,
Nor public sight, the lightning of temptations
Which from the eye strikes sparks into the bosom
And sets whole hearts on fire, hath power to raise
A heat in her ‘bove that which feeds chaste life
And gives that cherishing means. She’s the same still,
And seems so seriously employed in soul
As if she could not tend to cast an eye
Upon deserts so low as those in man.
It merits famous memory, I confess.
Yet many times, when I behold her youth
And think upon the lost hopes of posterity,
Succession, and the royal fruits of beauty,
All by the rashness of one vow made desperate,
It goes so near my heart I feel it painful,
And wakes me into pity oftentimes,
When others sleep unmoved.
 

FIRST LORD
I speak it faithfully,
For ’tis poor fame to boast of a disease:
Your grace has not endured that pain alone;
‘T ‘as been a grief of mine; but where’s the remedy?
 

LORD CARDINAL
True, there your lordship spake enough in little.
There’s nothing to be hoped for but repulses.
She’s not to seek for armour against love
That has bid battle to his powers so long.
He that should try her now had need come strong,
And with more force than his own arguments,
Or he may part disgraced, being put to flight.
That soldier’s tough has been in seven years’ fight;
Her vow’s invincible. For you must grant this:
If those desires trained up in flesh and blood
To war continually ‘gainst good intents
Prove all too weak for her, having advantage
Both of her sex and her unskilfulness
At a spiritual weapon, wanting knowledge
To manage resolution, and yet win,
What force can a poor argument bring in?
The books that I have published in her praise
Commend her constancy, and that’s fame-worthy;
But if you read me o’er with eyes of enemies,
You cannot justly and with honour tax me
That I dissuade her life from marriage there.
Now heaven and fruitfulness forbid, not I.
She may be constant there; and the hard war
Of chastity is held a virtuous strife
As rare in marriage as in single life,
Nay, by some writers, rarer. Hear their reasons,
And you’ll approve ‘em fairly. She that’s single,
Either in maid or widow, oftentimes
The fear of shame more than the fear of heaven
Keeps chaste and constant. When the tempest comes
She knows she has no shelter for her sin;
It must endure the weathers of all censure.
Nothing but sea and air that poor barque feels;
When she in wedlock is like a safe vessel
That lies at anchor. Come what weathers can,
She has her harbour. At her great unlading
Much may be stol’n, and little missed; the master
Thinks himself rich enough with what he has,
And holds content by that. How think you now, lords?
If she that might offend safe does not err,
What’s chaste in others is most rare in her.
 

SECOND LORD
What wisdom but approves it?
 

FIRST LORD But, my lord,
This should be told to her it concerns most;
Pity such good things should be spoke and lost.
 

LORD CARDINAL
That were the way to lose ‘em utterly.
You quite forget her vow. Yet, now I think on’t,
What is that vow. ’Twas but a thing enforced,
Was it not, lords?
 

FIRST LORD
Merely compelled, indeed.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Only to please the Duke; and forced virtue
Fails in her merit, there’s no crown prepared for’t.
What have we done, my lords? I fear we have sinned
In too much strictness to uphold her in’t,
In cherishing her will; for woman’s goodness
Takes counsel of that first, and then determines.
She cannot truly be called constant now
If she persevere; rather obstinate,
The vow appearing forced, as it proves
Tried by our purer thoughts. The grace and triumph
Of all her victories are but idle glories,
She wilful, and we enemies to succession.
I will not take rest till I tell her soul
As freely as I talk to those I keep.
 

ALL LORDS
And we’ll all second you, my lord.
 

LORD CARDINAL Agreed.
We’ll knit such knots of arguments so fast
All wit in her shall not undo in haste.
 

SECOND LORD
Nay, sure, I think all we shall be too hard for her,
Else she’s a huge wild creature.
 

FIRST LORD [aside] If we win
And she yield marriage, then will I strike in. Exeunt
 

Enter Duchess and Celia
 

DUCHESS
Thou tell’st me happy things, if they be certain,
To bring my wishes about wondrous strangely.
Lactantio, nephew to the Cardinal,
The General’s secret enemy?
 

CELIA
Most true, madam.
I had it from a gentleman, my kinsman,
That knows the best part of Lactantio’s bosom.
 

DUCHESS
It happens passing fortunately, to save
Employment in another. He will ‘come now
A necessary property. He may thank
The need and use we have of him for his welcome.
Knocks within
Now who’s that knocks?
 

CELIA
Madam, ’tis he, with speed.
I thought he had brought his horse to th’ chamber door,
He made such haste and noise.
 

DUCHESS
Admit him, prithee,
And have a care your heart be true and secret.
 

CELIA
Take life away from’t when it fails you, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Enough, I know thee wise. Exit [Celia]
 

Enter Lactantio, [hastily]
He comes with haste indeed. — Are you come now, sir?
You should have stayed yet longer, and have found me
Dead, to requite your haste.
 

LACTANTIO
Love bless you better, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Must I bid welcome to the man undoes me,
The cause of my vow’s breach, my honour’s enemy,
One that does all the mischief to my fame,
And mocks my seven years’ conquest with his name?
This is a force of love was never felt.
But I’ll not grudge at fortune; I will take
Captivity cheerfully. Here, seize upon me;
And if thy heart can be so pitiless
To chain me up for ever in those arms,
I’ll take it mildly, ay, and thank my stars;
For we’re all subject to the chance of wars.
 

LACTANTIO
We are so, yet take comfort, vanquished Duchess.
I’ll use you like an honourable prisoner;
You shall be entreated. Day shall be
Free for all sports to you, the night for me.
That’s all I challenge, all the rest is thine;
And, for your fare, ‘t shall be no worse than mine.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, then I’m heartily pleasant, and as merry
As one that owes no malice, and that’s well, sir.
You cannot say so much for your part, can you?
 

LACTANTIO
Faith, all that I owe is to one man, madam,
And so can few men say. Marry, that malice
Wears no dead flesh about it, ’tis a stinger.
 

DUCHESS
What is he that shall dare to be your enemy,
Having our friendship, if he be a servant
And subject to our law?
 

LACTANTIO
Yes, trust me, madam.
Of a vile fellow, I hold him a true subject.
There’s many arrant knaves that are good subjects,
Some for their livings’ sakes, some for their lives’,
That will, unseen, eat men, and drink their wives.
 

DUCHESS
They are as much in fault that know such people
And yet conceal ‘em from the whips of justice.
For love’s sake give me in your foe betimes,
Before he vex you further. I will order him
To your heart’s wishes, load him with disgraces,
That your revenge shall rather pity him
Than wish more weight upon him.
 

LACTANTIO
Say you so, madam?
[Aside] Here’s a blest hour, that feeds both love and hate;
Then take thy time, brave malice. — Virtuous princess,
The only enemy that my vengeance points to
Lives in Andrugio.
 

DUCHESS
What, the General?
 

LACTANTIO
That’s the man, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Are you serious, sir?
 

LACTANTIO
As at my prayers.
 

DUCHESS
We meet happily, then,
In both our wishes. He’s the only man
My will has had a longing to disgrace,
For divers capital contempts. My memory
Shall call ‘em all together now. Nay, sir,
I’ll bring his faith in war now into question,
And his late conference with th’enemy.
 

LACTANTIO
By’r Lady, a shrewd business, and a dangerous.
[Aside] Signor, your neck’s a-cracking.
 

DUCHESS
Stay, stay, sir.
Take pen and ink.
 

LACTANTIO
Here’s both, and paper, madam.
 

DUCHESS
I’ll take him in a fine trap.
 

LACTANTIO
That were exc’llent.
 

DUCHESS
A letter so writ would abuse him strangely.
 

LACTANTIO
Good madam, let me understand your mind,
And then take you no care for his abusing;
I serve for nothing else. I can write fast and fair
Most true orthography, and observe my stops.
 

DUCHESS
Stay, stay a while,
You do not know his hand?
 

LACTANTIO
A bastard Roman,
Much like mine own. I could go near it, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Marry, and shall.
 

LACTANTIO
We were once great together,
And writ Spanish epistles one to another,
To exercise the language.
 

DUCHESS
Did you so?
It shall be a bold letter of temptation
With his name to’t, as writ and sent to me.
 

LACTANTIO
Can be no better, lady. Stick there, madam,
And never seek further.
 

DUCHESS
Begin thus: ‘Fair Duchess’, say.
We must use flattery if we imitate man;
‘Twill ne’er be thought his pen else.
 

LACTANTIO
‘Most fair Duchess’.
 

DUCHESS
What need you have put in ‘most’? Yet since ’tis in,
Left e’en go on. Few women would find fault with’t.
We all love to be best, but seldom mend.
Go on, sir.
 

LACTANTIO
‘Most fair Duchess!’ Here’s an admiration point.
 

DUCHESS
‘The report of your vow shall not fear me—’
 

LACTANTIO
‘Fear me:’ — two stops at ‘fear me’.
 

DUCHESS
‘I know you’re but a woman—’
 

LACTANTIO
‘But a woman,’ — 
A comma at ‘woman’.
 

DUCHESS
‘And what a woman is a wise man knows.’
 

LACTANTIO
‘Wise man knows.’ — A full prick there.
 

DUCHESS
‘Perhaps my condition may seem blunt to you—’
 

LACTANTIO
‘Blunt to you,’ — a comma here again.
 

DUCHESS
‘But no man’s love can be more sharp set—’
 

LACTANTIO
‘Sharp set:’
There a colon, for colon is sharp set oftentimes.
 

DUCHESS
‘And I know
Desires in both sexes have skill at that weapon.’
 

LACTANTIO
‘Skill at that weapon.’ — A full prick here, at ‘weapon’.
 

DUCHESS
So, that will be enough. Subscribe it thus, now:
‘One that vows service
To your affections, Signor such-a-one’.
 

LACTANTIO
‘Signor Andrugio, G.’. That stands for ‘General’.
 

DUCHESS
[aside]
And you shall stand for goosecap. — Give me that;
Betake you to your business speedily, sir.
We give you full authority from our person,
In right of reputation, truth, and honour,
To take a strong guard, and attach his body;
That done, to bring him presently before us.
Then we know what to do.
 

LACTANTIO
My hate finds wings.
Man’s spirit flies swift to all revengeful things. Exit
 

DUCHESS
Why, here’s the happiness of my desires,
The means safe, unsuspected, far from thought.
His state is like the world’s condition right,
Greedy of gain, either by fraud or stealth;
And whilst one toils, another gets the wealth. Exit
 

Finis Actus Tertius
 




Act IV.
 

Enter Andrugio
 

ANDRUGIO
Now, Fortune, show thyself the friend of love.
Make her way plain and safe; cast all their eyes
That guard the castle
Into a thicker blindness than thine own,
Darker than ignorance or idolatry,
That in that shape my love may pass unknown,
And by her freedom set my comforts free.
This is the place appointed for our meeting.
Yet comes she not. I am coveteous of her sight.
That Gypsy habit alters her so far
From knowledge that our purpose cannot err.
She might have been here now by this time, largely,
And much to spare. I would not miss her now
In this plight for the loss of a year’s joy.
She’s ignorant of this house, nor knows she where
Or which way to bestow herself, through fear.
 

Enter Lactantio, with a guard
 

LACTANTIO
Close with him, gentlemen. — In the Duchess’ name
We do attach your body.
 

ANDRUGIO
How, my body!
What means this rudeness?
 

LACTANTIO
You add to your offences
Calling that rudeness that is fair command,
Immaculate justice, and the Duchess’ pleasure.
 

ANDRUGIO
Signor Lactantio! O, are you the speaker?
 

LACTANTIO
I am what I am made.
 

ANDRUGIO
Show me my crime.
 

LACTANTIO
I fear you’ll have too many shown you, sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
The father of untruths possess thy spirit,
As he commands thy tongue. [Aside] I defy fear,
But in my love; it only settles there.
 

LACTANTIO
Bring him along.
 

ANDRUGIO
Let law’s severest brow
Bend at my deeds, my innocence shall rise
A shame to thee and all my enemies.
 

LACTANTIO
You’re much the happier man.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside] O my hard crosses! — 
Grant me the third part of one hour’s stay.
 

LACTANTIO
Sir, not a minute.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside] O, she’s lost!
 

LACTANTIO
Away. Exeunt
 

Enter Aurelia, like a Gypsy
 

AURELIA
I’m happily escaped. Not one pursues me;
This shape’s too cunning for ‘em. All the sport was
The porter would needs know his fortune of me
As I passed by him. ’Twas such a plunge to me,
I knew not how to bear myself. At last
I did resolve of somewhat: looked in’s hand,
Then shook my head, bade him make much on’s eyes,
He would lose his sight clean, long before he dies.
And so away went I; he lost the sight of me quickly.
I told him his fortune truer for nothing than some of my complexion that would have cozened him of his money.
This is the place of meeting. Where’s this man now
That has took all this care and pains for nothing?
The use of him is at the last cast now.
Shall only bring me to my former face again,
And see me somewhat cleanlier, at his cost,
And then farewell Andrugio. When I am handsome
I’m for another straight. I wonder, troth,
That he would miss me thus. I could have took
Many occasions besides this to have left him.
I’m not in want; he need not give me any.
A woman’s will has still enough to spare
To help her friends, an need be. What, not yet?
What will become of me in this shape then?
If I know where to go I’m no dissembler;
And I’ll not lose my part in woman so,
For such a trifle to forswear myself.
But comes he not indeed?
 

Enter Dondolo
 

DONDOLO
O exc’llent! By this light, here’s one of them.
I thank my stars. I learnt that phrase in the Half Moon
Tavern. — By your leave, good Gypsy, I pray how far off is your company?
 

AURELIA
[aside]
O happiness! This is the merry fellow
My love Signor Lactantio takes delight in.
I’ll send him away speedily with the news
Of my so strange and fortunate escape,
And he’ll provide my safety at an instant. — 
My friend, thou serv’st Signor Lactantio.
 

DONDOLO
Who, I serve? Gypsy, I scorn your motion. An if the rest of your company give me no better words,
I will hinder ‘em the stealing of more pullen than fifty poulterers were ever worth, and prove a heavier enemy to all their pig booties; they shall travel like Jews, that hate swine’s flesh, and never get a sow by th’ ear all their lifetime. I serve Lactantio? I scorn to serve anybody, I am more Gypsy-minded than so. Though my face look of a Christian colour, if my belly were ripped up you shall find my heart as black as any patch about you. The truth is, I am as arrant a thief as the proudest of your company, I’ll except none. I am run away from my master in the state of a fool, and till I be a perfect knave I never mean to return again.
 

AURELIA
[aside]
I’m ne’er the happier for this fortune now.
It did but mock me.
 

DONDOLO
Here they come! Here they come!
 

Enter a company of Gypsies, men and women, with booties of hens and ducks, etc., singing.
Music; song
 

CAPTAIN
Come, my dainty doxies,
My dells, my dells most dear.
We have neither house nor land,
Yet never want good cheer.
 

ALL GYPSIES
We never want good cheer.
 

CAPTAIN
We take no care for candle-rents.
 

SECOND GYPSY
We lie.
 

THIRD GYPSY
We snort.
 

CAPTAIN
We sport in tents;
Then rouse betimes, and steal our dinners.
Our store is never taken
Without pigs, hens, or bacon,
And that’s good meat for sinners.
At wakes and fairs we cozen
Poor country folks by dozen.
If one have money, he disburses;
Whilst some tell fortunes, some pick purses.
Rather than be out of use,
We’ll steal garters, hose, or shoes,
Boots, or spurs with jingling rowels,
Shirts or napkins, smocks or towels.
Come live with us, come live with us,
All you that love your eases.
He that’s a Gypsy
May be drunk or tipsy
At what hour he pleases.
 

ALL GYPSIES
We laugh, we quaff, we roar, we scuffle,
We cheat, we drab, we filch, we shuffle.
 

DONDOLO
O sweet!
They deserve to be hanged for ravishing of me.
 

AURELIA
[aside]
What will become of me if I seem fearful now,
Or offer sudden flight? Then I betray myself.
I must do neither.
 

CAPTAIN
Ousabel, camcheateroon,
Pusscatelion, house-drows.
 

SECOND
GYPSY
Rumbas stragadelion
Alla piss-kitch in sows-clows.
O, O!
 

DONDOLO
Piss-kitch in house-clout! I shall ne’er keep a good tongue in my head till I get this language.
 

CAPTAIN
Umbra fill kevolliden, magro-pye.
 

DONDOLO
He calls her maggot o’ pie.
 

AURELIA
I love your language well, but understand it not.
 

CAPTAIN
Ha!
 

AURELIA
I am but lately turned to your profession,
Yet from my youth I ever loved it dearly,
But never could attain to’t. Steal I can;
It was a thing I ever was brought up to.
My father was a miller, and my mother
A tailor’s widow.
 

DONDOLO
She’s a thief on both sides.
 

CAPTAIN
[to Aurelia]
Give me thy hand. Thou art no bastard born;
We have not a more true-bred thief amongst us.
 

ALL GYPSIES Not any, captain.
 

DONDOLO
I pray take me into some grace amongst you too, for though I claim no goodness from my parents to help me forward into your society, I had two uncles that were both hanged for robberies, if that will serve your turn, and a brave cut-purse to my cousin-german.
If kindred will be taken, I am as near a kin to a thief as any of you that had fathers and mothers.
 

CAPTAIN
What is it thou requirest, noble cousin?
 

DONDOLO
Cousin! Nay, an we be so near a kin already now we are sober, we shall be sworn brothers when we are drunk. The naked truth is, sir, I would be made a Gypsy as fast as you could devise.
 

CAPTAIN
A Gypsy!
 

DONDOLO
Ay, with all the speed you can, sir. The very sight of those stol’n hens eggs me forward horribly.
 

CAPTAIN
Here’s dainty ducks, too, boy.
 

DONDOLO
I see ‘em but too well. I would they were all rotten-roasted, and stuffed with onions.
 

CAPTAIN
Lov’st thou the common food of Egypt, onions?
 

DONDOLO
Ay, and garlic too. I have smelt out many a knave by’t; but I could never smell mine own breath yet, and that’s many a man’s fault — he can smell out a knave in another sometimes three yards off, yet, his nose standing so nigh his mouth, he can never smell out himself.
 

CAPTAIN
A pregnant Gypsy.
 

ALL GYPSIES
A most witty sinner.
 

CAPTAIN
Stretch forth thy hand, coz. Art thou fortunate?
 

DONDOLO
How, fortunate? Nay, I cannot tell that myself.
Wherefore do I come to you but to learn that? I have sometimes found money in old shoes, but if I had not stol’n more than I have found, I had had but a scurvy thin-cheeked fortune on’t.
 

CAPTAIN
[studying Dondolo’s palm] Here’s a fair table.
 

DONDOLO
Ay, so has many a man that has given over housekeeping: a fair table when there’s neither cloth nor meat upon’t.
 

CAPTAIN
What a brave line of life’s here, look you, Gypsies.
 

DONDOLO
I have known as brave a line end in a halter.
 

CAPTAIN
[stealing Dondolo’s money]
But thou art born to precious fortune.
 

DONDOLO
The devil I am!
 

CAPTAIN
Bette, Bucketto.
 

DONDOLO
How, to beat bucks?
 

CAPTAIN
Stealee Bacono.
 

DONDOLO
O, to steal bacon, that’s the better fortune o’th’ two indeed.
 

CAPTAIN
Thou wilt be shortly Captain of the Gypsies.
 

DONDOLO
I would you’d make me corporal i’th’ mean time,
Or standard-bearer to the women’s regiment.
 

CAPTAIN
Much may be done for love.
 

DONDOLO
Nay, here’s some money.
I know an office comes not all for love. — 
A pox of your lime-twigs, you have’t all already.
 

CAPTAIN
It lies but here in cache for thine own use, boy.
 

DONDOLO
Nay, an’t lie there once I shall hardly come to the fing’ring on’t in haste. Yet make me an apt scholar, and I care not. Teach me but so much Gypsy to steal as much more from another, and the devil do you good of that.
 

CAPTAIN
Thou shalt have all thy heart requires.
First, here’s a girl for thy desires.
[He presents Aurelia to Dondolo]
This doxy fresh, this new-come dell,
Shall lie by thy sweet side and swell.
Get me Gypsies brave and tawny,
With cheek full plump and hip full brawny.
Look you prove industrious dealers
To serve the commonwealth with stealers,
That th’unhoused race of fortune-tellers
May never fail to cheat town-dwellers,
Or to our universal grief
Leave country fairs without a thief.
This is all you have to do,
Save ev’ry hour a filch or two,
Be it money, cloth or pullen.
When the ev’ning’s brow looks sullen,
Lose no time, for then ’tis precious.
Let your sleights be fine, facetious;
Which hoping you’ll observe, to try thee,
With rusty bacon thus! Gypsify thee.
[He marks Dondolo’s face with rusty bacon]
 

DONDOLO
Do you use to do’t with bacon?
 

CAPTAIN
Evermore.
 

DONDOLO
By this light, the rats will take me now for some hog’s cheek, and eat up my face when I am asleep. I shall have ne’er a bit left by tomorrow morning; and lying open mouthed, as I use to do, I shall look for all the world like a mousetrap baited with bacon.
 

CAPTAIN
Why, here’s a face like thine, so done,
Only grained in by the sun, and this, and these.
 

DONDOLO
Faith, then there’s a company of bacon-faces of you, and I am one now to make up the number. We are a kind of conscionable people, and ‘twere well thought upon for to steal bacon and black our faces with’t: ’tis like one that commits sin, and writes his faults in his forehead.
 

CAPTAIN
Wit, whither wilt thou?
 

DONDOLO
Marry, to the next pocket I can come at, and if it be a gentleman’s I wish a whole quarter’s rent in’t.
Is this my ‘in dock, out nettle’? What’s Gypsy for her?
 

CAPTAIN
Your doxy she.
 

DONDOLO
O, right. Are you my doxy, sirrah?
 

AURELIA
I’ll be thy doxy and thy dell.
With thee I’ll live, for thee I’ll steal.
From fair to fair, from wake to wake,
I’ll ramble still for thy sweet sake.
 

DONDOLO
O dainty fine doxy! She speaks the language as familiarly already as if she’d been begot of a canter. I pray, captain, what’s Gypsy for the hind quarter of a woman?
 

CAPTAIN
Nosario.
 

DONDOLO
Nosario. Why, what’s Gypsy for my nose then?
 

CAPTAIN
Why, arsinio.
 

DONDOLO
Arsinio? Faith, methinks you might have devised a sweeter word for’t.
 

Enter Father and Governor
 

CAPTAIN
Stop, stop; fresh booties, gentlefolks,
Signoros, cavallario, folkadelio.
 

SECOND
GYPSY
Lagnambrol a tumbrel.
 

DONDOLO
How? Give me one word amongst you, that I may be doing too.
 

AURELIA
[aside]
Yonder they are again. O guiltiness,
Thou putt’st more trembling fear into a maid
Than the first wedding night. Take courage, wench;
Thy face cannot betray thee with a blush now.
 

FATHER
[to the Governor]
Which way she took her flight, sir, none can guess,
Or how she scaped.
 

GOVERNOR
Out at some window, certainly.
 

FATHER
O, ’tis a bold daring baggage!
 

GOVERNOR
See, good fortune, sir,
The Gypsies; they’re the cunning’st people living.
 

FATHER
They cunning? what a confidence have you, sir!
No wise man’s faith was ever set in fortunes.
 

GOVERNOR
You are the wilful’st man against all learning still.
I will be hanged now if I hear not news
Of her amongst this company.
 

FATHER
You are a gentleman of the flatt’ring’st hopes
That e’er lost woman yet.
 

GOVERNOR
[to Aurelia] Come hither, Gypsy.
 

AURELIA
[aside]
Luck now, or I’m undone. — What says my master?
Bless me with a silver cross,
And I will tell you all your loss.
 

GOVERNOR
Lo you there, sir: ‘all my loss’, at first word too.
There is no cunning in these Gypsies now?
 

FATHER
Sure I’ll hear more of this.
 

GOVERNOR
[to Aurelia] Here’s silver for you.
 

AURELIA
Now attend your fortune’s story.
You loved a maid.
 

GOVERNOR
Right.
 

AURELIA
She never loved you.
You shall find my words are true.
 

GOVERNOR
Mass, I am afraid so.
 

AURELIA
You were about
To keep her in, but could not do’t.
Alas the while, she would not stay.
The cough o’th’ lungs blew her away.
And, which is worse, you’ll be so crossed
You’ll never find the thing that’s lost.
Yet oftentimes your sight will fear her;
She’ll be near you, and yet you ne’er the nearer.
Let her go, and be the gladder;
She’d but shame you, if you had her.
Ten counsellors could never school her.
She’s so wild, you could not rule her.
 

GOVERNOR
In troth I am of thy mind, yet I’d fain find her.
 

AURELIA
Soonest then, when you least mind her;
But if you mean to take her tripping,
Make but haste; she’s now a-shipping.
 

GOVERNOR
I ever dreamed so much.
 

FATHER
Hie to the quay!
We’ll mar your voyage; you shall brook no sea.
Exeunt Father and Governor
 

CAPTAIN
Cheateroon, high gulleroon.
 

DONDOLO
Filcheroon, purse-fulleroon.
I can say somewhat too.
 

ALL GYPSIES
Excellent Gypsy, witty rare doxy.
 

DONDOLO
I would not change my dell for a dozen of black bell-wethers.
 

CAPTAIN
Our wealth swells high, my boys.
 

DONDOLO
Our wealth swells high, my boys.
 

CAPTAIN
Let every Gypsy
Dance with his doxy,
And then drink, drink for joy.
 

DONDOLO
Let every Gypsy
Dance with his doxy,
And then drink, drink for joy.
 

ALL GYPSIES
And then drink, drink for joy.
Exeunt with a strange wild-fashioned dance to the oboes or cornetts
 

Enter Duchess, Lord Cardinal, and other Lords
 

LORD
CARDINAL
That which is merely called a will in woman,
I cannot always title it with a virtue.
 

DUCHESS
O good sir, spare me.
 

LORD CARDINAL Spare yourself, good madam.
Extremest justice is not so severe
To great offenders as your own forced strictness
To beauty, youth and time. You’ll answer for’t.
 

DUCHESS
Sir, settle your own peace; let me make mine.
 

LORD CARDINAL
But here’s a heart must pity it. When it thinks on’t,
I find compassion, though the smart be yours.
 

FIRST LORD
None here but does the like.
 

SECOND LORD Believe it, madam,
You have much wronged your time.
 

FIRST LORD Nay, let your grace
But think upon the barrenness of succession.
 

SECOND LORD
Nay, more, a vow enforced.
 

DUCHESS
What, do you all
Forsake me then, and take part with you man?
Not one friend have I left? Do they all fight
Under th’inglorious banner of his censure,
Serve under his opinion?
 

LORD CARDINAL
So will all, madam,
Whose judgements can but taste a rightful cause.
I look for more force yet; nay, your own women
Will shortly rise against you when they know
The war to be so just and honourable
As marriage is. You cannot name that woman
Will not come ready armed for such a cause.
Can chastity be any whit impaired
By that which makes it perfect? Answer, madam.
Do you profess constancy, and yet live alone?
How can that hold? You’re constant, then, to none.
That’s a dead virtue. Goodness must have practice,
Or else it ceases. Then is woman said
To be love-chaste knowing but one man’s bed — 
A mighty virtue. Beside, fruitfulness
Is part of the salvation of your sex;
And the true use of wedlock’s time and space
Is woman’s exercise for faith and grace.
 

DUCHESS
O, what have you done, my lord?
 

LORD CARDINAL Laid the way plain
To knowledge of yourself and your creation;
Unbound a forced vow that was but knit
By the strange jealousy of your dying lord,
Sinful i’th’ fast’ning.
 

DUCHESS
All the powers of constancy
Will curse you for this deed.
 

LORD CARDINAL You speak in pain, madam,
And so I take your words like one in sickness
That rails at his best friend. I know a change
Of disposition has a violent working
In all of us; ’tis fit it should have time
And counsel with itself. May you be fruitful, madam,
In all the blessings of an honoured love.
 

FIRST LORD
In all your wishes fortunate, [aside] and I
The chief of ‘em myself.
 

LORD CARDINAL Peace be at your heart, lady.
 

FIRST LORD And love, say I.
 

LORD CARDINAL
We’ll leave good thoughts now to bring in themselves.
Exeunt Lord Cardinal and Lords
 

DUCHESS
O, there’s no art like a religious cunning!
It carries away all things smooth before it.
How subtlely has his wit dealt with the lords,
To fetch in their persuasions to a business
That stands in need of none, yields of itself,
As most we women do when we seem farthest!
But little thinks the Cardinal he’s requited
After the same proportion of deceit
As he sets down for others.
 

Enter Page
O, here’s the pretty boy he preferred to me.
I never saw a meeker, gentler youth
Yet made for man’s beginning. How unfit
Was that poor fool to be Lactantio’s page!
He would have spoiled him quite, in one year utterly;
There had been no hope of him. Come hither, child,
I have forgot thy name.
 

PAGE
Antonio, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Antonio! So thou told’st me. I must chide thee:
Why didst thou weep when thou cam’st first to serve me?
 

PAGE
At the distrust of mine own merits, madam,
Knowing I was not born to those deserts
To please so great a mistress.
 

DUCHESS
‘Las, poor boy,
That’s nothing in thee but thy modest fear,
Which makes amends faster than thou canst err.
It shall be my care to have him well brought up
As a youth apt for good things. Celia!
[Enter Celia]
 

CELIA
Madam.
 

DUCHESS
Has he bestowed his hour today for music?
 

CELIA
Yes, he has, madam.
 

DUCHESS
How do you find his voice?
 

CELIA
A pretty, womanish, faint, sprawling voice, madam;
But ‘twill grow strong in time if he take care
To keep it, when he has it, from fond exercises.
 

DUCHESS
Give order to the dancing-schoolmaster
Observe an hour with him.
 

CELIA
It shall be done, lady.
He is well made for dancing, thick i’th’ chest, madam.
He will turn long and strongly.
 

DUCHESS
He shall not be behind a quality
That aptness in him or our cost can purchase;
And see he lose no time.
 

CELIA
I’ll take that order, madam.
 

PAGE
[aside]
Singing and dancing!’Las, my case is worse.
I rather need a midwife and a nurse.
Exeunt Celia and Page
 

DUCHESS
Lactantio, my procurer, not returned yet?
His malice I have fitted with an office
Which he takes pleasure to discharge with rigour.
 

Enter General [Andrugio], Lactantio, and the guard
He comes, and with him my heart’s conqueror.
My pleasing thraldom’s near.
 

ANDRUGIO
[to Lactantio] Not know the cause?
 

LACTANTIO
Yes, you shall soon do that now, to the ruin
Of your neck-part, or some nine years’ imprisonment.
You meet with mercy an you scape with that — 
Beside your lands all begged and seized upon — 
That’s admirable favour. Here’s the Duchess.
 

DUCHESS
[to Andrugio]
O sir, you’re welcome.
 

LACTANTIO
[aside] Marry, bless me still
From such a welcome.
 

DUCHESS
You are hard to come by,
It seems, sir, by the guilt of your long stay.
 

ANDRUGIO
My guilt, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
Sure you’d much ado
To take him, had you not? Speak truth, Lactantio,
And leave all favour: were you not in danger?
 

LACTANTIO
Faith, something near it, madam. He grew headstrong,
Furious and fierce; but ’tis not my condition
To speak the worst things of mine enemy, madam;
Therein I hold mine honour. But had fury
Burst into all the violent storms that ever
Played over anger in tempestuous man,
I would have brought him to your grace’s presence,
Dead or alive.
 

DUCHESS
[to Andrugio]
You would not, sir?
 

ANDRUGIO
What pride
Of pampered blood has mounted up this puckfist?
If any way, uncounselled of my judgement,
My ignorance has stepped into some error,
Which I could heart’ly curse, and so brought on me
Your great displeasure, let me feel my sin
In the full weight of justice, virtuous madam,
And let it wake me throughly. But, chaste lady,
Out of the bounty of your grace, permit not
This perfumed parcel of curled powdered hair
To cast me in the poor relish of his censure.
 

DUCHESS
It shall not need, good sir; we are ourself
Of power sufficient to judge you, ne’er doubt it, sir. — 
Withdraw, Lactantio; carefully place your guard
I’th’ next room.
 

LACTANTIO
[to Andrugio]
You’ll but fare the worse.
You see your niceness spoils you. You’ll go nigh now
To feel your sin indeed.
 

ANDRUGIO
Hell-mouth be with thee!
Exeunt Lactantio and guard
Was ever malice seen yet to gape wider
For man’s misfortunes?
 

DUCHESS
First, sir, I should think
You could not be so impudent to deny
What your own knowledge proves to you.
 

ANDRUGIO
That were a sin, madam,
More gross than flattery spent upon a villain.
 

DUCHESS
Your own confession dooms you, sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
Why, madam?
 

DUCHESS
Do not you know I made a serious vow
At my lord’s death never to marry more?
 

ANDRUGIO
That’s a truth, madam, I’m a witness to.
 

DUCHESS
Is’t so, sir? You’ll be taken presently;
This man needs no accuser. Knowing so much,
How durst you then attempt so bold a business
As to solicit me, so strictly settled,
With tempting letters and loose lines of love?
 

ANDRUGIO
Who, I do’t, madam?
 

DUCHESS
Sure the man will shortly
Deny he lives, although he walk and breathe.
 

ANDRUGIO
Better destruction snatch me quick from sight
Of human eyes than I should sin so boldly.
 

DUCHESS
’Twas well I kept it then from rage or lire,
For my truth’s credit. Look you, sir.
[She gives him the letter]
Read out.
You know the hand and name.
 

ANDRUGIO
Andrugio!
 

DUCHESS
An if such things be fit the world shall judge.
 

ANDRUGIO
Madam — 
 

DUCHESS
Pish, that’s not so; it begins otherwise.
Pray look again, sir. How you’d slight your knowledge!
 

ANDRUGIO
By all the reputation I late won — 
 

DUCHESS
Nay, an you dare not read, sir, I am gone.
 

ANDRUGIO
Read? ‘Most fair Duchess!’
 

DUCHESS
O, have you found it now?
There’s a sweet flatt’ring phrase for a beginning.
You thought, belike, that would o’ercome me.
 

ANDRUGIO
I, madam?
 

DUCHESS
Nay, on, sir; you are slothful.
 

ANDRUGIO
‘The report of your vow shall not fear me—’
 

DUCHESS
No? Are you so resolute. ’Tis well for you, sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
‘I know you’re but a woman—’
 

DUCHESS
Well, what then, sir?
 

ANDRUGIO
‘And what a woman is a wise man knows.’
 

DUCHESS
Let him know what he can, he’s glad to get us.
 

ANDRUGIO
‘Perhaps my condition may seem blunt to you—’
 

DUCHESS
Well; we find no fault with your bluntness.
 

ANDRUGIO
‘But no man’s love can be more sharp set—’
 

DUCHESS
Ay, there’s good stuff now.
 

ANDRUGIO
‘And I know
Desires in both sexes have skill at that weapon.’
 

DUCHESS
‘Weapon’! You begin like a flatterer, and end like a fencer.
Are these fit lines now to be sent to us?
 

ANDRUGIO
Now by the honour of a man, his truth, madam,
My name’s abused.
 

DUCHESS
Fie, fie, deny your hand?
I will not deny mine; here, take it freely, sir,
And with it my true constant heart for ever.
I never disgraced man that sought my favour.
 

ANDRUGIO
What mean you, madam?
 

DUCHESS
To requite you, sir.
By courtesy I hold my reputation,
And you shall taste it. Sir, in as plain truth
As the old time walked in when love was simple
And knew no art nor guile, I affect you.
My heart has made her choice. I love you, sir,
Above my vow. The frown that met you first
Wore not the livery of anger, sir,
But of deep policy. I made your enemy
The instrument for all; there you may praise me,
And ‘twill not be ill given.
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside] Here’s a strange language!
The constancy of love bless me from learning on’t,
Although ambition would soon teach it others. — 
Madam, the service of whole life is yours; but — 
 

DUCHESS
Enough; thou’rt mine for ever. — Within there!
 

Enter Lactantio and the guard
 

LACTANTIO
Madam.
 

DUCHESS
Lay hands upon him; bear him hence;
See he be kept close prisoner in our palace.
[Aside to Andrugio] The time’s not yet ripe for our nuptial solace.
Exit
 

LACTANTIO
This you could clear yourself?
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside] There’s a voice that wearies me
More than mine own distractions.
 

LACTANTIO
You are innocent?
 

ANDRUGIO
[aside]
I have not a time idle enough from passion
To give this devil an answer. O, she’s lost!
Cursed be that love by which a better’s crossed!
 

LACTANTIO
How is he disgraced,
And I advanced in love! Faith, he that can
Wish more to his enemy is a spiteful man,
And worthy to be punished. Exit
 

Finis Actus Quartus
 




Act V.
 

Enter Page, [carrying music-books,] Celia, and
Crotchet
 

CELIA
[to Crotchet]
Sir, I’m of that opinion. Being kept hard to’t,
In troth I think he’ll take his prick-song well.
 

CROTCHET
G sol-re-ut! You guess not right, i’faith.
Mistress, you’ll find you’re in an error straight. — 
Come on, sir, lay the books down. [To Celia] You shall see now.
[Crotchet and Celia talk apart]
 

PAGE
[aside]
Would I’d an honest caudle next my heart!
Let whos’ would ‘sol fa’; I’d give them my part.
In troth, methinks I have a great longing in me
To bite a piece of the musician’s nose off.
But I’ll rather lose my longing
Than spoil the poor man’s singing.
The very tip will serve my turn, methinks.
If I could get it, that he might well spare;
His nose is of the longest. [Laying down the books] O, my back!
 

CROTCHET
[to Celia]
You shall hear that. — Rehearse your gamut, boy.
 

PAGE
[aside]
Who’d be thus toiled for love, and want the joy?
 

CROTCHET
Why, when? Begin, sir. I must stay your leisure?
 

PAGE
[singing]
Gam ut, A re, B mi, C fa, D sol — 
 

CROTCHET
E la: aloft, above the clouds, my boy.
 

PAGE
It must be a better note than ‘E la’, sir,
That brings musicians thither; they’re too hasty,
The most part of ‘em, to take such a journey,
And must needs fall by th’ way.
 

CROTCHET
How many clefs be there?
 

PAGE
One clef, sir.
 

CROTCHET
O intolerable heretic
To voice and music! Do you know but one clef?
 

PAGE
No more, indeed, one, sir; [aside] and at this time
I know too much of that.
 

CROTCHET
How many notes be there?
 

PAGE
Eight, sir. [Aside] I fear me I shall find nine shortly,
To my great shame and sorrow. O, my stomach!
 

CROTCHET
Will you repeat your notes, then? I must sol-fa you.
Why, when, sir?
 

PAGE
A large, a long, a breve, a semibreve, a minim, a crotchet, a quaver, a semiquaver.
 

CROTCHET
O, have you found the way?
 

PAGE
Never trust me
If I have not lost my wind with naming of ‘em.
 

CROTCHET
Come, boy, your mind’s upon some other thing now.
Set to your song.
 

PAGE
[aside] Was ever wench so punished?
 

CROTCHET
Ut. Come, begin.
 

PAGE
[singing] Ut, re, mi, fa, sol, la.
Here the Page and Crotchet sing prick-song
 

CROTCHET
Keep time, you foolish boy!
[They sing again]
How like you this, madonna?
 

CELIA
Pretty.
He will do well in time, being kept under.
 

CROTCHET
I’ll make his ears sore and his knuckles ache else.
 

CELIA
And that’s the way to bring a boy to goodness, sir.
 

CROTCHET
There’s many now waxed proper gentlemen
Whom I have nipped i’th’ ear, wench, that’s my comfort. — 
Come, sing me over the last song I taught you.
You’re perfect in that, sure. Look you keep time well,
[He offers to beat the Page]
Or here I’ll notch your faults up. Sol, sol, begin, boy.
Music. Song [sung by the Page]
 

CELIA
[to Crotchet] So, you’ve done well, sir.
 

Enter Cinquepace the dancer
Here comes the dancing-master now; you’re discharged.
 

CINQUEPACE
O, Signor Crotchet, O!
 

CROTCHET
A minim rest,
Two clefs, and a semibreve! In the name
Of Alamire, what’s the matter, sir?
 

CINQUEPACE
The horriblest disaster that ever disgraced
The lofty cunning of a dancer.
 

CROTCHET
B fa, B mi!
Heaven forbid, man!
 

CINQUEPACE
O, oo, the most cruel fortune!
 

CROTCHET
That semiquaver is no friend to you,
That I must tell you. ’Tis not for a dancer
To put his voice so hard to’t; every workman
Must use his own tools, sir. D la-sol, man, dilate
The matter to me.
 

CINQUEPACE
Faith, riding upon my foot-cloth, as I use to do, coming through a crowd, by chance I let fall my fiddle.
 

CROTCHET
D sol-re! Your fiddle, sir?
 

CINQUEPACE
O, that such an instrument should be made to betray a poor gentleman! Nay, which is more lamentable, whose luck should it be to take up this unfortunate yellow, poor soul; my own flesh knows I wrong her not.
Come, Metereza, once more shake your great hips and your little heels, since you begin to fall in of yourself, and dance over the end of the coranto I taught you last night.
 

CELIA
The tune’s clear out of my head, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
A pox of my little usher! How long he stays, too, with the second part of the former fiddle! Come, I’ll sol-fa it i’th’ mean time. Fa-la-la-la (etc.)
[Celia dances]
Perfectly excellent. I will make you fit to dance with the best Christian gentleman in Europe, and keep time with him for his heart, ere I give you over.
 

CELIA
Nay, I know I shall do well, sir, and I am somewhat proud on’t; but ’twas my mother’s fault when she danced with the Duke of Florence.
 

CINQUEPACE
Why, you’ll never dance well, while you live, if you be not proud. I know that by myself. I may teach my heart out if you have not the grace to follow me.
 

CELIA
I warrant you for that, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
Gentlewomen that are good scholars will come
As near their masters as they can. I have known some
Lie with ‘em for their better understanding.
I speak not this to draw you on, forsooth.
Use your pleasure. If you come you’re welcome;
You shall see a fine lodging, a dish of comfits,
Music, and sweet linen.
 

CELIA
And trust me, sir, no woman can wish more in this world,
Unless it be ten pound i’th’ chamber window,
Laid ready in good gold against she rises.
 

CINQUEPACE
Those things are got in a morning, wench, with me.
 

CELIA
Indeed, I hold the morning the best time of getting.
So says my sister; she’s a lawyer’s wife, sir, fiddle but a barber’s prentice, who cried out presently, according to his nature, ‘You trim gentleman on horseback, you’ve lost your fiddle, your worship’s fiddle!’
Seeing me upon my foot-cloth, the mannerly coxcomb could say no less. But away rid I, sir, put my horse to a coranto pace, and left my fiddle behind me.
 

CROTCHET
D la-sol-re!
 

CINQUEPACE
Ay; was’t not a strange fortune? An excellent treble viol, by my troth, ’twas my master’s when I was but a pumper — that is, a puller-on of gentlemen’s pumps.
 

CROTCHET
C, C sol-fa. I knew you then, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
But I make no question but I shall hear on’t shortly at one broker’s or another, for I know the barber will scorse it away for some old cithern.
 

CROTCHET
E la-mi, my life for yours on that, sir. I must to my other scholars, my hour calls me away. I leave you to your practise. Fa-sol-la. Fare you well, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
The lavoltas of a merry heart be with you, sir; and a merry heart makes a good singing man.
Exit
[Crotchet with his books]
A man may love to hear himself talk when he carries pith in’s mouth. — Metereza Celia!
 

CELIA
Signor Cinquepace, the welcom’st gentleman alive of a dancer!
This is the youth. He can do little yet;
His prick-song very poorly. He is one
Must have it put into him; somewhat dull, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
As you are all at first. You know ’twas long
Ere you could learn your doubles.
 

CELIA
Ay, that’s true, sir,
But I can tickle’t now. [Dancing] Fa-la-la (etc.)
Lo you, how like you me now, sir?
 

CINQUEPACE
Marry, pray for the founder; here he stands.
Long may he live to receive quartr’ages, go brave, and pay his mercer wondrous duly — ay, and his jealous laundress, that for the love she bears him starches
And should know what belongs to cases best.
A fitter time for this; I must not talk
Too long of women’s matters before boys.
He’s very raw. You must take pains with him;
It is the Duchess’ mind it should be so.
She loves him well, I tell you. Exit
 

CINQUEPACE
How, love him?
He’s too little for any woman’s love i’th’ town, by three handfuls. I wonder of a great woman she’s no more wit, i’faith. One of my pitch were somewhat tolerable.
 

Enter Usher, [with a viol]
O, are you come? Who would be thus plagued with a dandiprat usher? How many kicks do you deserve, in conscience?
 

USHER
Your horse is safe, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
Now I talked of kicking,
’Twas well remembered. Is not the footcloth stol’n yet?
 

USHER
More by good hap than any cunning, sir.
Would any gentleman but you get a tailor’s son to walk his horse, in this dear time of black velvet?
 

CINQUEPACE
Troth, thou say’st true. Thy care has got thy pardon.
I’ll venture so no more. [To the Page] Come, my young scholar,
I am ready for you now.
 

PAGE
[aside] Alas, ‘twill kill me!
I’m even as full of qualms as heart can bear.
How shall I do to hold up? — Alas, sir,
I can dance nothing but, ill-favouredly,
A strain or two of passemeasures galliard.
 

CINQUEPACE
Marry, you’re forwarder than I conceived you.
A toward stripling. Enter him, Nicholao,
For the fool’s bashful, as they are all at first
Till they be once well entered.
 

USHER
Passemeasures, sir?
 

CINQUEPACE
Ay, sir, I hope you hear me. Mark him now, boy.
[The Usher plays the viol, entering the Page into a] dance
Ha, well done, exc’llent boys! Dainty fine springals,
The glory of Dancers’ Hall — if they had any.
And of all professions they had most need of one,
For room to practise in; yet they have none.
O times! O manners! you have very little.
Why should the leaden-heeled plumber have his hall,
And the light-footed dancer none at all?
But fortune de la guerre, things must be.
We’re born to teach in back-houses and nooks,
Garrets sometimes, where’t rains upon our books. — 
Come on, sir, are you ready? First your honour.
 

PAGE
[aside]
I’ll wish no foe a greater cross upon her.
[The Page curtsies]
 

CINQUEPACE
Curtsy, heyday! Run to him, Nicholao! By this light, he will shame me; he makes curtsy like a chamber-maid.
 

USHER
Why, what do you mean, page? Are you mad? Did you ever see a boy begin a dance and make curtsy like a wench before?
 

PAGE
Troth, I was thinking of another thing,
And quite forgot myself. I pray forgive me, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
Come, make amends then now with a good leg, and dance it sprightly.
[The Page makes a leg]
What a beastly leg has he made there now. ’Twould vex one’s heart out. Now begin, boy.
[He plays a cinquepace on the viol, and the Page dances with close knees]
O, O, O, O! (etc.) Open thy knees, wider, wider, wider, wider! Did you ever see a boy dance clenched up? He needs a pick-lock. Out upon thee for an arrant ass, an arrant ass! I shall lose my credit by thee, a pest’lence on thee! [To the Usher] Here, boy, hold the viol; let me come to him. I shall get more disgrace by this little monkey now than by all the ladies that ever I taught.
[The Usher plays the viol]
[To the Page] Come on, sir, now; cast thy leg out from thee, lift it up aloft, boy. A pox, his knees are soldered together, they’re sewed together. Canst not stride? O,
I could eat thee up, I could eat thee up, and begin upon thy hinder quarter, thy hinder quarter. I shall never teach this boy without a screw; his knees must be opened with a vice, or there’s no good to be done upon him. — Who taught you to dance, boy?
 

PAGE
It is but little, sir, that I can do.
 

CINQUEPACE
No; I’ll be sworn for you.
 

PAGE
And that Signor Lactantio taught me, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
Signor Lactantio was an arrant coxcomb,
And fit to teach none but white-baker’s children
To knead their knees together. You can turn above ground, boy?
 

PAGE
Not I, sir. [Aside] My turn’s rather underground.
 

CINQUEPACE
We’ll see what you can do. I love to try
What’s in my scholars, the first hour I teach them.
Show him a close trick now, Nicholao.
[The Usher makes a leaping turn]
Ha, dainty stripling! Come, boy.
 

PAGE
‘Las, not I, sir.
I am not for lofty tricks, indeed I am not, sir.
 

CINQUEPACE
How! Such another word, down goes your hose, boy.
 

PAGE
[aside]
Alas, ’tis time for me to do anything then.
[The Page offers to leap, and falls]
 

CINQUEPACE
Heyday, he’s down! Is this your lofty trick, boy?
 

USHER
O master, the boy swoons. He’s dead, I fear me.
 

CINQUEPACE
Dead! I ne’er knew one die with a lofty trick before. — 
Up, sirrah, up.
 

PAGE
A midwife, run for a midwife!
 

CINQUEPACE
A midwife? By this light, the boy’s with child!
A miracle! Some woman is the father.
The world’s turned upside down. Sure if men breed
Women must get; one never could do both yet.
No marv’l you danced close-knee’d the cinquepace.
Put up my fiddle; here’s a stranger case.
Exit Cinquepace, [supporting the] Page
 

USHER
That ’tis, I’ll swear; ‘twill make the Duchess wonder.
I fear me ‘twill bring dancing out of request,
And hinder our profession for a time.
Your women that are closely got with child
Will put themselves clean out of exercise,
And will not venture now for fear of meeting
Their shames in a coranto, specially
If they be near their time. Well, in my knowledge,
If that should happen we are sure to lose
Many a good waiting-woman that’s now over-shoes.
Alas the while! Exit
 

Enter the Duchess and Celia
 

DUCHESS
Thou tell’st me things are enemies to reason.
I cannot get my faith to entertain ‘em,
And I hope ne’er shall.
 

CELIA
’Tis too true, madam.
 

DUCHESS
I say ’tis false. ‘Twere better thou’dst been dumb
Than spoke a truth s’unpleasing; thou shalt get
But little praise by’t. He whom we affect
To place his love upon so base a creature?
 

CELIA
Nay, ugliness itself — you’d say so, madam,
If you but saw her once — a strolling Gypsy.
No Christian that is born a hind could love her;
She’s the sun’s masterpiece for tawniness;
Yet have I seen Andrugio’s arms about her,
Perceived his hollow whisp’rings in her ear,
His joys at meeting her.
 

DUCHESS
What joy could that be?
 

CELIA
Such, madam, I have seldom seen it equalled.
He kissed her with that greediness of affection
As if her lips had been as red as yours.
I looked still when he would be black in mouth,
Like boys with eating hedgeberries. Nay, more, madam;
He bribed one of his keepers with ten ducats
To find her out amongst a flight of Gypsies.
 

DUCHESS
I’ll have that keeper hanged — and you, for malice.
She cannot be so bad as you report
Whom he so firmly loves. You’re false in much,
And I will have you tried. Go fetch her to us.
Exit Celia
He cannot be himself and appear guilty
Of such gross folly; has an eye of judgement,
And that will overlook him. This wench fails
In understanding service. She must home,
Live at her house i’th’ country; she decays
In beauty and discretion.
 

Enter Celia, and Aurelia,
[like a Gypsy]
Who hast brought there?
 

CELIA
This is she, madam.
 

DUCHESS
Youth and whiteness bless me!
It is not possible. He talked sensibly
Within this hour; this cannot be. How does he?
I fear me my restraint has made him mad.
 

CELIA
His health is perfect, madam.
 

DUCHESS
You are perfect
In falsehood still; he’s certainly distracted.
Though I’d be loath to foul my words upon her,
She looks so beastly, yet I’ll ask the question.
Are you beloved, sweet face, of Andrugio?
 

AURELIA
Yes, showrly, mistress, he done love me
‘Bove all the girls that shine above me.
Full often has he sweetly kissed me,
And wept as often when he missed me;
Swore he was to marry none
But me alone.
 

DUCHESS
Out on thee, marry thee? — Away with her.
Clear mine eyes of her. — 
A curate that has got his place by simony,
Is not half black enough to marry thee. Exit Aurelia
Surely the man’s far spent, howe’er he carries it.
He’s without question mad; but I ne’er knew
Man bear it better before company.
The love of woman wears so thick a blindness
It sees no fault but only man’s unkindness;
And that’s so gross it may be felt. Here, Celia,
[She gives Celia a token of her warrant]
Take this; with speed command Andrugio to us,
And his guard from him.
 

CELIA
It shall straight be done, madam.
Exit
 

DUCHESS
I’ll look into his carriage more judiciously
When I next get him. A wrong done to beauty
Is greater than an injury done to love,
And we’ll less pardon it; for had it been
A creature whose perfection had outshined me,
It had been honourable judgement in him,
And to my peace a noble satisfaction;
But as it is, ’tis monstrous above folly!
Look he be mad indeed, and throughly gone,
Or he pays dearly for’t. ’Tis not
The ordinary madness of a gentleman
That shall excuse him here. He’d better lose
His wits eternally than lose my grace.
So strange is the condition of his fall,
He’s safe in nothing but in loss of all.
 

Enter Andrugio [and Celia]
He comes. Now by the fruits of all my hopes,
A man that has his wits cannot look better.
It likes me well enough. There’s life in’s eye,
And civil health in’s cheek; he stands with judgement,
And bears his body well. What ails this man?
Sure I durst venture him ‘mongst a thousand ladies,
Let ‘em shoot all their scoffs — which makes none laugh
But their own waiting-women, and they dare do no otherwise.
Come nearer, sir. I pray keep further off,
Now I remember you.
 

ANDRUGIO
What new trick’s in this now?
 

DUCHESS
How long have you been mad, sir?
 

ANDRUGIO
Mad? A great time, lady:
Since I first knew I should not sin, yet sinned;
That’s now some thirty years, by’r Lady, upwards.
 

DUCHESS
[aside]
This man speaks reason wondrous feelingly,
Enough to teach the rudest soul good manners. — 
You cannot be excused with lightness now,
Or frantic fits; you’re able to instruct, sir,
And be a light to men. If you have errors
They be not ignorant in you, but wilful,
And in that state I seize on ‘em. Did I
Bring thee acquainted lately with my heart?
And when thou thought’st a storm of anger took thee,
It in a moment cleared up all to love,
To the abusing of thy spiteful enemy
That sought to fix his malice upon thee;
And couldst thou so requite me?
 

ANDRUGIO
How, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
To wrong all worth in man, to deal so basely
Upon contempt itself, disdain, and loathsomeness — 
A thing whose face through ugliness frights children,
A straggling Gypsy!
 

ANDRUGIO
See how you may err, madam,
Through wrongful information. By my hopes
Of truth and mercy, there is no such love
Bestowed upon a creature so unworthy.
 

DUCHESS
No? Then you cannot fly me. — Fetch her back;
[Exit Celia]
And though the sight of her displease mine eye
Worse than th’offensiv’st object earth and nature
Can present to us, yet, for truth’s probation,
We will endure’t contentfully.
 

Enter Celia, and Aurelia, [like herself]
What now,
Art thou returned without her?
 

ANDRUGIO
No, madam. This is she my peace dwells in.
If here be either baseness of descent,
Rudeness of manners, or deformity
In face or fashion, I have lost, I’ll yield it.
Tax me severely, madam.
 

DUCHESS
[to Celia] How thou stand’st,
As dumb as the salt-pillar! Where’s this Gypsy?
[Celia brings Aurelia forward, and shows the
Gypsy clothes Aurelia was wearing]
What, no! I cannot blame thee then for silence.
Now I’m confounded too, and take part with thee.
 

AURELIA
[kneeling]
Your pardon and your pity, virtuous madam.
Cruel restraint, joined with the power of love,
Taught me that art; in that disguise I scaped
The hardness of my fortunes. You that see
What love’s force is, good madam, pity me.
 

ANDRUGIO
[kneeling]
Your grace has ever been the friend of truth;
And here ’tis set before you.
 

DUCHESS
I confess
I have no wrong at all; she’s younger, fairer.
He has not now dishonoured me in choice.
I much commend his noble care and judgement.
’Twas a just cross, led in by a temptation,
For offering but to part from my dear vow,
And I’ll embrace it cheerfully. — Rise both.
The joys of faithful marriage bless your souls.
I will not part you.
 

ANDRUGIO
[rising] Virtue’s crown be yours, madam.
 

Enter Lactantio
 

AURELIA
[aside]
O, there appears the life of all my wishes. — 
Is your grace pleased, out of your bounteous goodness
To a poor virgin’s comforts, I shall freely
Enjoy whom my heart loves?
 

DUCHESS
Our word is past,
Enjoy without disturbance.
 

AURELIA
[rising] There, Lactantio.
Spread thy arms open wide, to welcome her
That has wrought all this means to rest in thee.
 

ANDRUGIO
Death of my joys! How’s this?
 

LACTANTIO
Prithee away, fond fool. Hast no shame in thee?
Thou’rt bold and ignorant, whate’er thou art.
 

AURELIA
Whate’er I am? Do not you know me then?
 

LACTANTIO
Yes, for some waiting-vessel; but the times
Are changed with me, if you’d the grace to know ‘em.
I looked for more respect; I am not spoke withal
After this rate, I tell you. Learn hereafter
To know what belongs to me. You shall see
All the court teach you shortly. Farewell, Manners.
 

DUCHESS
[aside]
I’ll mark the event of this.
[She whispers to Celia. Exit Celia]
 

AURELIA
[aside] I’ve undone myself
Two ways at once: lost a great deal of time,
And now I am like to lose more. O my fortune!
I was nineteen yesterday, and partly vowed
To have a child by twenty, if not twain.
To see how maids are crossed! But I’m plagued justly;
And she that makes a fool of her first love,
Let her ne’er look to prosper. [To Andrugio] Sir.
 

ANDRUGIO
O falsehood!
 

AURELIA
Have you forgiveness in you? There’s more hope of me
Than of a maid that never yet offended.
 

ANDRUGIO
Make me your property?
 

AURELIA
I’ll promise you
I’ll never make you worse; and, sir, you know
There are worse things for women to make men.
But by my hope of children, and all lawful,
I’ll be as true for ever to your bed
As she in thought or deed that never erred.
 

ANDRUGIO
I’ll once believe a woman, be it but to strengthen
Weak faith in other men. I have a love
That covers all thy faults.
 

Enter Lord Cardinal and the Lords
 

LORD
CARDINAL [aside to Lactantio]
Nephew, prepare thyself
With meekness and thanksgiving to receive
Thy reverend fortune. Amongst all the lords,
Her close affection now makes choice of thee.
 

LACTANTIO
[aside]
Alas, I’m not to learn to know that now.
Where could she make choice here if I were missing?
’Twould trouble the whole state, and puzzle ‘em all,
To find out such another.
 

LORD CARDINAL ’Tis high time, madam,
If your grace please, to make election now.
Behold, they are all assembled.
 

DUCHESS
What election?
You speak things strange to me, sir.
 

LORD CARDINAL HOW, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
Give me your meaning plainly, like a father.
You are too religious, sir, to deal in riddles.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Is there a plainer way than leads to marriage, madam,
And the man set before you?
 

DUCHESS
O blasphemy
To sanctimonious faith! Comes it from you, sir? — 
An ill example. Know you what you speak,
Or who you are? Is not my vow in place?
How dare you be so bold, sir! Say a woman
Were tempt with a temptation, must you presently
Take all th’advantage on’t?
 

LORD CARDINAL Is this in earnest, madam?
 

DUCHESS
Heaven pardon you if you do not think so, sir;
You’ve much to answer for. But I will leave you;
Return I humbly now from whence I fell.
All you blest powers that register the vows
Of virgins and chaste matrons, look on me
With eyes of mercy; seal forgiveness to me
By signs of inward peace; and, to be surer
That I will never fail your good hopes of me,
I bind myself more strictly. All my riches
I’ll speedily commend to holy uses,
This temple unto some religious sanctuary,
Where all my time to come I will allow
For fruitful thoughts; so knit I up my vow.
 

LACTANTIO
This ’tis to hawk at eagles. Pox of pride;
It lays a man i’th’ mire still, like a jade
That has too many tricks and ne’er a good one.
I must gape high! I’m in a sweet case now.
I was sure of one, and now I have lost her too.
 

DUCHESS
[to the Lord Cardinal]
I know, my lord, all that great studious care
Is for your kinsman; he’s provided for
According to his merits.
 

LORD CARDINAL How’s that, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
Upon the firmness of my faith, it’s true, sir.
[Enter Celia, and the former Page, like herself, with an infant]
See, here’s the gentlewoman; the match was made
Near forty weeks ago. He knows the time, sir,
Better than I can tell him, and the poor gentlewoman
Better than he. But being religious, sir, and fearing you,
He durst not own her for his wife till now,
Only contracted with her in man’s apparel,
For the more modesty, because he was bashful,
And never could endure the sight of woman
For fear that you should see her. This was he
Chose for my love; this page preferred to me.
 

LACTANTIO
I’m paid with mine own money.
 

LORD CARDINAL Dare hypocrisy,
For fear of vengeance, sit so close to virtue?
Steal’st thou a holy vestment from religion,
To clothe forbidden lust with? Th’open villain
Goes before thee to mercy, and his penitency
Is blest with a more sweet and quick return.
I utterly disclaim all blood in thee.
I’ll sooner make a parricide my heir
Than such a monster. — O forgive me, madam!
Th’apprehension of the wrong to you
Has a sin’s weight at it. I forget all charity
When I but think upon him.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, my lord,
At our request, since we are pleased to pardon,
And send remission to all former errors
Which conscionable justice now sets right.
From you we expect patience. He’s had punishment
Enough in his false hopes; trust me he has, sir;
They have requited his dissembling largely.
And to erect your falling goodness to him,
We’ll begin first ourself. Ten thousand ducats
The gentlewoman shall bring out of our treasure
To make her dowry.
 

LORD CARDINAL None has the true way
Of overcoming anger with meek virtue
Like your compassionate grace.
 

LACTANTIO
Curse of this fortune!
This ’tis to meddle with taking stuff, whose belly cannot be confined in a waistband. [To the Page] Pray, what have you done with the breeches? We shall have need of ‘em shortly. An we get children so fast they are too good to be cast away. My son and heir need not scorn to wear what his mother has left off. I had my fortune told me by a Gypsy seven years ago; she said then I should be the spoil of many a maid, and at seven years’ end marry a quean for my labour; which falls out wicked and true.
 

DUCHESS
[to the Lord Cardinal]
We all have faults; look not so much on his.
Who lives i’th’ world that never did amiss? — 
For you, Aurelia, I commend your choice.
You’ve one after our heart. And though your father
Be not in presence, we’ll assure his voice.
Doubt not his liking, his o’erjoying rather.
[To Lactantio] You, sir, embrace your own; ’tis your full due.
No page serves me more that once dwells with you.
O, they that search out man’s intents shall find
There’s more dissemblers than of womenkind.
Exeunt
 

Finis
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Prologue
 

Enter Prologue
A sport only for Christmas is the play
This hour presents t’ you. To make you gay
Is all th’ambition’t has, and fullest aim
(Bent at your smiles) to win itself a name.
And if your edge be not quite taken off,
Wearied with sports, I hope ‘twill make you laugh.
[Exit]
 




Act I.
 

Table and standish. Enter Signor Martino (an old justice’s clerk) and Francisco [a young gentleman]
 

FRANCISCO
Martino?
 

MARTINO
Signor Francisco? You’re the luckiest gentleman to meet or see first in a morning; I never saw you yet but I was sure of money within less than half an hour.
 

FRANCISCO
I bring you the same luck still.
 

MARTINO
What? You do not! I hope, sir, you are not come for another warrant?
 

FRANCISCO
Yes, faith, for another warrant.
 

MARTINO
Why, there’s my dream come out then. I never dreamed of a buttock but I was sure to have money for a warrant. It is the luckiest part of all the body to me. Let every man speak as he finds. Now your usurer is of opinion that to dream of the devil is your wealthier dream, and I think if a man dream of that part that brings many to the devil, ’tis as good, and has all one smatch indeed. For if one be the flesh, th’other’s the broth. So ’tis in all his members, an we mark it. If gluttony be the meat, lechery is the porridge: they’re both boiled together, and we clerks will have our modicum too, though it conclude in the twopenny chop.
[Francisco does not mark Martino’s speech]
Why, sir, Signor Francisco?
 

FRANCISCO
[aside] ’Twas her voice sure,
Or my soul takes delight to think it was,
And makes a sound like hers.
 

MARTINO
Sir, I beseech you.
 

FRANCISCO
It is the prettiest contrived building, this.
What posy’s that, I prithee?
 

MARTINO
Which, sir? that
Under the great brass squirt?
 

FRANCISCO
Ay, that, sir, that.
 

MARTINO
‘From fire, from water, and all things amiss
Deliver the house of an honest justice.’
 

FRANCISCO
There’s like to be a good house kept then, when fire and water’s forbidden to come into the kitchen.
[Aside] Not yet a sight of her? This hour’s unfortunate. And what’s that yonder, prithee? — [Aside] O love’s famine,
There’s no affliction like thee. — Ay, I hear you, sir.
 

MARTINO
You’re quicker-eared than I then: you hear me
Before I heard myself.
 

FRANCISCO
A gift in friendship;
Some call it an instinct.
 

MARTINO
It may be;
Th’other’s the sweeter phrase though. Look you, sir:
Mine own wit this, and ’tis as true as turtle.
‘A goose quill and a clerk, a constable and a lantern
Brings many a bawd from coach to cart, and many a thief to one turn.’
 

FRANCISCO
That ‘one turn’ helped you well.
 

MARTINO
It’s helped me to money indeed for many a warrant. I am forty dollars the better for that one turn; an ’twould come off quicker, ‘twere ne’er a whit the worse for me. But indeed when thieves are taken, and break away twice or thrice one after another, there’s my gains; then goes out more warrants to fetch ‘em again. One fine nimble villain may be worth a man ten dollars in and out, o’ that fashion. I love such a one with my heart; ay, and will help him to ‘scape, too, an I can. Hear you me that? I’ll have him in at all times at a month’s warning. Nay, say I let him run like a summer nag all the vacation — see you these blanks?
I’ll send him but one of these bridles, and bring him in at Michaelmas with a vengeance. Nothing kills my heart, but when one of ‘em dies, sir. Then there’s no hope of more money. I had rather lose at all times two of my best kindred than an excellent thief; for he’s a gentleman I’m more beholden to.
 

FRANCISCO
You betray your mystery too much, sir. [Aside] Yet no comfort?
’Tis but her sight that I waste precious time for,
For more I cannot hope for, she’s so strict;
Yet that I cannot have.
 

MARTINO
I’m ready now, signor. Here are blank warrants of all dispositions. Give me but the name and nature of your malefactor, and I’ll bestow him according to his merits.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
This only is th’excuse that bears me out
And keeps off impudency and suspicion
From my too frequent coming. What name now
Shall I think on, and not to wrong the house?
This coxcomb will be prating. — One Astilio;
His offence, wilful murder.
 

MARTINO
Wilful murder? O, I love o’ life to have such a fellow come under my fingers. Like a beggar that’s long a-taking leave of a fat louse, I’m loath to part with him; I must look upon him over and over first. Are you wilful? I’faith, I’ll be as wilful as you then.
 

Enter Philippa and Violetta at a window
 

PHILIPPA
Martino!
 

MARTINO
Mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Make haste; your master’s going.
 

MARTINO
I’m but about a wilful murder, forsooth. I’ll dispatch that presently.
[Martino writes]
 

PHILIPPA
[to Francisco]
Good morrow, sir. [Aside] O that I durst say more.
[Exeunt Philippa and Violetta from the window]
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
’Tis gone again, since. Such are all life’s pleasures — 
No sooner known, but lost; he that enjoys ‘em
The length of life has but a longer dream;
He wakes to this i’th’ end, and sees all nothing.
[Enter Philippa above]
 

PHILIPPA
He cannot see me now. I’ll mark him better Before I be too rash. Sweetly composed he is.
Now as he stands, he’s worth a woman’s love
That loves only for shape, as most on’s do.
But I must have him wise as well as proper.
He comes not in my books else, and indeed
I have thought upon a course to try his wit. Violetta!
[Enter Violetta above]
 

VIOLETTA
Mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Yonder’s the gentleman again.
 

VIOLETTA
O, sweet mistress,
Pray give me leave to see him.
 

PHTLIPPA
Nay, take heed.
Open not the window, an you love me.
 

VIOLETTA
No, I’ve the view of his whole body here, mistress,
At this poor little slit. O, enough, enough.
In troth, ’tis a fine outside.
 

PHILIPPA
I see that.
 

VIOLETTA
He’s curled his hair most judiciously well.
 

PHILIPPA
Ay, there’s thy love now: it begins in barbarism.
She buys a goose with feathers, that loves a gentleman for’s hair; she may be cozened to her face, wench.
Away, he takes his leave. Reach me that letter hither.
Quick, quick, wench!
[Violetta hands the letter to Philippa, who drops it as the men talk below]
 

MARTINO
[to Francisco] Nay, look upon’t, and spare not.
Everyone cannot get that kind of warrant from me, signor. Do you see this prick i’th’ bottom? It betokens power and speed. It is a privy mark, that runs betwixt the constables and my master. Those that cannot read, when they see this, know ’tis for lechery or murder; and this being away, the warrant comes gelded and insufficient.
 

FRANCISCO
I thank you, sir.
 

MARTINO
Look you, all these are nihils,
They want the punction.
 

FRANCISCO
 Yes, I see they do, sir.
There’s for thy pains. — [Aside] Mine must go unrewarded.
The better love, the worse by fate regarded. Exit
 

MARTINO
Well, go thy ways for the sweetest customer that ever penman was blessed withal. — Now will he come for another tomorrow again. If he hold on this course, he will leave never a knave i’th’ town within this twelvemonth. No matter, I shall be rich enough by that time.
 

PHILIPPA
[above] Martino!
 

MARTINO
Say you, forsooth?
 

PHILIPPA
What paper’s that the gentleman let fall there?
 

MARTINO
Paper? [Aside]’Tis the warrant, I hope. If it be,
I’ll hide it, and make him pay for’t again. No, pox; ’tis not so happy.
 

PHILIPPA
What is’t, sirrah?
 

MARTINO
’Tis nothing but a letter, forsooth.
 

PHILIPPA
Is that nothing?
 

MARTINO
Nothing in respect of a warrant, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
A letter? Why, it’s been many a man’s undoing, sir.
 

MARTINO
So has a warrant, an you go to that, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Read but the superscription, and away with’t.
Alas, it may concern the gentleman nearly.
 

MARTINO
Why, mistress, this letter is at home already.
 

PHILIPPA
At home? How mean you, sir?
 

MARTINO
You shall hear, mistress.
[Reads] ‘To the deserving’st of all her sex, and most worthy of his best respect and love, Mrs Philippa
Brandino.’
[He gives her the letter]
 

PHILIPPA
How, sir, to me?
 

MARTINO
To you, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Run, as thou lov’st my honour and thy life.
Call him again. I’ll not endure this injury.
But stay; stay, now I think on’t. ’Tis my credit.
I’ll have your master’s counsel. Ah, base fellow,
To leave his loose lines thus. ’Tis even as much
As a poor honest gentlewoman’s undoing,
Had I not a grave wiseman to my husband — 
And thou, a vigilant varlet, to admit
Thou car’st not whom.
 

MARTINO
‘Las, ’tis my office, mistress.
You know you have a kirtle every year,
And ’tis within two months of the time now.
The velvet’s coming over. Pray be milder.
A man that has a place must take money of anybody.
Please you to throw me down but half a dollar, and I’ll make you a warrant for him now; that’s all I care for him.
 

PHILIPPA
Well, look you be clear now from this foul conspiracy
Against mine honour, or your master’s love to you,
That makes you stout, shall not maintain you here.
It shall not; trust to’t. Exit
 

MARTINO
This is strange to me now.
Dare she do this, and but eight weeks to New Year’s tide?
A man that had his blood as hot as hers now
Would fit her with French velvet. I’ll go near it.
 

Enter Brandino (the justice) and Philippa
 

PHILIPPA
If this be a wrong to modest reputation
Be you the censurer, sir, that are the master
Both of your fame and mine.
 

BRANDINO
Signor Francisco?
I’ll make him fly the land.
 

MARTINO
That will be hard, sir.
I think he be not so well feathered, master;
He’s spent the best part of his patrimony.
 

PHILIPPA
Hark of his bold confederate.
 

BRANDINO
There thou’rt bitter,
And I must chide thee now.
 

PHILIPPA
What should I think, sir?
He comes to your man for warrants.
 

BRANDINO
There it goes then. — 
Come hither, knave. Comes he to you for warrants?
 

MARTINO
Why, what of that, sir?
You know I give no warrants to make cuckolds.
That comes by fortune and by nature, sir.
 

BRANDINO
True, that comes by fortune and by nature, wife.
Why dost thou wrong this man?
 

MARTINO
He needs no warrant, master, that goes about such business. A cuckold-maker carries always his warrant about him.
 

BRANDINO
[to Philippa]
La, has he answered well now? to the full?
What cause hast thou t’abuse him?
 

PHILIPPA
Hear me out, I pray.
Through his admittance, he’s had opportunity
To come into the house and court me bodily.
 

BRANDINO
[to Martino]
Sirrah, you’re foul again methinks.
 

MARTINO
Who, I, sir?
 

BRANDINO
You gave this man admittance into th’house.
 

MARTINO
That’s true, sir. You never gave me any order yet
To write my warrants i’th’ street.
 

BRANDINO
[to Philippa] Why, sure thou tak’st delight
To wrong this fellow, wife. Ha?— ‘cause I love him.
 

PHILIPPA
Pray see the fruits, see what he’s left behind here.
Be angry where you should be. There’s few wives
Would do as I do.
 

BRANDINO
Nay, I’ll say that for thee.
I ne’er found thee but honest.
 

PHILIPPA
She’s a beast
That ever was found otherways.
 

BRANDINO
Read, Martino.
Mine eyes are sore already, and such business
Would put ‘em out quite.
 

MARTINO
[reads] ‘Fair, dear and incomparable mistress—’
 

BRANDINO
O, every letter draws a tooth, methinks.
 

MARTINO
[aside]
And it leads mine to wat’ring.
 

PHILIPPA
Here’s no villainy?
 

MARTINO
[reads] ‘My love being so violent, and the opportunity so precious in your husband’s absence tonight, who as I understand takes a journey this morning—’
 

BRANDINO
O plot of villainyl
 

PHILIPPA
Am I honest, think you, sir?
 

BRANDINO
Exactly honest, perfectly improved. — 
On, on, Martino.
 

MARTINO
[reads] ‘I will make bold, dear mistress, though your chastity has given me many a repulse, to wait the sweet blessings of this long desired opportunity at the back gate between nine and ten this night.’
 

BRANDINO
I feel this Inns o’ Court man in my temples.
 

MARTINO
[reads] ‘Where if your affection be pleased to receive me, you receive the faithfullest that ever vowed service to woman: Francisco.’
 

BRANDINO
I will make Francisco smart for’t.
 

PHILIPPA
Show him the letter. Let him know you know him;
That will torment him. All your other courses
Are nothing, sir, to that; that breaks his heart.
 

BRANDINO
The strings shall not hold long then. Come, Martino.
Exeunt Brandino and Martino
 

PHILIPPA
Now, if Francisco have any wit at all,
He comes at night; if not, he never shall. Exit
 

Enter [three gentlemen:] Francisco and Ricardo and Attilio
 

RICARDO
Nay, mark; mark it, Francisco. It was the naturalest courtesy that ever was ordained: a young gentleman being spent, to have a rich widow set him up again. To see how Fortune has provided for all mortality’s ruins: your college for your old standing scholar, your hospital for your lame creeping soldier, your bawd for your mangled roarer, your open house for your beggar, and your widow for your gentleman. Ha, Francisco?
 

FRANCISCO
Ay, sir, you may be merry; you’re in hope
Of a rich widow.
 

RICARDO
And why shouldst not thou be in hope of another, if there were any spirit in thee? Thou art as likely a fellow as any is in the company. I’ll be hanged now if
I do not hit the true cause of thy sadness — and confess truly, i’faith: thou hast some land unsold yet, I hold my life.
 

FRANCISCO
Marry, I hope so, sir.
 

RICARDO
A pox on’t! Have I found it?’Slight, away with’t with all speed, man. I was never merry at heart while I had a foot. Why, man, Fortune never minds us till we are left alone to ourselves. For what need she take care for them that do nothing but take care for themselves? Why, dost think, if I had kept my lands still, I should ever have looked after a rich widow? Alas, I should have married some poor young maid, got five-and-twenty children, and undone myself.
 

FRANCISCO
I protest, sir, I should not have the face, though, to come to a rich widow with nothing.
 

RICARDO
Why, art thou so simple as thou mak’st thyself?
Dost think, i’faith,
I come to a rich widow with no thing?
 

FRANCISCO
I mean, with state not answerable to hers.
 

RICARDO
Why, there’s the fortune, man, that I talked on.
She knows all this, and yet I am welcome to her.
 

FRANCISCO
Ay, that’s strange, sir.
 

RICARDO
Nay, more to pierce thy hard heart — 
And make thee sell thy land, if thou’st any grace:
She has, ‘mongst others, two substantial suitors.
Nor dares the unconscionable rascal trouble me.
She’s told him thus: those that profess love to her
Shall have the liberty to come and go — 
Or else get him gone first. She knows not yet
Where fortune may bestow her; she’s her gift;
Therefore to all will show a kind respect.
 

FRANCISCO
Why, this is like a woman. I ha’ no luck in’t.
 

RICARDO
And, as at a sheriffs table — O, blest custom! — 
A poor indebted gentleman may dine,
Feed well, and without fear, and depart so,
So to her lips fearless I come and go.
 

FRANCISCO
You may well boast; you’re much the happier man, sir.
 

RICARDO
So you would be, an you would sell your land, sir.
 

FRANCISCO
I have heard the circumstance of your sweet fortunes;
Prithee give ear to my unlucky tale now.
 

RICARDO
That’s an ill hearing. But come on for once, sir.
 

FRANCISCO
I never yet loved but one woman.
 

RICARDO
Right, I begun so too, but I have loved
A thousand since.
 

FRANCISCO
Pray, hear me, sir. But this is a man’s wife.
 

RICARDO
So has five hundred of my thousand been.
One (in good time be’t spoke) I owe much money to;
She knows this too, and yet I’m welcome to her.
 

FRANCISCO
Nay, see an you’ll regard me!
 

RICARDO
No? You see I do;
I bring you an example in for everything.
 

FRANCISCO
This man’s wife — 
 

RICARDO
So you said.
 

FRANCISCO
Seems very strict.
 

RICARDO
Ha! — hm.
 

FRANCISCO
Do you laugh at that?
 

RICARDO
‘Seems very strict’, you said.
I hear you, man. I’faith, you are so jealous still.
 

FRANCISCO
But why should that make you laugh?
 

RICARDO
Because she seems so. You’re such another!
 

FRANCISCO
Nay, sir, I think she is.
 

RICARDO
You cannot tell then?
 

FRANCISCO
I dare not ask the question, I protest,
For fear of a repulse; which, yet not having,
My mind’s the quieter, and I live in hope still.
 

RICARDO
Ha! — hm.
[To Attilio] This ’tis to be a landed man. — Come, I perceive
I must show you a little of my fortune, and instruct you.
Not ask the question?
 

FRANCISCO
Methought still she frowned, sir.
 

RICARDO
Why, that’s the cause, fool, that she looked so scurvily. Come, come, make me your woman; you’ll ne’er do’t else. I’ll show you her condition presently. I perceive you must begin like a young vaulter, and get up at horse-tail, before you get into the saddle. Have you the boldness to utter your mind to me now, being but in hose and doublet? I think if I should put on a farthingale, thou wouldst never have the heart to do’t.
 

FRANCISCO
Perhaps I should not then for laughing at you, sir.
 

RICARDO
In the mean time I fear I shall laugh at thee without one.
 

FRANCISCO
Nay, you must think, friend, I dare speak to a woman.
 

RICARDO
You shall pardon me for that, friend; I will not think it, till I see’t.
 

FRANCISCO
Why, you shall, then. I shall be glad to learn, too,
Of one so deep as you are.
 

RICARDO
So you may, sir.
[To Attilio] Now ’tis my best course to look mildly; I
Shall put him out at first, else.
 

FRANCISCO
A word, sweet lady.
 

RICARDO
[as a woman]
With me, sir? Say your pleasure.
 

FRANCISCO
O Ricardo,
Thou art too good to be a woman long.
 

RICARDO
Do not find fault with this, for fear I prove
Too scornful; be content when you’re well used.
 

FRANCISCO
You say well, sir. — Lady, I have loved you long.
 

RICARDO
[as a woman]’Tis a good hearing, sir.
[To Attilio] If he be not out now, I’ll be hanged.
 

FRANCISCO
You play a scornful woman? I perceive, Ricardo, you have not been used to ‘em. Why, I’ll come in at my pleasure with you. Alas, ’tis nothing for a man to talk when a woman gives way to’t. One shall seldom meet with a lady so kind as thou played’st her.
 

RICARDO
Not altogether, perhaps. He that draws their pictures must flatter ‘em a little; they’ll look he that plays ‘em should do’t a great deal then.
 

FRANCISCO
Come, come, I’ll play the woman; that I’m used to.
I see you ne’er wore shoe that pinched you yet;
AH
your things comes on easy.
 

RICARDO
Say you so, sir?
I’ll try your ladyship, faith. — Lady, well met.
 

FRANCISCO
[as a woman] I do not think so, sir.
 

RICARDO
A scornful gom! — and at the first dash, too.
My widow never gave me such an answer.
I’ll to you again, sir. — 
Fairest of creatures, I do love thee infinitely.
 

FRANCISCO
[as a woman] There’s nobody bids you, sir.
 

RICARDO
Pox on thee! Thou art the beastliest, crossest baggage that ever man met withal. But I’ll see thee hanged, sweet lady, ere I be daunted with this. Why, thou’rt too awkward, sirrah.
 

FRANCISCO
[as a woman] Hang thee, base fellow.
 

RICARDO
[To Attilio]
Now by this light, he thinks he does’t indeed.
Nay then, have at your plum-tree! Faith, I’ll not be foiled. — 
Though you seem to be careless, madam, as you have enough wherewithal to be, yet I do, must, and will love you.
 

FRANCISCO
[as a woman] Sir, if you begin to be rude, I’ll call my woman.
 

RICARDO
[to Attilio] What a pestilent quean’s this! I shall have much ado with her, I see that.
 — Tell me as you’re a woman, lady, what
Serve kisses for? But to stop all your mouths.
[He makes to kiss Francisco]
 

FRANCISCO
Hold, hold, Ricardo!
 

RICARDO
Disgrace me, widow?
[Ricardo throws Francisco down]
 

FRANCISCO
Art mad? I’m Francisco.
 

ATTILIO
Signor Ricardo, up, up!
[Attilio pulls Ricardo off Francisco]
 

RICARDO
Who is’t? Francisco?
 

FRANCISCO
Francisco, quoth a! What, are you mad, sir?
 

RICARDO
A bots on thee! Thou dost not know what injury thou hast done me. I was i’th’ fairest dream. This is your way now, an you can follow it.
 

FRANCISCO
’Tis a strange way, methinks.
 

RICARDO
Learn you to play a woman not so scornfully, then,
For I am like the actor that you spoke on:
I must have the part that overcomes the lady.
I never like the play, else. — Now your friendship,
But to assist a subtle trick I ha’ thought on,
And the rich widow’s mine within these three hours.
 

ATTILIO
and FRANCISCO
We should be proud of that, sir.
 

RICARDO
List to me then.
I’ll place you two (I can do’t handsomely,
I know the house so well) to hear the conference
‘Twixt her and I. She’s a most affable one;
Her words will give advantage, and I’ll urge ‘em
To the kind proof, to catch her in a contract.
Then shall you both step in as witnesses
And take her in the snare.
 

FRANCISCO
But do you love her?
And then ‘twill prosper.
 

RICARDO
By this hand, I do — 
Not for her wealth, but for her person too.
 

FRANCISCO
It shall be done then.
 

RICARDO
But stay, stay, Francisco.
Where shall we meet with thee some two hours hence now?
 

FRANCISCO
Why, hark you, sir.
[He whispers to Ricardo]
 

RICARDO
Enough. Command my life;
Get me the widow, I’ll get thee the wife.
Exeunt Ricardo and Attilio
 

FRANCISCO
O that’s now with me past hope. Yet I must love her.
I would I could not do’t.
 

Enter Brandino and Martino [aloof]
 

MARTINO
Yonder’s the villain, master.
 

BRANDINO
Francisco? I am happy.
 

MARTINO
Let’s both draw, master,
For there’s nobody with him. — Stay, stay, master.
Do not you draw till I be ready too.
Let’s draw just both together, and keep e’en.
 

BRANDINO
What an we killed him now, before he saw us?
 

MARTINO
No, then he will hardly see to read the letter.
 

BRANDINO
That’s true. Good counsel, marry.
 

MARTINO
Marry, thus much, sir: you may kill him lawfully, all the while he’s a-reading on’t, as an Anabaptist may lie with a brother’s wife all the while he’s asleep.
 

BRANDINO
He turns, he looks. — Come on, sir, you, Francisco!
I loved your father well, but you’re a villain.
He loved me well too, but you love my wife, sir.
After whom take you that? I will not say
Your mother played false.
 

FRANCISCO
No, sir, you were not best.
 

BRANDINO
But I will say, in spite of thee, my wife’s honest.
 

MARTINO
And I, my mistress.
 

FRANCISCO YOU may; I’ll give you leave.
 

BRANDINO
Leave or leave not, there!
[He gives Francisco the letter]
She defies you, sir.
Keep your adulterous sheet to wind you in,
Or cover your forbidden parts at least,
For fear you want one. Many a lecher may
That sins in cambric now.
 

MARTINO
And in lawn too, master.
 

BRANDINO
[to Francisco] Nay, read and tremble, sir.
[Brandino and Martino talk apart, while Francisco reads]
 

MARTINO
Now shall I do’t, master? I see a piece of an open seam in his shirt: shall I run him in there? for my sword has ne’er a point.
 

BRANDINO
NO, let him foam awhile.
 

MARTINO
If your sword be no better than mine, we shall not kill him by daylight; we had need have a lantern.
 

BRANDINO
Talk not of lant-horns. He’s a sturdy lecher.
He would make the horns fly about my ears.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
I apprehend thee. Admirable woman!
Which to love best I know not: thy wit or beauty.
 

BRANDINO
[to Francisco]
Now sir, have you well viewed your bastard there,
Got of your lustful brain? Give you joy on’t.
 

FRANCISCO
f thank you, sir, although you speak in jest, I must confess I sent your wife this letter
And often courted her, tempted and urged her.
 

BRANDINO
Did you so, sir?
Then first, before I kill thee, I forewarn thee my house.
 

MARTINO
And I, before I kill thee, forewarn thee my office.
Die tomorrow next, thou never get’st warrant of me more, for love or money.
 

FRANCISCO
Remember but again from whence f came, sir,
And then I know you cannot think amiss of me.
 

BRANDINO
How’s this?
 

MARTINO
Pray hear him; it may grow to a peace. — 
[Aside] For master, though we have carried the business nobly, we are not altogether so valiant as we should be.
 

BRANDINO
[aside to Martino]
Peace. Thou sayst true in that. — What is’t you’d say, sir?
 

FRANCISCO
Was not my father (quietness be with him)
And you sworn brothers?
 

BRANDINO
Why, right, that’s it urges me.
 

FRANCISCO
And could you have a thought that I could wrong you
As far as the deed goes?
 

BRANDINO
You took the course, sir.
 

FRANCISCO
To make you happy, an you rightly weighed it.
 

MARTINO
[to Brandino]
Troth, I’ll put up at all adventures, master.
It comes off very fair yet.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Brandino] You, in years,
Married a young maid. What does the world judge, think you?
 

MARTINO
[to Brandino] By’r Lady, master, knavishly enough, I warrant you.
I should do so myself.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Brandino]
Now, to damp slander
And all her envious and suspicious brood,
I made this friendly trial of her constancy,
Being son to him you loved; that now confirmed,
I might advance my sword against the world
In her most fair defence, which joys my spirit.
 

MARTINO
[to Brandino]
O master, let me weep, while you embrace him.
 

BRANDINO
Francisco, is thy father’s soul in thee?
Lives he here still? What, will he show himself
In his male seed to me? Give me thy hand.
Methinks it feels now like thy father’s to me.
Prithee forgive me.
 

MARTINO
[to Francisco]
And me too, prithee.
 

BRANDINO
[to Francisco]
Come to my house; thy father never missed it.
 

MARTINO
[to Francisco]
Fetch now as many warrants as you please, sir,
And welcome too.
 

FRANCISCO
To see how soon man’s goodness
May be abused.
 

BRANDINO
But now I know thy intent,
Welcome to all that I have.
 

FRANCISCO
Sir, I take it.
A gift so given, hang him that would forsake it. Exit
 

BRANDINO
Martino, I applaud my fortune and thy counsel.
 

MARTINO
You never have ill fortune when you follow it.
Here was things carried now in the true nature of a quiet duello;
A great strife ended without the rough soldier or the punto bello.
And now you may take your journey.
 

BRANDINO
Thou art my glee, Martino. Exeunt
 




Act II.
 

Enter Valeria (the widow) and a servant
 

VALERIA
Servellio!
 

SERVANT
Mistress?
 

VALERIA
If that fellow come again,
Answer him without me. I’ll not speak with him.
 

SERVANT
He in the nutmeg-coloured band, forsooth?
 

VALERIA
Ay, that spiced coxcomb, sir. [Exit Servant]
Never may I marry again
If his right worshipful idolatrous face
Be not most fearfully painted; so hope comfort me,
I might perceive it peel in many places,
And under’s eye lay a betraying foulness,
As maids sweep dust o’th’ house all to one corner.
It showed me enough there, prodigious pride
That cannot but fall scornfully. I’m a woman,
Yet I praise heaven I never had th’ambition
To go about to mend a better workman.
She ever shames herself i’th’ end that does it.
He that likes me not now, as heaven made me,
I will never hazard hell to do him a pleasure,
Nor lie every night like a woodcock in paste
To please some gaudy goose i’th’ morning.
A wise man likes that best that is itself,
Not that which only seems, though it look fairer.
Heaven send me one that loves me, and I’m happy — 
Of whom I’ll make great trial ere I have him,
Though I speak all men fair and promise sweetly.
I learn that of my suitors; ’tis their own,
Therefore injustice ‘twere to keep it from ‘em.
 

Enter Ricardo
 

RICARDO
And so, as I said, sweet widow — 
 

VALERIA
Do you begin where you left, sir?
 

RICARDO
I always desire, when I come to a widow, to begin i’th’ middle of a sentence, for I presume she has a bad memory of a woman that cannot remember what goes before.
 

VALERIA
Stay, stay, sir. Let me look upon you well.
Are not you painted too?
 

RICARDO
How, painted, widow?
 

VALERIA
Not ‘painted widow’; I do not use it, trust me, sir.
 

RICARDO
That makes me love thee.
 

VALERIA
I mean ‘painted gentleman’,
Or if you please to give him a greater style, sir.
Blame me not, sir. It’s a dangerous age, I tell you;
Poor simple-dealing women had need look about ‘em.
 

RICARDO
But is there such a fellow in the world, widow,
As you are pleased to talk on?
 

VALERIA
Nay, here lately, sir.
 

RICARDO
Here? A pox! I think I smell him. ’Tis vermilion sure. Ha? Oil of ben! Do but show him me, widow, and let me never hope for comfort if I do not immediately geld him and grind his face upon one o’th’ stones.
 

VALERIA
Suffices you’ve expressed me your love and valour and manly hate against that unmanly pride. But sir, I’ll save you that labour; he never comes within my door again.
 

RICARDO
I’ll love your door the better while I know’t, widow. A pair of such brothers were fitter for posts without-door indeed, to make a show at a new-chosen magistrate’s gate, than to be used in a woman’s chamber. No, sweet widow, having me, you’ve the truth of a man.
All that you see of me is full mine own,
And what you see, or not see, shall be yours.
I ever hated to be beholden to art, or to borrow anything but money.
Francisco and Attilio [enter and] stand unseen
 

VALERIA
True, and that you never use to pay again.
 

RICARDO
What matter is’t? If you be pleased to do’t for me,
I hold it as good.
 

VALERIA
O, soft you, sir, I pray.
 

RICARDO
Why, i’faith, you may, an you will.
 

VALERIA
I know that, sir.
 

RICARDO
Troth, and I would have my will then, if I were as you. There’s few women else but has.
 

VALERIA
But since I cannot have’t in all, signor,
I care not to have’t in anything.
 

RICARDO
Why, you may have’t in all, an you will, widow.
 

VALERIA
Pish! I would have one that loves me for myself, sir,
Not for my wealth — and that I cannot have.
 

RICARDO
What say you to him that does the thing you wish for?
 

VALERIA
Why, here’s my hand, I’ll marry none but him then.
 

RICARDO
Your hand and faith?
 

VALERIA
My hand and faith.
[They clasp hands]
 

RICARDO
’Tis I, then.
 

VALERIA
I shall be glad on’t, trust me; ‘shrew my heart, else.
 

RICARDO
A match!
Francisco and Attilio [come forward]
 

FRANCISCO
Give you joy, sweet widow!
 

ATTILIO
Joy to you both!
 

VALERIA
How?
 

RICARDO
Nay, there’s no starting now. I have you fast, widow. — 
You’re witness, gentlemen.
 

FRANCISCO and ATTILIO
We’ll be deposed on’t.
 

VALERIA
Am I betrayed to this then? Then I see
’Tis for my wealth. A woman’s wealth’s her traitor.
 

RICARDO
’Tis for love chiefly, I protest, sweet widow,
I count wealth but a fiddle to make us merry.
 

VALERIA
Hence!
 

RICARDO
Why, thou’rt mine.
 

VALERIA
I do renounce it utterly.
 

RICARDO
Have I not hand and faith?
 

VALERIA
Sir, take your course.
 

RICARDO
With all my heart: ten courses, an you will, widow.
 

VALERIA
Sir, sir, I’m not so gamesome as you think me.
I’ll stand you out by law.
 

RICARDO
By law? O cruel merciless woman,
To talk of law, and know I have no money.
 

VALERIA
I will consume myself to the last stamp
Before thou get’st me.
 

RICARDO
Life, I’ll be as wilful then too.
I’ll rob all the carriers in Christendom
But I’ll have thee, and find my lawyers money.
I scorn to get thee under forma pauperis;
I have too proud a heart, and love thee better.
 

VALERIA
[to Francisco and Attilio]
As for you gentlemen, I’ll take course against you.
You came into my house without my leave;
Your practices are cunning and deceitful;
I know you not, and I hope law will right me.
 

RICARDO
It is sufficient that your husband knows ‘em.
’Tis not your business to know every man;
An honest wife contents herself with one.
 

VALERIA
You know what you shall trust to. Pray depart, sir,
And take your rude confederates along with you
Or I will send for those shall force your absence.
I’m glad I found your purpose out so soon.
How quickly may poor women be undone!
 

RICARDO
Lose thee? By this hand, I’ll see fifteen counsellors first, though I undo a hundred poor men for ‘em, and
I’ll make ‘em yaul one another deaf, but I’ll have thee.
 

VALERIA
Me?
 

RICARDO
Thee.
 

VALERIA
Ay, fret thy heart out. Exit Ricardo
 

FRANCISCO
Were I he now
I’d see thee starve for man before I had thee.
 

VALERIA
Pray counsel him to that, sir, and I’ll pay you well.
 

FRANCISCO
Pay me? Pay your next husband.
 

VALERIA
Do not scorn’t, gallant. A worse woman than I
Has paid a better man than you.
[Exeunt Francisco and Attilio]
 

Enter two old suitors
 

FIRST
SUITOR
Why, how now, sweet widow?
 

VALERIA
Oh, kind gentlemen,
I am so abused here.
 

AMBO
Abused?
[The suitors draw their swords]
 

VALERIA
What will you do, sirs? Put up your weapons.
 

SECOND SUITOR Nay, they’re not so easily drawn, that I must tell you. Mine has not been out this three years. Marry, in your cause, widow, ’twould not be long a-drawing. Abused? By whom, widow?
 

VALERIA
Nay, by a beggar.
 

SECOND SUITOR A beggar? I’ll have him whipped then, and sent to the house of correction.
 

VALERIA
Ricardo, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR Ricardo? Nay, by th’ mass, he’s a gentleman beggar; he’ll be hanged before he be whipped. Why, you’ll give me leave to clap him up, I hope?
 

VALERIA
’Tis too good for him. That’s the thing he would have;
He would be clapped up whether I would or no, methinks.
Placed two of his companions privately,
Unknown to me, on purpose to entrap me
In my kind answers, and at last stole from me
That which I fear will put me to some trouble,
A kind of verbal courtesy, which his witnesses
And he forsooth call by the name of contract.
 

FIRST SUITOR
O politic villain!
 

VALERIA
But I am resolved, gentlemen,
If the whole power of my estate can cast him,
He never shall obtain me.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Hold you there, widow.
Well fare your heart for that, i’faith.
 

FIRST SUITOR Stay, stay, stay. — 
You broke no gold between you?
 

VALERIA
We broke nothing, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Nor drunk to one another?
 

VALERIA
Not a drop, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
You’re sure of this you speak?
 

VALERIA
Most certain, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Be of good comfort, wench. I’ll undertake then
At mine own charge to overthrow him for thee.
 

VALERIA
O do but that, sir, and you bind me to you.
Here shall I try your goodness. I’m but a woman
And, alas, ignorant in law businesses.
I’ll bear the charge most willingly.
 

FIRST SUITOR Not a penny.
Thy love will reward me.
 

VALERIA
And where love must be,
It is all but one purse, now I think on’t.
 

FIRST SUITOR
All comes to one, sweet widow.
 

SECOND SUITOR [aside] Are you so forward?
 

FIRST SUITOR
I know his mates, Attilio and Francisco.
I’ll get out process and attach ‘em all.
We’ll begin first with them.
 

VALERIA
I like that, strangely.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I have a daughter run away, I thank her;
I’ll be a scourge to all youth for her sake.
Some of ‘em has got her up.
 

VALERIA
Your daughter?
What, sir? Marcia?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Ay, a shaker marry her!
I would have wed her to a wealthy gentleman
No older than myself; she was like to be
Shrewdly hurt, widow.
 

VALERIA
It was too happy for her.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I’m of thy mind.
Farewell, sweet widow. I’ll about this straight.
I’ll have ‘em all three put into one writ,
And so save charges.
 

VALERIA
How I love your providence!
Exit First Suitor
 

SECOND
SUITOR [aside]
Is my nose bored? I’ll cross ye both for this,
Although it cost me as much o’th’ other side.
I have enough, and I will have my humour.
I may get out of her what may undo her too. — 
Hark you, sweet widow. You must now take heed
You be of a sure ground; he’ll overthrow you else.
 

VALERIA
Marry, fair hope forbid!
 

SECOND SUITOR
That will he,
Marry, lemme see, lemme see. — Pray, how far passed it
Between you and Ricardo?
 

VALERIA
Farther, sir,
Than I would now it had; but I hope well yet.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Pray, let me hear’t. I’ve a shrewd guess o’th’ law.
 

VALERIA
Faith, sir, I rashly gave my hand and faith
To marry none but him.
 

SECOND SUITOR Indeed?
 

VALERIA
Ay, trust me, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
I’m very glad on’t. I’m another witness,
And he shall have you now.
 

VALERIA
What said you, sir?
 

SECOND SUITOR
He shall not want money in an honest cause, widow.
I know I have enough, and I will have my humour.
 

VALERIA
Are all the world betrayers?
 

SECOND SUITOR
Pish, pish, widow.
You’ve borne me in hand this three months, and now fobbed me.
I’ve known the time when I could please a woman.
I’ll not be laughed at now. When I’m crossed, I’m a tiger.
I have enough, and I will have my humour.
 

VALERIA
This only shows your malice to me, sir.
The world knows you ha’ small reason to help him,
So much in your debt already.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Therefore I do’t.
I have no way but that to help myself.
Though I lose you, I will not lose all, widow.
He marrying you, as I will follow’t for him,
I’ll make you pay his debts, or lie without him.
 

VALERIA
I looked for this from you.
 

SECOND SUITOR I ha’ not deceived you then.
Exit Valeria
Fret, vex, and chafe; I’m obstinate where I take.
I’ll seek him out and cheer him up against her.
I ha’ no charge at all, no child of mine own
But two I got once of a scouring woman,
And they’re both well provided for, they’re i’th’
Hospital.
I have ten thousand pound to bury me,
And I will have my humour. Exit
 

Enter Francisco
 

FRANCISCO
A man must have a time to serve his pleasure
As well as his dear friend. I’m forced to steal from ‘em
To get this night of sport for mine own use.
What says her amiable witty letter here?
“Twixt nine and ten’. Now ’tis ‘twixt six and seven.
As fit as can be: he that follows lechery
Leaves all at six and seven, and so do I methinks.
Sun sets at eight; it’s ‘bove an hour high yet.
Some fifteen mile have I before I reach her,
But I’ve an excellent horse, and a good gallop
Helps man as much as a provoking banquet.
 

Enter First Suitor with officers
 

FIRST
SUITOR
Here’s one of ‘em. Begin with him first, officers.
 

OFFICER
[to Francisco]
By virtue of this writ, we attach your body, sir.
[Officers seize Francisco]
 

FRANCISCO
My body? Life, for what?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Hold him fast, officers.
 

OFFICER
The least of us can do’t, now his sword’s off, sir.
We have a trick of hanging upon gentlemen;
We never lose a man.
 

FRANCISCO
O  treacherous fortune!
Why, what’s the cause?
 

FIRST SUITOR
The widow’s business, sir.
I hope you know me?
 

FRANCISCO
For a busy coxcomb
This fifteen year, I take it.
 

FIRST SUITOR
O you’re mad, sir.
Simple though you make me, I stand for the widow.
 

FRANCISCO
She’s simply stood for, then. What’s this to me, sir,
Or she, or you, or any of these flesh-hooks?
 

FIRST SUITOR
You’re like to find good bail before you leave us
Or lie till the suit’s tried.
 

FRANCISCO
O my love’s misery!
 

FIRST SUITOR
I’m put in trust to follow’t, and I’ll do’t
With all severity. Build upon that, sir.
 

Enter Ricardo and Attilio [aloof]
 

FRANCISCO
How I could curse myself!
 

RICARDO
[to Attilio] Look, here’s Francisco.
Will you believe me, now you see his qualities?
 

ATTILIO
’Tis strange to me.
 

RICARDO
I tell you, ’tis his fashion.
He never stole away in’s life from me
But still I found him in such scurvy company.
[Ricardo and Attilio come forward]
A pox on thee, Francisco! Wilt never leave thy old tricks?
Are these lousy companions for thee?
 

FRANCISCO
[warning them] Pish, pish, pish!
 

FIRST SUITOR
Here they be all three now: ‘pprehend ‘em, officers.
[Officers seize Ricardo and Attilio]
 

RICARDO
What’s this?
 

FRANCISCO
I gave you warning enough to make away.
I’m in for the widow’s business; so are you now.
 

RICARDO
What, all three in a noose? This is like a widow’s business indeed.
 

FIRST SUITOR
She’s catched you, gentlemen, as you catched her.
[To Ricardo] The widow means now to begin with you, sir.
 

RICARDO
I thank her heartily; she’s taught me wit — for had I been any but an ass, I should ha’ begun with her indeed. By this light, the widow’s a notable housewife, she bestirs herself. I have a greater mind to her now than e’er I had. I cannot go to prison for one
I love better, I protest; that’s one good comfort. — 
And what are you, I pray, sir, for a coxcomb?
 

FIRST SUITOR
It seems you know me by your anger, sir.
 

RICARDO
I’ve a near guess at you, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Guess what you please, sir.
I’m he ordained to trounce you, and indeed
I am the man must carry her.
 

RICARDO
Ay, to me.
But I’ll swear she’s a beast, an she carry thee.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Come, where’s your bail, sir? Quickly, or away.
 

RICARDO
Sir, I’m held wrongfully. My bail’s taken already.
 

FIRST SUITOR Where is’t, sir, where?
 

RICARDO
Here they be both. Pox on you, they were taken
Before I’d need of ‘em. — An you be honest,
Officers, let’s bail one another;
For by this hand, I do not know who will else. — 
 

Enter Second Suitor
‘Od’s light, is he come too? I’m in for midnight then.
I shall never find the way out again.
My debts, my debts! I’m like to die i’th’ Hole now.
 

FIRST SUITOR [to Second Suitor]
We have him fast, old signor, and his consorts.
Now you may lay action on action on him.
 

SECOND SUITOR
That may I, sir, i’faith.
 

FIRST SUITOR
And I’d not spare him, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Know you me, officers?
 

OFFICER
Your bounteous worship, sir.
 

RICARDO
[aside] I know the rascal so well, I dare not look upon him.
 

SECOND SUITOR [to officers]
Upon my worth, deliver me that gentleman.
 

FRANCISCO
Which gentleman?
 

SECOND SUITOR
Not you, sir; you’re too hasty. — 
[To Attilio] No, not you neither, sir; pray, stay your time.
 

RICARDO
[aside]
There’s all but I now, and I dare not think he means me.
 

SECOND SUITOR [to officers]
Deliver me Ricardo.
 

RICARDO
[aside] O sure he lies,
Or else I do not hear well.
 

OFFICER
Signor Ricardo.
 

RICARDO
Well, what’s the matter?
 

OFFICER
You may go. Who lets you?
It is his worship’s pleasure, sir, to bail you.
 

RICARDO
Bail me?
 

SECOND SUITOR
I will. Ay, sir, look in my face, man.
Thou’st a good cause. Thou’lt pay me when thou’rt able?
 

RICARDO
Ay, every penny, as I am a gentleman.
 

SECOND SUITOR
No matter if thou dost not; then, I’ll make thee,
And that’s as good at all times.
 

FIRST SUITOR
But I pray, sir,
You go against the hair there.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Against the widow, you mean, sir.
Why, ’tis my purpose truly, and against you too.
I saw your politic combination;
I was thrust out between you. Here stands one
Shall do as much for you, and he stands Tightest.
His cause is strong and fair, nor shall he want
Money or means or friends, but he shall have her.
I’ve enough, and I will have my humour.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Hang thee! I have a purse as good as thine.
 

RICARDO
[aside]
I think they’re much alike; they’re rich knaves both. — 
‘Heart, an I take you railing at my patron, sir,
I’ll cramp your joints.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Let him alone, sweet honey.
I thank thee for thy love, though.
 

RICARDO
[aside] This is wonderful.
 

FRANCISCO
O Ricardo!
’Tis seven, struck in my pocket. I lose time now.
 

RICARDO
What sayst, Francisco?
 

FRANCISCO
I ha’ mighty business
That I ne’er thought on. Get me bailed; I’m spoiled else.
 

RICARDO
Why, you know, ’tis such a strange miraculous courtesy
I dare not be too forward to ask more of him,
For fear he repent this and turn me in again.
 

FRANCISCO
Do somewhat, an you love me.
 

RICARDO
I’ll make trial, faith. — 
May’t please you, sir. — Life, if I should spoil all now!
 

SECOND SUITOR
What sayst, Ricardo?
 

RICARDO
Only a thing by th’ way, sir;
Use your own pleasure.
 

SECOND SUITOR That I like well from thee.
 

RICARDO
‘Twere good, an those two gentlemen were bailed too;
They’re both my witnesses.
 

SECOND SUITOR They’re well, they’re well.
Let ‘em go to prison; they’ll be forthcoming the better.
I have enough, and I will have my humour.
 

RICARDO
[aside]
I knew there was no more good to be done upon him.
’Tis well I’ve this; heav’n knows I never looked for’t.
 

FRANCISCO
What plaguy luck had I to be ensnared thus!
 

OFFICER
O patience.
 

Enter Brandino and Martino
 

FRANCISCO
Pox o’ your comfortable ignorance!
 

BRANDINO
Martino, we ride slow.
 

MARTINO
But we ride sure, sir.
Your hasty riders often come short home, master.
 

BRANDINO
Bless this fair company!
 

FRANCISCO
[aside] Here he’s again too.
O — am both shamed and crossed.
 

BRANDINO
Seest thou who’s yonder,
Martino?
 

MARTINO
We ride slow, I’ll be sworn now, master.
 

BRANDINO
How now, Francisco! Art thou got before me?
 

FRANCISCO
Yes, thank my fortune, I am got before you.
 

BRANDINO
What? No! In hold?
 

RICARDO
Ay, o’ my troth. Poor gentleman!
Your worship, sir, may do a good deed to bail him.
 

BRANDINO
Why do not you do’t then?
 

MARTINO
[to Ricardo] La you, sir, now!
My master has that honesty
He’s loath to take a good deed from you, sir.
 

RICARDO
I’ll tell you why: I cannot. Else I would, sir.
[Ricardo and Brandino talk apart]
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
Luck, I beseech thee! — If he should be wrought
To bail me now, to go to his own wife,
‘Twere happiness beyond expression.
 

BRANDINO
[to Ricardo]
A matter but of controversy?
An they were bailed, we know not where to find ‘em.
 

RICARDO
That’s all; trust me, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Francisco shall ne’er lie for’t. He’s my friend
And I will bail him.
 

MARTINO
He’s your secret friend, master:
Think upon that.
 

BRANDINO
Give him his liberty, officers.
Upon my peril, he shall be forthcoming.
 

FRANCISCO
How I am bound to you!
 

FIRST SUITOR [to Brandino]
Know you whom you cross, sir?
’Tis at your sister’s suit; be well advised, sir.
 

BRANDINO
How, at my sister’s suit? — Take him again, then.
 

FRANCISCO
Why, sir, do you refuse me?
 

BRANDINO
I’ll not hear thee.
 

RICARDO
This is unkindly done, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
’Tis wisely done, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Well shot, foul malice.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Flattery stinks worse, sir.
 

RICARDO
You’ll never leave till I make you stink as bad, sir.
 

FRANCISCO
O Martino, have I this for my late kindness?
 

MARTINO
Alas, poor gentleman! Dost complain to me?
Thou shalt not fare the worse for’t. — Hark you, master.
Your sister’s suit, said you?
 

BRANDINO
Ay, sir, my wife’s sister.
 

MARTINO
And shall that daunt you, master? Think again.
Why, were’t your mother’s suit — your mother’s suit,
Mark what I say — the dearest suit of all suits,
You’re bound in conscience, sir, to bail this gentleman.
 

BRANDINO
Yea, am I so? How prov’st thou that, Martino?
 

MARTINO
Have you forgot so soon what he did lately?
Has he not tried your wife to your hand, master,
To cut the throat of slander and suspicion?
And can you do too much for such a man?
Shall it be said I serve an ingrateful master?
 

BRANDINO
Never, Martino. I will bail him now,
An ‘twere at my wife’s suit.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside] ’Tis like to be so.
 

MARTINO
And I his friend, to follow your example, master.
 

FRANCISCO
Precious Martino!
 

FIRST SUITOR [to Brandino]
You’ve done wondrous well, sir.
Your sister shall give you thanks.
 

RICARDO
[to Second Suitor] This makes him mad, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
We’ll follow’t now to th’ proof.
 

FIRST SUITOR Follow your humour out.
The widow shall find friends.
 

SECOND SUITOR And so shall he, sir,
Money and means.
 

RICARDO
[to First Suitor]
Hear you me that, old huddle?
 

[Exit First Suitor, with officers]
 

SECOND
SUITOR
Mind him not. Follow me, and I’ll supply thee.
Thou shalt give all thy lawyers double fees.
I’ve buried money enough to bury me,
And I will have my humour.
Exit [Second Suitor, with Ricardo and Attilio]
 

BRANDINO
Fare thee well once again, my dear Francisco.
I prithee, use my house.
 

FRANCISCO
It is my purpose, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Nay, you must do’t then. Though I am old, I’m free.
Exit
 

MARTINO
And when you want a warrant, come to me. Exit
 

FRANCISCO
That will be shortly now, within this few hours.
This fell out strangely happy. Now to horse.
I shall be nighted, but an hour or two
Never breaks square in love. He comes in time
That comes at all; absence is all love’s crime. Exit
 




Act III.
 

Enter Occulto, Silvio, and two or three other thieves
 

OCCULTO
Come, come, let’s watch th’event on yonder hill.
If he need help, we can relieve him suddenly.
 

SILVIO
Ay, and with safety too, the hill being watched, sir.
 

OCCULTO
Have you the blue coats and the beards?
 

SILVIO
They’re here, sir.
 

OCCULTO
Come, come away, then. A fine cock-shoot evening.
Exit [Occulto, with other thieves]
 

Enter Latrocinio (the chief thief) and Ansaldo
 

LATROCINIO
[singing]
Kuck before and kuck behind, etc.
 

ANSALDO
Troth, you’re the merriest and delightful’st company, sir,
That ever traveller was blessed withal.
I praise my fortune that I overtook you, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
Pish, I’ve a hundred of ‘em.
 

ANSALDO
And believe me, sir,
I’m infinitely taken with such things.
 

LATROCINIO
I see there’s music in you. You kept time, methought,
Pretty and handsomely with your little hand there.
 

ANSALDO
It only shows desire but, troth, no skill, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
Well, while our horses walk down yonder hill, sir,
I’ll have another for you.
 

ANSALDO
It rids way pleasantly.
 

LATROCINIO
Lemme see now. One confounds another, sir.
You’ve heard this certainly: [sings] Come, my dainty doxies.
 

ANSALDO
O that’s all the country over, sir.
There’s scarce a gentlewoman but has that pricked.
 

LATROCINIO
Well, here comes one I’m sure you never heard then.
[He sings a] song
I keep my horse, I keep my whore,
I take no rents, yet am not poor.
I travel all the land about
And yet was born to ne’er a foot.
With partridge plump, with woodcock fine,
I do at midnight often dine,
And if my whore be not in case
My hostess’ daughter takes her place.
The maids sit up and watch their turns;
If I stay long the tapster mourns;
The cook-maid has no mind to sin,
Though tempted by the chamberl’in.
But when I knock, O how they bustle!
The ostler yawns, the geldings justle.
If maid but sleep, O how they curse her!
And all this comes of ‘Deliver your purse, sir!’
[He draws a weapon]
 

ANSALDO
How, sir?
 

LATROCINIO
Few words. Quickly, come, deliver your purse, sir.
 

ANSALDO
You’re not that kind of gentleman, I hope, sir,
To sing me out of my money.
 

LATROCINIO
’Tis most fit
Art should be rewarded. You must pay your music, sir,
Where’er you come.
 

ANSALDO
But not at your own carving.
 

LATROCINIO
Nor am I common in’t. Come, come, your purse, sir.
 

ANSALDO
Say it should prove th’undoing of a gentleman?
 

LATROCINIO
Why, sir, do you look for more conscience in us than in usurers? Young gentleman, you’ve small reason for that, i’faith.
 

ANSALDO
[giving his purse]
There ’tis, and all I have, and — so truth comfort me — 
All I know where to have.
 

LATROCINIO
Sir, that’s not written
In my belief yet. Search. ’Tis a fine evening;
Your horse can take no harm. I must have more, sir.
 

ANSALDO
May my hopes perish if you have not all, sir,
And more I know than your compassionate charity
Would keep from me, if you but felt my wants.
 

LATROCINIO
Search, and that speedily. If I take you in hand,
You’ll find me rough. Methinks men should be ruled
When they’re so kindly spoke to. Fie upon’t!
 

ANSALDO
[aside]
Good fortune and my wit assist me then!
A thing I took in haste, and never thought on’t. — 
Look, sir, I’ve searched; here’s all that I can find,
[He shows a pistol]
And you’re so covetous, you will have all, you say,
And I’m content you shall, being kindly spoke to.
 

LATROCINIO
A pox o’ that young devil of a handful long!
That’s frayed many a tall thief from a rich purchase.
 

ANSALDO
This and my money, sir, keeps company.
Where one goes, th’other must. Assure your soul
They vowed never to part.
 

LATROCINIO
Hold, I beseech you, sir.
 

ANSALDO
You rob a prisoner’s box, an you rob me, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
[giving back the purse]
There ’tis again.
 

ANSALDO
I knew ’twould never prosper with you.
Fie, rob a younger brother? O take heed, sir.
’Tis against nature, that. Perhaps your father
Was one, sir, or your uncle; it should seem so
By the small means was left you, and less manners.
Go, keep you still before me. And do you hear me?
To pass away the time to the next town,
I charge you, sir, sing all your songs for nothing.
 

LATROCINIO
O horrible punishment!
[He sings] a song
Enter Stratio [disguised as a servant]
 

STRATIO
Honest gentleman — 
 

ANSALDO
How now, what art thou?
 

STRATIO
Stand you in need of help?
I made all haste I could. My master charged me,
A knight of worship. He saw you first assaulted
From top of yonder hill.
 

ANSALDO
Thanks, honest friend.
 

LATROCINIO
[aside]
I taste this trick already. Exit
 

STRATIO
Look, he’s gone, sir.
Shall he be stopped? What is he?
 

ANSALDO
Let him go, sir.
He can rejoice in nothing; that’s the comfort.
 

STRATIO
You have your purse still then?
 

ANSALDO
Ay, thanks fair fortune
And this grim handful.
 

STRATIO
We were all so ‘fraid o’ you.
How my good lady cried, ‘O help the gentleman!’
’Tis a good woman, that. But you’re too mild, sir.
You should ha’ marked him for a villain, faith,
Before he’d gone, having so sound a means, too.
 

ANSALDO
Why, there’s the jest, man. He had once my purse — 
 

STRATIO
O villain! Would you let him ‘scape unmassacred?
 

ANSALDO
Nay, hear me, sir. I made him yield it straight again
And — so hope bless me! — with an uncharged pistol.
 

STRATIO
Troth, I should laugh at that.
 

ANSALDO
It was discharged, sir,
Before I meddled with’t.
 

STRATIO
I’m glad to hear’t.
[He threatens Ansaldo]
 

ANSALDO
Why, how now, what’s your will?
 

STRATIO
Ho! Latrocinio, Occulto, Silvio!
 

Enter Latrocinio and the rest: Occulto, Silvio,
Fiducio
 

LATROCINIO
[to Ansaldo] What, are you caught, sir?
 

STRATIO
The pistol cannot speak.
 

LATROCINIO
He was too young.
I ever thought he could not, yet I feared him.
 

ANSALDO
You’ve found out ways too merciless to betray
Under the veil of friendship and of charity.
 

LATROCINIO
Away, sirs! Bear him in to th’ next copse and strip him.
 

STRATIO
Brandino’s copse, the Justice?
 

LATROCINIO
Best of all, sir, a man of law. A spider lies unsuspected in the corner of a buckram bag, man.
 

ANSALDO
What seek you, sirs? Take all, and use no cruelty.
 

LATROCINIO
You shall have songs enough.
 

ALL THIEVES
[singing a] song
How round the world goes
And everything that’s in it.
The tides of gold and silver
Ebb and flow in a minute.
From the usurer to his sons,
There a current swiftly runs;
From the sons to queans in chief,
From the gallant to the thief,
From the thief unto his host,
From the host to husbandmen,
From the country to the court,
And so comes to use again.
How round the world goes
And everything that’s in it.
The tides of gold and silver
Ebb and flow in a minute. Exeunt
 

Enter Philippa and Violetta above at the window
 

PHILIPPA
What time of night is’t?
 

VIOLETTA
Time of night do you call’t? ft’s so late, ’tis almost early, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Fie on him! There’s no looking for him, then.
Why, sure this gentleman apprehends me not.
 

VIOLETTA
’Tis happy then you’re rid of such a fool, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Nay sure, wench, if he find me not out in this,
Which were a beaten path to any wiseman,
I’ll never trust him with my reputation.
Therefore I made this trial of his wit.
If he cannot conceive what’s good for himself,
He will worse understand what’s good for me.
 

VIOLETTA
But suppose, mistress, as it may be likely,
He never saw your letter.
 

PHILIPPA
How thou plyest me
With suppositions! Why, I tell thee, wench,
’Tis equally as impossible for my husband
To keep it from him as to be young again,
Or as his first wife knew him, which he brags on
For bearing children by him.
 

VIOLETTA
There’s no remedy then.
I must conclude Francisco is an ass.
 

PHILIPPA
I would my letter, wench, were here again.
I’d know him wiser ere I sent him one,
And travel some five year first.
 

VIOLETTA
So he’d need, methinks,
To understand the words. Methinks the words
Themselves should make him do’t, had he but the perceiverance
Of a cock-sparrow, that will come at ‘Philip!’,
And can nor write nor read, poor fool. This coxcomb,
He can do both, and your name’s but Philippa,
And yet to see if he can come when’s called!
 

PHILIPPA
He never shall be called again for me, sirrah.
Well, as hard as the world goes, we’ll have a song, wench;
We’ll not sit up for nothing.
 

VIOLETTA
That’s poor comfort, though.
 

PHILIPPA
Better than any’s brought, for aught I see yet.
So set to your lute.
[They sing a]
song
[PHILIPPA]
If in this question I propound to thee
Be any, any choice,
Let me have thy voice.
[VIOLETTA]
You shall most free.
[PHILIPPA]
Which hadst thou rather be
If thou mightst choose thy life:
A fool’s, a fool’s mistress
Or an old man’s wife?
[VIOLETTA]
The choice is hard; I know not which is best.
One ill you’re bound to, and I think that’s least.
[PHILIPPA]
But being not bound, my dearest sweet,
I could shake off the other.
[VIOLETTA]
Then, as you lose your sport by one,
You lose your name by t’other.
[PHILIPPA]
You counsel well, but love refuses
What good counsel often chooses.
[They remain above, unseen]
 

Enter Ansaldo in his shirt [below]
 

ANSALDO
I ha’ got myself unbound yet. Merciless villains!
I never felt such hardness since life dwelt in me.
’Tis for my sins. That light in yonder window — 
That was my only comfort in the woods,
Which oft the trembling of a leaf would lose me — 
Has brought me thus far; yet I cannot hope
For succour in this plight: the world’s so pitiless,
And everyone will fear or doubt me now.
To knock will be too bold; I’ll to the gate
And listen if I can hear any stirring.
 

Enter Francisco [aloof]
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
Was ever man so crossed? — No, ’tis but sweat, sure,
Or the dew dropping from the leaves above me;
I thought ‘t’ad bled again. These wenching businesses
Are strange unlucky things and fatal fooleries;
No mar’l so many gallants die ere thirty.
’Tis able to vex out a man’s heart in five year,
The crosses that belong to’t: first, arrested — 
That set me back two mangy hours at least;
Yet that’s a thing my heat could have forgiv’n,
Because arresting, in what kind soever,
Is a most gentleman-like affliction.
But here, within a mile o’th’ town, forsooth,
And two mile off this place, when a man’s oath
Might ha’ been taken for his own security,
And his thoughts brisk and set upon the business,
To light upon a roguy flight of thieves — 
Pox on ‘em! Here’s the length of one of their whittles.
But one of my dear rascals I pursued so
The jail has him, and he shall bring out’s fellows.
Had ever young man’s love such crooked fortune?
I’m glad I’m so near yet. The surgeon bade me too
Have a great care. I shall never think of that now.
 

ANSALDO
[aside]
One of the thieves come back again? I’ll stand close.
He dares not wrong me now, so near the house,
And call in vain ’tis, till I see him offer’t.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
Life, what should that be? A prodigious thing
Stands just as I should enter, in that shape too
Which always appears terrible.
Whate’er it be, it is made strong against me
By my ill purpose. For ’tis man’s own sin
That puts an armour upon all his evils
And gives them strength to strike him. Were it less
Than what it is, my guilt would make it serve.
A wicked man’s own shadow has distracted him.
Were this a business now to save an honour,
As ’tis to spoil one, I would pass this then,
Stuck all hell’s horrors i’ thee; now I dare not.
Why may’t not be the spirit of my father
That loved this man so well, whom I make haste
Now to abuse? And I have been crossed about it
Most fearfully hitherto, if I well think on’t,
‘Scaped death but lately too, nay most miraculously.
And what does fond man venture all these ills for,
That may so sweetly rest in honest peace?
For that which, being obtained, [] is as he was
To his own sense, but removed nearer still
To death eternal. What delight has man
Now at this present for his pleasant sin
Of yesterday’s committing?’Las, ’tis vanished,
And nothing but the sting remains within him.
The kind man bailed me too. I will not do’t now,
An ‘twere but only that. How blest were man,
Might he but have his end appear still to him,
That he might read his actions i’th’ event?
’Twould make him write true, though he never meant.
Whose check soe’er thou art, father’s or friend’s
Or enemy’s, I thank thee. Peace requite thee. — 
Light, and the lighter mistress, both farewell.
He keeps his promise best that breaks with hell. Exit
 

ANSALDO
He’s gone to call the rest, and makes all speed.
I’ll knock, whate’er befalls, to please my fears,
For no compassion can be less than theirs.
[Ansaldo knocks]
 

PHILIPPA
He’s come, he’s come. — O, are you come at last, sir?
Make little noise. — Away, he’ll knock again else.
[Exeunt above]
 

ANSALDO
I should have been at Istria, by daybreak too;
Near to Valeria’s house, the wealthy widow’s,
There waits one purposely to do me good.
What will become of me?
 

Enter Violetta [below]
 

VIOLETTA
O you’re a sweet gallant. This, your hour?
Give me your hand. Come, come, sir, follow me.
I’ll bring you to light presently. Softly, softly, sir.
Exeunt
 

Enter Philippa below
 

PHILIPPA
I should ha’ given him up to all my thoughts
The dullest young man, if he had not found it.
So short of apprehension and so witless,
He were not fit for woman’s fellowship.
I’ve been at cost too for a banquet for him.
Why, ’twould ha’ killed my heart, and most especially
To think that man should ha’ no more conceit.
I should ha’ thought the worse on’s wit forever,
And blamed mine own for too much forwardness.
 

Enter Violetta
 

VIOLETTA
O mistress, mistress!
 

PHILIPPA
How now, what’s the news?
 

VIOLETTA
O I was out of my wits for a minute and a half.
 

PHILIPPA
Ha?
 

VIOLETTA
They are scarce settled yet, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
What’s the matter?
 

VIOLETTA
Do you ask that seriously?
Did you not hear me squeak?
 

PHILIPPA
How? Sure thou art
Out of thy wits indeed.
 

VIOLETTA
O, I’m well now,
To what I was, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Why, where’s the gentleman?
 

VIOLETTA
The gentleman’s forthcoming, and a lovely one,
But not Francisco.
 

PHILIPPA
What sayst? not Francisco?
 

VIOLETTA
Pish, he’s a coxcomb. Think not on him, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
What’s all this?
 

VIOLETTA
I’ve often heard you say ye’d rather have
A wise man in his shirt than a fool feathered,
And now Fortune has sent you one, a sweet young gentleman,
Robbed e’en to nothing but what first he brought with him.
The slaves had stripped him to th’ very shirt, mistress.
I think it was a shirt; I know not well,
For gallants wear both nowadays.
 

PHILIPPA
This is strange.
 

VIOLETTA
But for a face, a hand, and as much skin
As I durst look upon, he’s a most sweet one.
Francisco is a child of Egypt to him.
I could not but in pity to th’ poor gentleman
Fetch him down one of my old master’s suits.
 

PHILIPPA
’Twas charitably done.
 

VIOLETTA
You’d say, mistress, if you had seen him as I did.
Sweet youth! I’ll be sworn, mistress, he’s the loveliest,
Proper’st young gentleman, and so you’ll say yourself,
If my master’s clothes do not spoil him; that’s all the fear now.
I would ‘t’ad been your luck to have seen him
Without ‘em, but for scaring on you.
 

PHILIPPA
Go, prithee fetch him in whom thou commend’st so.
Exit Violetta
Since fortune sends him, surely we’ll make much on him;
And better he deserves our love and welcome
Than the respectless fellow ’twas prepared for.
Yet if he please mine eye never so happily
I will have trial of his wit and faith
Before I make him partner with my honour.
’Twas just Francisco’s case, and he deceived me.
I’ll take more heed o’th’ next for’t. Perhaps now
To furnish his distress he will appear
Full of fair promising courtship; but I’ll prove him then
For a next meeting, when he needs me not,
And see what he performs then when the storm
Of his so rude misfortunes is blown over
And he himself again. A distressed man’s flatteries
Are like vows made in drink, or bonds in prison;
There’s poor assurance in ‘em. When he’s from me
And in’s own pow’r, then I shall see his love.
 

Enter Ansaldo
[in Brandino’s clothes]
and Violetta
Mass, here he comes.
[Ansaldo and Violetta talk apart]
 

ANSALDO
Never was star-crossed gentleman
More happy in a courteous virgin’s love
Than I in yours.
 

VIOLETTA
I’m sorry they’re no better for you.
I wished ‘em handsomer and more in fashion,
But truly, sir, our house affords it not.
There is a suit of our clerk’s hangs i’th’ garret,
But that’s far worse than this, if I may judge
With modesty of men’s matters.
 

ANSALDO
I deserve not this,
Dear and kind gentlewoman. Is you your mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Why, trust me, here’s my husband young again! — 
It is no sin to welcome you, sweet gentleman.
 

ANSALDO
I am so much indebted, courteous lady,
To the unmatched charity of your house,
My thanks are such poor things they would but shame me.
[Philippa and Violetta talk apart]
 

PHILIPPA
Beshrew thy heart for bringing o’ him! I fear me
I have found wit enough already in him.
If I could truly but resolve myself
My husband was thus handsome at nineteen,
Troth, I should think the better of him at fourscore now.
 

VIOLETTA
Nay, mistress, what would he be, were he in fashion — 
A hempen curse on those that put him out on’t! — 
That now appears so handsome and so comely, in clothes
Able to make a man an unbeliever
And good for nothing but for shift or so
If a man chance to fall i’th’ ditch with better?
This is the best that ever I marked in ‘em.
A man may make him ready in such clothes
Without a candle.
 

PHILIPPA
Ay, for shame of himself, wench.
 

VIOLETTA
My master does it oft in winter mornings
And never sees himself till he be ready.
 

PHILIPPA
No, nor then neither, as he should do, wench. — 
I am sorry, gentle sir, we cannot show you
A courtesy in all points answerable
To your undoubted worth. Your name I crave, sir.
 

ANSALDO
Ansaldo, lady.
 

PHILIPPA
’Tis a noble name, sir.
 

ANSALDO
The most unfortunate now.
 

VIOLETTA
So do I think, truly,
As long as that suit’s on.
 

PHILIPPA
The most unfitting
And unprovidest, sir, of all our courtesies,
I do presume, is that you’ve passed already.
Your pardon but for that, and we’re encouraged.
 

ANSALDO
My faithful service, lady.
 

PHILIPPA
Please you, sir,
To taste the next, a poor slight banquet, for sure I think you were
Unluckily prevented of your supper, sir.
 

ANSALDO
My fortune makes me more than amends, lady,
In your sweet kindness, which (so nobly shown to me)
It makes me bold to speak my occasions to you.
I am this morning, that with clearness now
So cheerfully hastens me, to meet a friend
Upon my state’s establishing, and the place
Ten mile from hence. O I am forced unwillingly
To crave your leave for’t; which done, I return
In service plentiful.
 

PHILIPPA
Is’t so important?
 

ANSALDO
If I should fail, as much as my undoing.
 

PHILIPPA
I think too well of you to undo you, sir,
Upon this small acquaintance.
 

ANSALDO
My great happiness.
 

PHILIPPA
But when should I be sure of you here again, sir?
 

ANSALDO
As fast as speed can possibly return me.
 

PHILIPPA
You will not fail?
 

ANSALDO
May never wish go well with me then!
 

PHILIPPA
[giving him money]
There’s to bear charges, sir.
 

ANSALDO
Courtesy dwells in you.
I brought my horse up with me from the woods;
That’s all the good they left me, ‘gainst their wills too.
May your kind breast never want comfort, lady,
But still supplied as liberally as you give.
 

PHILIPPA
Farewell, sir, and be faithful.
 

ANSALDO
Time shall prove me.
Exit
 

PHILIPPA
In my opinion now, this young man’s likeliest
To keep his word. He’s modest, wise, and courteous.
He has the language of an honest soul in him.
A woman’s reputation may lie safe there.
I’m much deceived else. H’as a faithful eye,
If it be well observed.
 

VIOLETTA
[calling] Good speed be with thee, sir! — 
He puts him to’t, i’faith.
 

PHILIPPA
Violetta.
 

VIOLETTA
Mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Alas, what have we done, wench?
 

VIOLETTA
What’s the matter, mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Run, run, call him again. He must stay, tell him,
Though it be upon’s undoing. We’re undone else.
Your master’s clothes, they’re known the country over.
 

VIOLETTA
Now by this light that’s true, and well remembered.
But there’s no calling of him; he’s out of sight now.
 

PHILIPPA
O what will people think?
 

VIOLETTA
What can they think, mistress?
The gentleman has the worst on’t. Were I he now
I’d make this ten mile forty mile about
Before I’d ride through any market town with ‘em.
 

PHILIPPA
Will he be careful, think’st?
 

VIOLETTA
My life for yours, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
I shall long mightily to see him again.
 

VIOLETTA
And so shall I; I shall ne’er laugh till then. Exeunt
 




Act IV.
 

Enter Ricardo and Second Suitor at one door, and
Valeria and First Suitor at another door. [Ricardo and Second Suitor talk apart]
 

RICARDO
It goes well hitherto, my sweet protector.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Ay, and shall still to th’end, to th’end, my honey.
Wherefore have I enough, but to have’t go well, sir?
[Valeria and First Suitor talk apart]
 

FIRST SUITOR
My whole state on’t: thou overthrow’st him, widow.
 

VALERIA
I hope well still, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Hope? Be certain, wench.
I make no question now but thou art mine,
As sure as if I had thee in thy night-gear.
 

VALERIA
By’r Lady, that I doubt, sir.
 

FIRST SUITOR
O, ’tis clear, wench,
By one thing that I marked.
 

VALERIA
What’s that, good sweet sir?
 

FIRST SUITOR
A thing that never failed me.
 

VALERIA
Good sir, what?
 

FIRST SUITOR
I heard our counsellor speak a word of comfort:
Invita voluntate. Ha! That’s he, wench,
The word of words, the precious chief, i’faith.
 

VALERIA
Invita voluntate. What’s the meaning, sir?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Nay, there I leave you. But assure you thus much, f never heard him speak that word i’ my life
But the cause went on’s side; that I marked ever.
[Ricardo and Second Suitor talk apart]
 

SECOND SUITOR
Do, do, and spare not! Thou wouldst talk with her?
 

RICARDO
Yes, with your leave and liking.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Do, my adoption,
My chosen child. An thou hold’st so obedient,
Sure thou wilt live, and cozen all my kindred.
 

RICARDO
A child’s part in your love, that’s my ambition, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Go and deserve it then. Please me well now.
I love wrangling, o’ life, boy; there’s my delight.
I have no other venery but vexation;
That’s all my honey now. Smartly now to her!
I’ve enough, and I will have my humour.
 

RICARDO
This need not ha’ been, widow.
 

VALERIA
You say right, sir.
No, nor your treachery, your close conspiracy
Against me for my wealth need not ha’ been neither.
 

RICARDO
I had you fairly. I scorn treachery
To your woman that I never meant to marry,
Much more to you whom I reserved for wife.
 

VALERIA
How, wife?
 

RICARDO
Ay, wife, wife, widow. Be not ashamed on’t; ft’s the best calling ever woman came to,
And all your grace indeed, brag as you list.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Ha ha!
 

VALERIA
I grant you, sir — but not to be your wife.
 

FIRST SUITOR
O O!
 

RICARDO
Not mine? I think ’tis the best bargain
That e’er thou mad’st i’ thy life, or ever shall again,
When my head’s laid — but that’s not yet this threescore year.
Let’s talk of nearer matters.
 

VALERIA
You’re as near, sir,
As e’er you’re like to be, if law can right me.
 

RICARDO
Now, before conscience, you’re a wilful housewife.
 

VALERIA
How!
 

RICARDO
Ay, and I fear you spend my goods lavishly.
 

VALERIA
Your goods?
 

RICARDO
I shall miss much, I doubt me,
When I come to look over the inventory.
 

VALERIA
I’ll give you my word you shall, sir.
 

RICARDO
Look to’t, widow.
A night may come will call you to account for’t.
 

VALERIA
O, if you had me now, sir, in this heat,
I do but think how you’d be revenged on me.
 

RICARDO
Ay, may I perish else, if I would not get
Three children at a birth, an I could o’ thee.
 

VALERIA
True. Speak low, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Well, what’s the business? Say, say.
 

VALERIA
Marry, this, brother.
Call the young man aside, from the old wolf there,
And whisper in his ear ‘a thousand dollars’ — 
If he will vanish, and let fall the suit,
And never put’s to no more cost and trouble.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Say me those words, good sir; I’ll make ‘em worth
A chain of gold to you at your sister’s wedding.
 

Enter Violetta
 

BRANDINO
I shall do much for that.
[Brandino whispers to Ricardo, apart]
 

VALERIA
Welcome, sweetheart.
Thou com’st most happily. I’m bold to send for thee
To make a purpose good.
 

VIOLETTA
I take delight forsooth
In any such employment.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Good wench, trust me.
[Valeria and Second Suitor whisper to Violetta, apart]
 

RICARDO
[to Brandino]
How, sir, let fall the suit? Life, I’ll go naked first.
 

BRANDINO
A thousand dollars, sir: think upon them.
 

RICARDO
Why, they’re but a thousand dollars, when they’re thought on.
 

BRANDINO
A good round sum.
 

RICARDO
A good round widow’s better.
There’s meat and money too. I have been bought
Out of my lands and yielded, but (sir) scorn
To be bought out of my affection.
 

BRANDINO
Why, here’s e’en just my university spirit.
I prized a piece of red deer above gold then.
 

RICARDO
[aside]
My patron would be mad, an he should hear on’t.
 

MARTINO
I pray, what’s good, sir, for a wicked tooth?
 

RICARDO
Hanged, drawn, and quart’ring. Is’t a hollow one?
 

FIRST SUITOR [to Second Suitor]
Take off your youngster there.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Take off your widow first.
He shall have the last word; I pay for’t dearly. — 
To her again, sweet boy; that side’s the weaker.
I have enough, and I will have my humour.
 

Enter Brandino and Martino. [Ricardo and Second
Suitor stand apart]
 

VALERIA
O brother, see, I’m up to th’ears in law here.
[She shows him many legal papers]
Look, copy upon copy.
 

BRANDINO
‘Twere grief enough if a man did but hear on’t,
But I’m in pain to see’t.
 

VALERIA
What, sore eyes still, brother?
 

BRANDINO
Worse and worse, sister. The old woman’s water
Does me no good.
 

VALERIA
Why, it’s helped many, sir.
 

BRANDINO
It helps not me, I’m sure.
 

MARTINO
O! O!
 

VALERIA
What, ails Martino too?
 

MARTINO
O! O! the toothache, the toothache!
 

BRANDINO
Ah, poor worm! This he endures for me now.
There beats not a more mutual pulse of passion
In a kind husband when his wife breeds child
Than in Martino. I ha’ marked it ever.
He breeds all my pains in’s teeth still — and, to quite me,
It is his eye-tooth too.
 

MARTINO
Ay, ay, ay, ay!
 

VALERIA
Where did I hear late of a skilful fellow,
Good for all kind of maladies? True, true, sir,
His flag hangs out in town here, i’th’ Cross Inn,
With admirable cures of all conditions.
It shows him a great travelling and learned empiric.
 

BRANDINO
We’ll both to him, Martino.
 

VALERIA
Hark you, brother.
Perhaps you may prevail, as one indifferent.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Ay, about that, sweet widow.
 

MARTINO
Ay, ’tis a hollow one.
 

RICARDO
Then take the powder
Of a burnt warrant, mixed with oil of felon.
 

MARTINO
Why, sure you mock me.
 

RICARDO
Troth, I think I do, sir.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Come hither, honey. What’s the news in whispers?
[Ricardo and Second Suitor whisper apart]
 

BRANDINO
[to Valeria]
He will not be bought out.
 

VALERIA
No? That’s strange, brother.
Pray take a little pains about this project then,
And try what that effects.
 

BRANDINO
I like this better.
[Brandino approaches Ricardo and Second Suitor]
Look you, sweet gentles, see what I produce here
For amity’s sake and peace, to end all controversy:
This gentlewoman — my charge, left by her friends,
Whom for her person and her portion
I could bestow most richly; but in pity
To her affection, which lies bent at you, sir,
I am content to yield to her desire.
 

RICARDO
At me?
 

BRANDINO
But for this jar, ‘t’ad ne’er been offered.
I bring you flesh and money, a rich heir
And a maid too — and that’s a thing worth thanks, sir;
Nay, one that has rid fifteen mile this morning
For your love only.
 

SECOND SUITOR [to Ricardo]
Honey, hearken after her.
Being rich, I can have all my money there,
Ease my purse well, and never wage law further.
I have enough, yet I will have my humour.
 

RICARDO
[to Violetta]
Do you love me, forsooth?
 

VIOLETTA
O infinitely!
 

RICARDO
I do not ask thee, that I meant to have thee,
But only to know what came in thy head to love me.
 

VIOLETTA
My time was come, sir; that’s all I can say.
 

RICARDO
‘Las, poor fool! Where didst thou love me first, prithee?
 

VIOLETTA
In happy hour be’t spoke, out at a window, sir.
 

RICARDO
A window? Prithee clap it to, and call it in again.
What was I doing then, should make thee love me?
 

VIOLETTA
Twirling your band-string — which, methought, became you
So generously well.
 

RICARDO
’Twas a good quality to choose a husband for. That love was likely to be tied in matrimony that begun in a band-string. Yet I ha’ known as much come to pass ere now upon a tassel. Fare you well, sister. I may be cozened in a maid; I cannot, in a widow.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Art thou come home again? Stick’st thou there still?
I will defend thee still then.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Sir, your malice
Will have enough on’t.
 

SECOND SUITOR
I will have my humour.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Beggary will prove the sponge.
 

SECOND SUITOR
Sponge i’ thy gaskins,
Thy galligaskins there!
 

RICARDO
Ha! Brave protector!
 

BRANDINO
I thought ’twould come to open wars again.
Let ‘em agree as they will. Two testy fops!
I’ll have a care of mine eyes.
 

MARTINO
I, of my chops.
Exeunt [severally]
 

Enter Latrocinio and Occulto
 

LATROCINIO
Away, out with the banner! Send’s good luck today!
A banner of cures and diseases hung out
 

OCCULTO
I warrant you. Your name’s spread, sir, for an empiric.
There’s an old mason troubled with the stone
Has sent to you this morning for your counsel;
He would have ease, fain.
 

LATROCINIO
Marry, I cannot blame him, sir.
But how he will come by’t? There lies the question.
 

OCCULTO
You must do somewhat, sir, for he’s swoll’n most piteously;
Has urine in him now was brewed last March.
 

LATROCINIO
‘Twill be rich gear for dyers.
 

OCCULTO
I would ‘twere come to that, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
Lemme see.
I’ll send him a whole musketcharge of gunpowder.
 

OCCULTO
Gunpowder? What, sir, to break the stone?
 

LATROCINIO
Ay, by my faith, sir.
It is the likeliest thing I know to do’t.
I’m sure it breaks stone walls and castles down;
I see no reason, but’t should break the stone.
 

OCCULTO
Nay, use your pleasure, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
Troth, if that do not
I ha’ nothing else that will.
 

OCCULTO
I know that too.
 

LATROCINIO
Why then thou’rt a coxcomb to make question on’t.
Go call in all the rest. I have employment for them.
[Exit Occulto]
When the highways grow thin with travellers
And few portmanteaus stirring (as all trades
Have their dead time, we see — thievery poor takings,
And lechery cold doings, and so forwards still),
Then do I take my inn, and those curmudgeons
Whose purses I can never get abroad,
I take ‘em at more ease here i’ my chamber,
And make ‘em come to me. It’s more state-like too.
Hang him that has but one way to his trade!
He’s like a mouth that eats but on one side
And half-cozens his belly, ‘specially
If he dine among shavers and both-handed feeders.
Stratio, Silvio, and Fiducio!
 

Enter all the rest [of the thieves]; Silvio, Stratio,
Fiducio
I will have none left out. There’s parts for you.
 

SILVIO
For us? Pray, let’s have ‘em.
 

LATROCINIO
Change yourselves
With all speed possible into several shapes
Far from your own, as: you, a farmer, sir;
A grazier, you; and you may be a miller.
 

FIDUCIO
O no, a miller comes too near a thief;
That may spoil all again.
 

LATROCINIO
Some country tailor then.
 

FIDUCIO
That’s near enough, by’r Lady; yet I’ll venture that.
The miller’s a white devil; he wears his theft
Like innocence in badges most apparently
Upon his nose, sometimes between his lips;
The tailor, modestly, between his legs.
 

LATROCINIO
Why, pray, do you present that modest thief then.
And hark you for the purpose.
 

SILVIO
‘Twill improve you, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
‘Twill get believers, believe that, my masters,
Repute and confidence, and make all things clearer.
When you see any come, repair you to me
As samples of my skill. There are few arts
But have their shadows, sirs, to set ‘em off;
Then where the art itself is but a shadow,
What need is there, my friends? Make haste, away, sirs!
Exeunt [Stratio, Silvio, and Fiducio]
 

Enter Occulto
disguised]
 

OCCULTO
Where are you, sir?
 

LATROCINIO
Not far, man. What’s the news?
 

OCCULTO
The old Justice, sir, whom we robbed once by moonlight,
And bound his man and he in haycock time
With a rope made of horsemeat, and in pity
Left their mares by ‘em, which I think ere midnight
Did eat their hay-bound masters both at liberty — 
 

LATROCINIO
Life, what of him, man?
 

OCCULTO
He’s inquiring earnestly
For the great man of art — indeed, for you, sir.
Therefore withdraw, sweet sir. Make yourself dainty now,
And that’s three parts of any profession.
 

LATROCINIO
I have enough on’t. Exit
 

Enter Ansaldo
[in old Brandino’s clothes]
 

OCCULTO
[aside] How now, what thing’s this?
Now by this light, The Second Part o’th’ Justice,
‘Newly revived’ — with never a hair on’s face, ft should be the first rather, by his smoothness;
But I ha’ known The First Part written last.
’Tis he, or let me perish — the young gentleman
We robbed and stripped! But I am far from knowledge now.
 

ANSALDO
One word, I pray, sir.
 

OCCULTO
With me, gentle sir?
 

ANSALDO
Was there not lately seen about these parts, sir,
A knot of fellows, whose conditions
Are privily suspected?
 

OCCULTO
Why do you ask, sir?
 

ANSALDO
There was a poor young gentleman robbed last night.
 

OCCULTO
Robbed?
 

ANSALDO
Stripped of all, i’faith.
 

OCCULTO
O beastly rascals!
‘Las, what was he?
 

ANSALDO
Look o’ me, and know him, sir.
 

OCCULTO
Hard-hearted villains! Strip? Troth, when I saw you
Methought those clothes were never made for you, sir.
 

ANSALDO
Want made me glad o”em.
 

OCCULTO
Send you better fortunes, sir! — 
[Aside] That we may have a bout with you once again.
 

ANSALDO
I thank you for your wish of love, kind sir.
 

OCCULTO
’Tis with my heart, i’faith. New store of coin
And better clothes be with you!
 

ANSALDO
There’s some honest yet
And charitably minded. How, what’s here to do?
(Reads) ‘Here within this place is cured
All the griefs that were e’er endured.’ — 
Now there thou liest. I endured one last night
Thou canst not cure this morning. A strange promiser. — 
‘Palsy, gout, hydropic humour,
Breath that stinks beyond perfumer,
Fistula in ano, ulcer, megrum,
Or what disease soe’er beleag’r ‘em,
Stone, rupture, squinancy, impostume,
Yet too dear it shall not cost ‘em.’ — 
That’s conscionably said, i’faith. — 
‘In brief, you cannot, I assure you,
Be unsound so fast as I can cure you.’ — 
By’r Lady, you shall pardon me; I’ll not try’t, sir.
[Exit Occulto]
 

Enter Brandino and Martino [aloof]
 

BRANDINO
Martino, is not you my hinder parts?
 

MARTINO
Yes, and your fore parts too, sir.
 

BRANDINO
I trow SO.
I never saw my hind parts in my life else,
No, nor my fore ones neither. — What are you, sir?
Are you a justice, pray?
 

ANSALDO
A justice? No, truly.
 

BRANDINO
How came this suit to you then?
 

ANSALDO
How, this suit?
Why, must he needs be a Justice, sir, that wears it?
 

BRANDINO
You’ll find it so. ’Twas made for nobody else.
I paid for’t.
 

ANSALDO
[aside]
O strange fortune! I have undone
The charitable woman.
 

BRANDINO
He’ll be gone.
Martino, hold him fast. I’ll call for aid.
 

ANSALDO
Hold me? O curse of fate!
[Ansaldo strikes Martino on the face]
 

MARTINO
O master, master!
 

BRANDINO
What ails, Martino?
 

MARTINO
In my conscience
He’s beat out the wrong tooth. I feel it now,
Three degrees off.
 

BRANDINO
[to Ansaldo]
O slave! spoiled a fine penman.
 

ANSALDO
He lacked good manners, though. Lay hands o’ me?
I scorn all the deserts that belong to’t.
 

Enter Latrocinio [disguised as an empiric]
 

LATROCINIO
Why, how now? What’s the broil?
 

BRANDINO
The man of art
I take you, sir, to be.
 

LATROCINIO
I’m the professer
Of those slight cures you read of in the banner.
 

BRANDINO
Our business was to you, most skilful sir,
But in the way to you, right worshipful,
I met a thief.
 

LATROCINIO
A thief?
 

BRANDINO
With my clothes on, sir.
Let but the hose be searched, I’ll pawn my life
There’s yet the tailor’s bill in one o’th’ pockets
And a white thimble that I found i’ moonlight. — 
Thou saw’st me when I put it in, Martino.
 

MARTINO
Oy, oy.
 

BRANDINO
O, he’s spoiled the worthiest clerk that e’er drew warrant here.
 

LATROCINIO
[to Ansaldo]
Sir, you’re a stranger, but I must deal plain with you.
That suit of clothes must needs come oddly to you.
 

ANSALDO
[aside]
I dare not say which way; that’s my affliction.
 

LATROCINIO
Is not your worship’s name Signor Brandino, sir?
 

BRANDINO
It has been so these threescore year and upwards.
 

LATROCINIO
I heard there was a robbery done last night
Near to your house.
 

ANSALDO
You heard a truth then, sir,
And I the man was robbed.
 

LATROCINIO
Ah, that’s too gross.
Send him away for fear of farther mischief.
I do not like him; he’s a cunning knave.
 

BRANDINO
I want but aid.
 

LATROCINIO
Within there!
 

Enter [Occulto and] two or three servants
 

BRANDINO
Seize upon
That impudent thief!
 

ANSALDO
Then hear me speak.
 

BRANDINO
Away!
I’ll neither hear thee speak, nor wear those clothes again.
To prison with the varlet!
 

ANSALDO
How am I punished!
 

BRANDINO
I’ll make thee bring out all before I leave thee.
Exit
[servants]
with Ansaldo
 

LATROCINIO
You’ve took an excellent course with this bold villain, sir.
 

BRANDINO
I am sworn for service to the commonwealth, sir.
 

Enter Stratio, Silvio, and Fiducio [disguised as a farmer, a grazier, and a tailor]
What are these, learned sir?
 

LATROCINIO
O, they’re my patients. — 
Good morrow, Gout, Rupture, and Palsy.
 

STRATIO
’Tis farewell gout almost, I thank your worship.
 

LATROCINIO
What? No, you cannot part so soon, I hope?
You came but lately to me.
 

STRATIO
But most happily.
I can go near to leap, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
What, you cannot?
[Stratio leaps]
Away, I say! Take heed. Be not too vent’rous, though.
I’ve had you but three days, remember that.
 

STRATIO
Those three are better than three hundred, sir.
[Stratio leaps]
 

LATROCINIO
Yet again?
 

STRATIO
Ease takes pleasure to be known, sir.
[Exit]
 

LATROCINIO
[to Silvio]
You with the rupture there, hernia in scrotum,
Pray let me see your space this morning. Walk, sir.
[Silvio walks in a bow-legged manner]
I’ll take your distance straight. ’Twas ‘F.O.’ yesterday.
Ah, sirrah, here’s a simple alteration,
Secundo gradu, you’re ‘F.U.’ already.
Here’s a most happy change. Be of good comfort, sir.
Your knees are come within three inches now
Of one another; by tomorrow noon
I’ll make ‘em kiss and jostle.
 

SILVIO
Bless your worship!
[Exit]
 

BRANDINO
You have a hundred pray’rs in a morning, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
Faith, we have a few to pass away the day with. — 
Tailor, you had a stitch.
 

FIDUCIO
O, good your worship,
I have had none since Easter. Were I rid
But of this whoreson palsy, I were happy.
I cannot thread my needle.
 

LATROCINIO
No, that’s hard.
I never marked so much.
 

FIDUCIO
It comes by fits, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
‘Las, poor man! — What would your worship say now
To see me help this fellow at an instant?
 

BRANDINO
And make him firm from shaking?
 

LATROCINIO
AS a steeple,
From the disease on’t.
 

BRANDINO
’Tis to me miraculous.
 

LATROCINIO
[to Fiducio]
You, with your whoremaster disease, come hither.
Here, take me this round glass, and hold it steadfast.
Yet more, sir; yet, I say! So.
 

BRANDINO
Admirable!
 

LATROCINIO
Go, live, and thread thy needle. [Exit Fiducio]
 

BRANDINO
Here, Martino. — 
‘Las, poor fool, his mouth is full of praises
And cannot utter ‘em.
 

LATROCINIO
NO? What’s the malady?
 

BRANDINO
The fury of a tooth.
 

LATROCINIO
A tooth? Ha ha!
I thought ‘t’ad been some gangrene, fistula,
Cancer, or ramex.
 

BRANDINO
No, it’s enough as ’tis, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
My man shall ease that straight. — Sit you down there, sir.
[Martino sits]
[To Occulto] Take the tooth, sirrah, daintily, insensibly. — 
But what’s your worship’s malady? That’s for me, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Marry, pray look you, sir: your worship’s counsel
About mine eyes.
 

LATROCINIO
Sore eyes? That’s nothing too, sir.
 

BRANDINO
By’r Lady, I that feel it think it somewhat.
 

LATROCINIO
Have you no convulsions? pricking aches, sir?
Ruptures or apostemates?
 

BRANDINO
No, by my faith, sir,
Nor do I desire to have ‘em.
 

LATROCINIO
Those are cures;
There do I win my fame, sir. — Quickly, sirrah,
Reach me the eye-cup hither. — Do you make water well, sir?
 

BRANDINO
I’m all well there.
 

LATROCINIO
You feel no grief i’th’ kidney?
 

BRANDINO
Sound, sound, sound, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
O, here’s a breath, sir, I must talk withal
One of these mornings.
 

BRANDINO
There I think, i’faith,
I am to blame indeed, and my wife’s words
Are come to pass, sir.
[Occulto draws a tooth from Martino]
 

MARTINO
O, O. ’Tis not that, ’tis not that!
It is the next beyond it: there, there, there.
 

OCCULTO
The best have their mistakings. Now I’ll fit you, sir.
 

BRANDINO
[to Latrocinio]
What’s that, sweet sir, that comforts with his coolness?
 

LATROCINIO
O, sovereign gear. Wink hard, and keep it in, sir.
[While he applies the eye-cup, he picks Brandino’s pocket]
 

MARTINO
O, O, O!
 

OCCULTO
Nay, here he goes. One twitch more and he comes, sir.
[While he draws a tooth, he picks Martino’s pocket]
 

MARTINO
Auh, ho.
 

OCCULTO
Spit out. I told you he was gone, sir.
 

BRANDINO
How cheers Martino?
 

MARTINO
O, I can answer you now, master.
I feel great ease, sir.
 

BRANDINO
So do I, Martino.
 

MARTINO
I’m rid of a sore burden, for my part, master,
Of a scald little one.
 

LATROCINIO
[to Brandino]
Please but your worship now
To take three drops of the rich water with you,
I’ll undertake your man shall cure you, sir,
At twice i’ your own chamber.
 

BRANDINO
Shall he so, sir?
 

LATROCINIO
I will uphold him in’t.
 

MARTINO
Then will I do’t, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
How lively your man’s now!
 

MARTINO
O, I’m so light, methinks,
Over what e’er I was!
 

BRANDING
[to Latrocinio]
What is’t contents your worship?
 

LATROCINIO
E’en what your worship please. I am not mercenary.
 

BRANDINO
My purse is gone, Martino!
 

LATROCINIO
How, your purse, sir?
 

BRANDINO
’Tis gone, i’faith. I’ve been among some rascals.
 

MARTINO
And that’s a thing
I ever gave you warning of, master. You care not
What company you run into.
 

BRANDINO
Lend me some money. Chide me anon, I prithee.
A pox on ‘em for vipers! They ha’ sucked blood o’ me.
 

MARTINO
O master!
 

BRANDINO
How now, man?
 

MARTINO
My purse is gone too.
 

BRANDINO
HOW?
I’ll never take warning more of thee while I live then.
Thou art an hypocrite, and art not fit
To give good counsel to thy master, that
Canst not keep from ill company thyself.
 

LATROCINIO
This is most strange, sir. Both your purses gone?
 

MARTINO
Sir, I’d my hand on mine when I came in.
 

LATROCINIO
Are you but sure of that? O would you were!
 

MARTINO
As I’m of ease.
 

LATROCINIO
Then they’re both gone one way;
Be that your comfort.
 

BRANDINO
Ay, but what way’s that, sir?
 

LATROCINIO
That close knave in your clothes has got ‘em both.
’Tis well you’ve clapped him fast.
 

BRANDINO
Why, that’s impossible.
 

LATROCINIO
O, tell not me, sir. I ha’ known purses gone
And the thief stand and look one full i’th’ face,
As I may do your worship and your man now.
 

MARTINO
Nay, that’s most certain, master.
 

BRANDINO
I will make
That rascal in my clothes answer all this then
And all the robberies that have been done
Since the moon changed. Get you home first, Martino,
And know if any of my wife’s things are missing,
Or any more of mine. Tell her he’s taken,
And by that token he has took both our purses.
[He gives Martino a token]
 

MARTINO
That’s an ill token, master.
 

BRANDINO
That’s all one, sir.
She must have that or nothing, for I’m sure
The rascal has left nothing else for a token.
Begone! Make haste again, and meet me part o’th’ way.
 

MARTINO
I’ll hang the villain
An ‘twere for nothing but the souse he gave me.
Exit
 

BRANDINO
Sir, I depart ashamed of my requital,
And leave this seal ring with you as a pledge
Of further thankfulness.
 

LATROCINIO
No, I beseech you, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Indeed you shall, sir.
 

LATROCINIO
O, your worship’s word, sir.
[Brandino gives him the ring]
 

BRANDINO
You shall have my word too, for a rare gentleman
As e’er I met withal.
 

LATROCINIO
Clear sight be with you, sir!
Exit Brandino
 — If conduit-water and my hostess’ milk,
That comes with the ninth child now, may afford it.
[Enter Stratio, Silvio, and Fiducio]
Life, I feared none but thee, my villainous toothdrawer.
 

OCCULTO
There was no fear of me. I’ve often told you
I was bound prentice to a barber once,
But ran away i’th’ second year.
 

LATROCINIO
Ay, marry,
That made thee give a pull at the wrong tooth,
And me afraid of thee. — What have we there, sirs?
 

OCCULTO
Some threescore dollars i’ the master’s purse
And sixteen in the clerk’s, a silver seal,
Two or three amber beads, and four blank warrants.
 

LATROCINIO
Warrants? Where be they? The best news came yet.
Mass, here’s his hand, and here’s his seal, I thank him.
This comes most luckily. One of our fellows
Was took last night; we’ll set him first at liberty,
And other good boys after him — and if he
In th’old Justice’s suit, whom we robbed lately,
Will come off roundly, we’ll set him free too.
 

OCCULTO
That were a good deed, faith; we may in pity.
 

LATROCINIO
There’s nothing done merely for pity nowadays;
Money or ware must help too.
 

Song in parts
 

THIEVES
Give me fortune, give me health,
Give me freedom, I’ll get wealth.
Who complains his fate’s amiss
When he has the wide world his?
He that has the devil in fee
Can have but all, and so have we.
Give us fortune, give us health,
Give us freedom, we’ll get wealth.
In every hamlet, town and city,
He has lands, that was born witty. Exeunt
 




Act V.
 

Enter Philippa and Violetta
 

PHILIPPA
How well this gentleman keeps his promise too!
Sure there’s no trust in man.
 

VIOLETTA
They’re all Franciscos.
That’s my opinion, mistress. Fools, or false ones.
He might have had the honesty yet, i’faith,
To send my master’s clothes home.
 

PHILIPPA
Ay, those clothes.
 

VIOLETTA
Colliers come by the door ev’ry day, mistress.
Nay, this is market-day too: poulterers, butchers,
They would have lain most daintily in a pannier
And kept veal from the wind.
 

PHILIPPA
Those clothes much trouble me.
 

VIOLETTA
Faith, an he were a gentleman, as he seemed to be,
They would trouble him too, I think.
Methinks he should have small desire to keep ‘em.
 

PHILIPPA
Faith, and less pride to wear ‘em, I should think, wench,
Unless he kept ‘em as a testimony
For after-times, to show what misery
He passed in his young days, and then weep over ‘em.
 

VIOLETTA
Weep, mistress?
Nay, sure, methinks he should not weep for laughing.
 

Enter Martino
 

PHILIPPA
[aside to Violetta]
Martino? O, we’re spoiled, wench. Are they come then?
 

MARTINO
Mistress, be of good cheer. I have excellent news for you. Comfort your heart. What have you to breakfast, mistress?
You shall have all again, I warrant you.
 

PHILIPPA
[aside]
What says he, wench?
 

VIOLETTA
[aside] I’m loath to understand him.
 

MARTINO
Give me a note of all your things, sweet mistress.
You shall not lose a hair. Take’t of my word.
We have him safe enough.
 

PHILIPPA
[aside] O  ‘las, sweet wench,
This man talks fearfully.
 

VIOLETTA
[aside] And I know not what yet;
That’s the worst, mistress.
 

MARTINO
Can you tell me, pray,
Whether the rascal has broke ope my desk or no?
There’s a tine little barrel of pome-citrons
Would have served me this seven year — O, and my fig-cheese!
The fig of everlasting obloquy
Go with him if he have eat it! I’ll make haste;
He cannot eat it all yet. He was taken, mistress,
Grossly and beastly — how do you think, i’faith?
 

PHILIPPA
I know not, sir.
 

MARTINO
Troth, in my master’s clothes.
Would any thief but a beast been taken so?
 

PHILIPPA
[aside] Wench, wench.
 

VIOLETTA
[aside]
I have grief enough of mine own to tend, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
[to Martino]
Did he confess the robbery?
 

MARTINO
O no, no, mistress.
He’s a young cunning rascal; he confessed nothing.
While we were examining on him, he took away
My master’s purse and mine, but confessed nothing still.
 

PHILIPPA
[aside]
That’s but some slanderous injury raised against him. — 
Came not your master with you?
 

MARTINO
No, sweet mistress,
I must make haste and meet him. Pray, dispatch me then.
 

PHILIPPA
I have looked over all with special heedfulness.
There’s nothing missed, I can assure you, sir,
But that suit of your master’s.
 

MARTINO
I’m right glad on’t.
That suit would hang him. Yet I would not have him
Hanged in that suit, though; it will disgrace
My master’s fashion for ever, and make it as hateful
As yellow bands. Exit
 

PHILIPPA
O, what shall’s do, wench?
 

VIOLETTA
’Tis no marvel, mistress,
The poor young gentleman could not keep his promise.
 

PHILIPPA
Alas, sweet man, he’s confessed nothing yet, wench.
 

VIOLETTA
That shows his constancy and love to you, mistress.
But you must do’t, of force; there is no help for’t.
The truth can neither shame nor hurt you much.
Let ‘em make what they can on’t; ‘twere sin and pity, i’faith,
To cast away so sweet a gentleman
For such a pair of infidel hose and doublet.
I would not hang a Jew for a whole wardrobe on ‘em.
 

PHILIPPA
Thou sayst true, wench.
 

Enter Ansaldo
[in old Brandino’s clothes]
 

VIOLETTA
O O, they’re come again, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Signor Ansaldo?
 

ANSALDO
The same — mightily crossed, lady,
But, past hope, freed again by a doctor’s means,
A man of art; I know not justly what, indeed,
But pity and the fortunate gold you gave me
Wrought my release between ‘em.
 

PHILIPPA
Met you not
My husband’s man?
 

ANSALDO
I took such strange ways, lady,
I hardly met a creature.
 

PHILIPPA
O , most welcome!
 

VIOLETTA
But how shall we bestow him now we have him, mistress?
 

PHILIPPA
Alas, that’s true.
 

VIOLETTA
Martino may come back again.
 

PHILIPPA
Step you into that little chamber — speedily, sir — 
And dress him up in one of my gowns and headtires.
His youth will well endure it.
 

VIOLETTA
That will be admirable.
 

PHILIPPA
Nay, do’t, do’t quickly then, and cut that suit
Into a hundred pieces, that it may never be known again.
 

VIOLETTA
A hundred? Nay, ten thousand at the least, mistress, for if there be a piece of that suit left as big as my nail, the deed will come out. ’Tis worse than a murder; I fear ‘twill never be hid.
 

PHILIPPA
Away! Do your endeavour, and dispatch, wench.
Exeunt Violetta and Ansaldo
I’ve thought upon a way of certain safety,
And I may keep him while I have him too,
Without suspicion now. I’ve heard o’th’ like.
A gentleman, that for a lady’s love
Was thought six months her woman, tended on her
In her own garments, and (she being a widow)
Lay night by night with her in way of comfort;
Marry, in conclusion match they did together.
Would I’d a copy of the same conclusion.
 

Enter Brandino with a writing
He’s come himself now. If thou be’st a happy wench,
Be fortunate in thy speed. I’ll delay time
With all the means I can. — O, welcome sir.
 

BRANDINO
I’ll speak to you anon, wife, and kiss you shortly.
I’m very busy yet. — [Reads] ‘Cocksey-down, Memberry,
Her manor house at Welldun.’
 

PHILIPPA
What’s that, good sir?
 

BRANDINO
The widow’s, your sweet sister’s, deed of gift.
She’s made all her estate over to me, wench.
She’ll be too hard for ‘em all. — And now come buss me.
Good luck after thieves’ handsel.
 

PHILIPPA
O, ’tis happy, sir,
You have him fast.
 

BRANDINO
I ha’ laid him safe enough, wench.
 

PHILIPPA
I was so lost in joy at the report on’t
I quite forgot one thing to tell Martino.
 

BRANDINO
What’s that, sweet blood?
 

PHILIPPA
He and his villains, sir,
Robbed a sweet gentlewoman last night.
 

BRANDINO
A gentlewoman?
 

PHILIPPA
Nay, most uncivilly,
And basely stripped her, sir.
 

BRANDINO
O, barbarous slaves!
 

PHILIPPA
I was e’en fain — for womanhood’s sake,
Alas, and charity’s — to receive her in
And clothe her poor wants in a suit of mine.
 

BRANDINO
’Twas most religiously done. I long for her.
Who have I brought to see thee, think’st thou, woman?
 

PHILIPPA
Nay, sir, I know not.
 

BRANDINO
Guess, I prithee heartily.
An enemy of thine.
 

PHILIPPA
That I hope you have not, sir.
 

BRANDINO
But all was done in jest; he cries thee mercy.
Francisco, sirrah.
 

PHILIPPA
O, I think not on him.
 

BRANDINO
That letter was but writ to try thy constancy.
He confessed all to me.
 

PHILIPPA
Joy on him, sir.
 

Enter Francisco
So far am I from malice, look you, sir: — 
Welcome, sweet signor. But I’ll never trust you, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Faith, I’m beholden to thee, wife, for this.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
Methinks I enter now this house with joy,
Sweet peace, and quietness of conscience.
I wear no guilty blush upon my cheek
For a sin stamped last midnight; I can talk now
With that kind man, and not abuse him inwardly
With any scornful thought made of his shame.
What a sweet being is an honest mind, it speaks peace to itself and all mankind.
 

Enter Martino
 

BRANDINO
Martino.
 

MARTINO
Master?
 

BRANDINO
There’s another robbery done, sirrah,
By the same party.
 

MARTINO
What? Your worship mocks,
Under correction.
 

PHILIPPA
I forgot to tell thee
He robbed a lovely gentlewoman.
 

MARTINO
O pagan!
This fellow will be stoned to death with pipkins.
Your women in the suburbs will so maul him
With broken cruses and pitchers without ears He will ne’er die alive; that’s my opinion.
 

Enter Ansaldo
[dressed as a gentlewoman], and
Violetta
 

PHILIPPA
Look you, your judgements, gentlemen — yours especially,
Signor Francisco, whose mere object now
Is woman, at these years; that’s the eye-saint, I know,
Amongst young gallants. — Husband, you have a glimpse too;
You offer half an eye, as old as you are.
 

BRANDINO
By’r Lady, better, wench: an eye and a half, I trow.
I should be sorry else.
 

PHILIPPA
What think you now, sirs?
Is’t not a goodly manly gentlewoman?
 

BRANDINO
Beshrew my heart else, wife. — 
Pray, soft a little, signor. You’re but my guest, remember;
I’m master of the house; I’ll have the first buss.
 

PHILIPPA
But husband, ’tis the courtesy of all places
To give a stranger ever the first bit.
 

BRANDINO
In woodcock or so, but there’s no heed to be taken in mutton; we commonly fall so roundly to that, we forget ourselves. — I’m sorry for thy fortune, but thou’rt welcome, lady.
[Brandino kisses Ansaldo]
 

MARTINO
[aside]
My master kisses as I’ve heard a hackney man
Cheer up his mare: chap, chap.
 

BRANDINO
[to Ansaldo] I have him fast, lady,
And he shall lie by’t close.
 

ANSALDO YOU cannot do me
A greater pleasure, sir.
 

BRANDINO
I’m happily glad on’t.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
Methinks there’s somewhat whispers in my soul
This is the hour I must begin my acquaintance
With honest love, and banish all loose thoughts.
My fate speaks to me from the modest eye
Of you sweet gentlewoman.
[Francisco kisses Ansaldo. Philippa and Violetta talk apart]
 

PHILIPPA
Wench, wench!
 

VIOLETTA
Pish, hold in your breath, mistress.
If you be seen to laugh, you spoil all presently.
I keep it in with all the might I have — puh!
 

ANSALDO
[to Brandino]
Pray, what young gentleman’s that, sir?
 

BRANDINO
An honest boy, i’faith,
And came of a good kind. Dost like him, lady?
I would thou hadst him, an thou be’st not promised;
He’s worth ten thousand dollars.
 

VIOLETTA
By this light, mistress,
My master will go near to make a match anon.
Methinks I dream of admirable sport, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Peace, thou art a drab.
 

BRANDINO
Come hither now, Francisco.
I’ve known the time I’ve had a better stomach;
Now I can dine with looking upon meat.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Ansaldo]
That face deserved a better fortune, lady,
Than last night’s rudeness showed.
 

ANSALDO
We cannot be
Our choosers, sir, in our own destiny.
 

FRANCISCO
[aside]
I return better pleased than when I went.
 

MARTINO
[to Ansaldo]
And could that beastly imp rob you, forsooth?
 

ANSALDO
Most true, forsooth.
I will not altogether, sir, disgrace you,
Because you look half like a gentleman.
 

MARTINO
And that’s the mother’s half.
 

ANSALDO
There’s my hand for you.
 

MARTINO
I swear you could not give me anything
I love better. A hand gets me my living.
O sweet lemon-peel!
[Martino kisses Ansaldo’s hand]
 

FRANCISCO
[to Ansaldo]
May I request a modest word or two, lady,
In private with you?
 

ANSALDO
With me, sir?
 

FRANCISCO
To make it sure from all suspect of injury
Or unbeseeming privacy, which heaven knows
Is not my aim now, I’ll entreat this gentleman
For an ear-witness unto all our conference.
 

ANSALDO
Why, so, I am content, sir.
 

BRANDINO
So am I, lady.
Exeunt Francisco and Ansaldo
 

MARTINO
O master, here’s a rare bedfellow for my mistress tonight — for you know we must both out of town again.
 

BRANDINO
That’s true, Martino.
 

MARTINO
I do but think how they’ll lie telling of tales together,
The prettiliest.
 

BRANDINO
The prettiliest, indeed.
 

MARTINO
Their tongues will never
Lin wagging, master.
 

BRANDINO
Never, Martino, never.
Exeunt Brandino [at one door, following Francisco and Ansaldo], and Martino
[at another door]
 

PHILIPPA
Take heed you be not heard.
 

VIOLETTA
I fear you most, mistress.
 

PHILIPPA
Me, fool? — Ha ha!
 

VIOLETTA
Why, look you, mistress; faith, you’re faulty — ha ha!
 

PHILIPPA
Well said, i’faith. Where lies the fault now, gossip?
 

VIOLETTA
O for a husband! I shall burst with laughing else.
This house is able to spoil any maid.
 

PHILIPPA
I’ll be revenged now soundly of Francisco
For failing me when time was.
 

VIOLETTA
Are you there, mistress? I thought you would not forget that, however. A good turn disappointed is ever the last thing that a woman forgives. She’ll scarce do’t when she’s speechless. Nay, though she hold up her whole hand for all other injuries, she’ll forgive that but with one finger.
 

PHILIPPA
I’ll vex his heart as much as he mocked mine.
 

VIOLETTA
But that may mar your hopes too, if our gentlewoman
Be known to be a man.
 

PHILIPPA
Not as I’ll work it.
I would not lose this sweet revenge, methinks,
 For a whole fortnight of the old man’s absence,
Which is the sweetest benefit next to this.
 

Enter Ansaldo [dressed as a gentlewoman]
Why, how now, sir, what course take you for laughing?
We are undone for one.
 

ANSALDO
Faith, with great pain
Stifle it and keep it in. I ha’ no receipt for’t.
But pray, in sadness say: what is the gentleman?
I never knew his like for tedious urgings.
He will receive no answer.
 

PHILIPPA
Would he would not, sir.
 

ANSALDO
Says I’m ordained for him, merely for him,
And that his wiving fate speaks in me to him;
Will force on me a jointure speedily
Of some seven thousand dollars.
 

PHILIPPA
Would thou hadst ‘em, sir!
I know he can, an he will.
 

ANSALDO
For wonder’s pity,
What is this gentleman?
 

PHILIPPA
Faith, shall I tell you, sir?
One that would make an excellent honest husband o For her that’s a just maid at one-and-twenty, For on my conscience he has his maidenhead yet.
 

ANSALDO
Fie, out upon him, beast!
 

PHILIPPA
Sir, if you love me,
Give way but to one thing I shall request of you.
 

ANSALDO
Your courtesies, you know, may lay commands on me.
 

PHILIPPA
Then, at his next solicitings, let a consent
Seem to come from you. ‘Twill make noble sport, sir.
We’ll get jointure and all — but you must bear
Yourself most affable to all his purposes.
 

ANSALDO
I can do that.
 

PHILIPPA
Ay, and take heed of laughing.
 

ANSALDO
I’ve bide the worst of that already, lady.
 

Enter Francisco
 

PHILIPPA
Peace, set your countenance then, for here he comes.
 

FRANCISCO
There is no middle continent in this passion.
I feel it since; it must be love or death;
It was ordained for one.
 

PHILIPPA
[taking him aside]
Signor Francisco,
I’m sorry ’twas your fortune in my house, sir,
To have so violent a stroke come to you.
The gentlewoman’s a stranger; pray be counselled, sir,
Till you hear further of her friends and portion.
 

FRANCISCO
’Tis only but her love that I desire;
She comes most rich in that.
 

PHILIPPA
But be advised, though.
I think she’s a rich heir, but see the proof, sir,
Before you make her such a generous jointure.
 

FRANCISCO
’Tis mine, and I will do’t.
 

PHILIPPA
She shall be yours too,
If I may rule her then.
 

FRANCISCO
You speak all sweetness.
 

PHILIPPA
She likes your person well; I tell you so much,
But take no note I said so.
 

FRANCISCO
Not a word.
 

PHILIPPA
[to Ansaldo]
Come, lady, come. The gentleman’s desertful,
And, o’ my conscience, honest.
 

ANSALDO
Blame me not.
I am a maid, and fearful.
 

FRANCISCO
Never truth
Came perfecter from man.
 

PHILIPPA
Give her a lip-taste,
 

Enter Brandino
That she herself may praise it.
[Francisco kisses Ansaldo]
 

BRANDINO
Yea, a match, i’faith!
[Exeunt Francisco, Ansaldo, Philippa, and Violetta]
My house is lucky for ‘em.
[Enter Martino]
Now, Martino?
 

MARTINO
Master, the widow has the day.
 

BRANDINO
The day?
 

MARTINO
She’s overthrown my youngster.
 

BRANDINO
Precious tidings!
Clap down four woodcocks more.
 

MARTINO
They’re all at hand, sir.
 

BRANDINO
What, both her adversaries too?
 

MARTINO
They’re come, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Go bid the cook serve in two geese in a dish.
 

MARTINO
I like your conceit, master, beyond utterance. [Exit]
 

Enter Valeria, Ricardo, and two Suitors
 

BRANDINO
Welcome, sweet sister. Which is the man must have you?
I’d welcome nobody else.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Come to me then, sir.
 

BRANDINO
Are you he, faith, my chain of gold? I’m glad on’t.
 

VALERIA
[to Ricardo]
I wonder you can have the face to follow me,
That have so prosecuted things against me.
But I ha’ resolved myself, ’tis done to spite me.
 

RICARDO
[tearing his hair]
O dearth of truth!
 

SECOND SUITOR Nay, do not spoil thy hair.
Hold, hold I say. I’ll get thee a widow somewhere.
 

RICARDO
If hand and faith be nothing for a contract,
What shall man hope?
 

SECOND SUITOR
’Twas wont to be enough, honey,
When there was honest meaning amongst widows;
But since your bribes came in, ’tis not allowed
A contract without gifts to bind it fast.
Everything now must have a feeling first. — 
Do I come near you, widow?
 

VALERIA
No, indeed, sir,
Nor ever shall, I hope. — And for your comfort, sir,
That sought all means t’entrap me for my wealth,
Had law unfortunately put you upon me
You had lost your labour, all your aim and hopes, sir.
Here stands the honest gentleman my brother
To whom I’ve made a deed of gift of all.
 

BRANDINO
Ay, that she has, i’faith. I thank her, gentlemen.
Look you here, sirs.
[He shows a writing]
 

VALERIA
I must not look for pleasures
That give more grief, if they prove false or fail us,
Than ever they gave joy.
 

FIRST SUITOR Ha’ you served me so, widow?
 

SECOND SUITOR [to Ricardo]
I’m glad thou hast her not. Laugh at him, honey. Ha
Ha!
 

VALERIA
I must take one that loves me for myself.
Here’s an old gentleman looks not after wealth
But virtue, manners, and conditions.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Yes, by my faith. I must have lordships too, widow.
 

VALERIA
How, sir?
 

FIRST SUITOR
Your manners, virtue, and conditions, widow,
Are pretty things within doors; I like well on ‘em.
But I must have somewhat without, Tying or being
In the tenure, or occupation,
Of Master such-a-one’ — ha? Those are fine things indeed.
 

VALERIA
Why, sir, you swore to me it was for love.
 

FIRST SUITOR
True, but there’s two words to a bargain ever
All the world over, and if love be one
I’m sure money’s the other. ’Tis no bargain else.
Pardon me, I must dine as well as sup, widow.
 

VALERIA
Cry mercy, I mistook you all this while, sir.
It was this ancient gentleman, indeed,
Whom I crave pardon on.
 

SECOND SUITOR
What of me, widow?
 

VALERIA
Alas, I have wronged you, sir. ’Twas you that swore
You loved me for myself.
 

SECOND SUITOR
By my troth, but I did not.
Come, father not your lies upon me, widow.
I, love you for yourself? — Spit at me, gentlemen,
If ever I’d such a thought. — Fetch me in, widow;
You’ll find your reach too short.
 

VALERIA
Why, you have enough, you say. o
 

SECOND SUITOR
Ay, but I will have
My humour too; you never think of that.
They’re coach-horses; they go together still.
 

VALERIA
Whom should a widow trust? I’ll swear ’twas one of you
That made me believe so. — Mass, think ’twas you, sir,
Now I remember me.
 

RICARDO
I swore too much
To be believed so little.
 

VALERIA
Was it you then?
Beshrew my heart for wronging of you.
 

RICARDO
Welcome, blessing.
Are you mine faithfully now?
 

VALERIA
As love can make one.
 

FIRST SUITOR
Why, this fills the commonwealth so full of beggars,
Marrying for love — which none of mine shall do.
 

VALERIA
[to Ricardo]
But now I think on’t, we must part again, sir.
 

RICARDO
Again?
 

VALERIA
You’re in debt; and I, in doubt of all,
Left myself nothing too. We must not hold;
Want on both sides makes all affection cold.
I shall not keep you from that gentleman.
You’ll be his more than mine, an when he list
He’ll make you lie from me in some sour prison.
Then let him take you now for altogether, sir,
For he that’s mine shall be all mine, or nothing.
 

RICARDO
I never felt the evil of my debts
Till this afflicting minute.
 

SECOND SUITOR [aside] I’ll be mad
Once in my days; I have enough to cure me,
And I will have my humour. They’re now but
Desperate debts again; I ne’er look for ‘em,
And ever since I knew what malice was
I always held it sweeter to sow mischief
Than to reap money; ’tis the finer pleasure.
I’ll give him in his bonds, as ‘twere in pity,
To make the match, and bring ‘em both to beggary.
Then will they ne’er agree; that’s a sure point.
He’ll give her a black eye within these three days,
Beat half her teeth out by Allhallowtide,
And break the little household-stuff they have
With throwing at one another. O sweet sport! — 
Come, widow, come. I’ll try your honesty.
Here to my honey you’ve made many proffers;
I fear they’re all but tricks. — 
[He shows writings]
Here are his debts, gentlemen.
How I came by ‘em, I know best myself. — 
Take him before us faithfully for your husband,
And he shall tear ‘em all before your face, widow.
 

VALERIA
Else may all faith refuse me.
 

SECOND SUITOR [to Ricardo] Tear ‘em, honey.
’Tis firm in law, a consideration given.
[Ricardo tears the papers]
What, with thy teeth? Thou’lt shortly tear her so.
That’s all my hope. Thou’dst never had ‘em else.
I’ve enough, and I will have my humour.
 

RICARDO
I’m now at liberty, widow.
 

VALERIA
I’ll be so too,
And then I come to thee. — Give me this from you, brother.
[She takes the writing from Brandino]
 

BRANDINO
Hold, sister, sister!
 

VALERIA
[to Ricardo]
Look you, the deed of gift, sir. I’m as free.
He that has me, has all — and thou art he.
 

BOTH SUITORS
How’s that?
 

VALERIA
You’re bobbed; ’twas but a deed in trust. — 
And all to prove thee, whom I have found most just.
 

BRANDINO
I’m bobbed among the rest too. I’d have sworn
‘T’ad been a thing for me and my heirs for ever.
If I’d but got it up to the black box above
It had been past redemption.
 

FIRST SUITOR
How am I cheated!
 

SECOND SUITOR [to Ricardo]
I hope you’ll have the conscience now to pay me, sir.
 

RICARDO
O wicked man, sower of strife and envy,
Open not thy lips.
 

SECOND SUITOR How? How’s this?
 

RICARDO
Thou hast no charge at all, no child of thine own
But two thou got’st once of a scouring-woman,
And they are both well provided for, they’re i’th’ hospital.
Thou hast ten thousand pound to bury thee;
Hang thyself when thou wilt. A slave go with thee!
 

SECOND SUITOR
I’m gone. My goodness comes all out together.
I have enough, but I have not my humour. [Exit]
 

Enter Violetta
 

VIOLETTA
O master, gentlemen, and you, sweet widow — 
I think you are no forwarder, yet I know not:
If ever you be sure to laugh again,
Now is the time.
 

VALERIA
Why, what’s the matter, wench?
 

VIOLETTA
Ha ha ha!
 

BRANDINO
Speak, speak!
 

VIOLETTA
Ha! a marriage, a marriage — I cannot tell’t for laughing. Ha ha!
 

BRANDINO
A marriage? Do you make that a laughing matter?
 

VIOLETTA
Ha! Ay, and you’ll make it so, when you know all.
 

Enter Francisco, and Ansaldo [dressed as a gentlewoman, followed by Philippa]
Here they come!
Here they come, one man married to another!
 

VALERIA
How, man to man?
 

VIOLETTA
Ay, man to man, i’faith.
There’ll be good sport at night to bring ‘em both to bed.
Do you see ‘em now? Ha ha ha!
 

FIRST SUITOR [to Ansaldo] My daughter Marcia!
 

ANSALDO
O my father! Your love and pardon, sir.
 

VALERIA
’Tis she indeed, gentlemen.
 

ANSALDO
[to First Suitor] I have been disobedient, I confess,
Unto your mind, and heaven has punished me
With much affliction since I fled your sight;
But, finding reconcilement from above
In peace of heart, the next (I hope)’s your love.
 

FIRST SUITOR
I cannot but forgive thee, now I see thee.
Thou fled’st a happy fortune of an old man,
But Francisco’s of a noble family,
Though he be somewhat spent.
 

FRANCISCO
I loved her not, sir,
As she was yours (for I protest I knew’t not)
But for herself, sir, and her own deservings — 
Which, had you been as foul as you’ve been spiteful,
I should have loved in her.
 

FIRST SUITOR Well, hold your prating, sir;
You’re not like to lose by’t.
 

PHILIPPA
O Violetta, who shall laugh at us now?
 

VIOLETTA
The child unborn, mistress.
 

ANSALDO
[to Philippa] Be good.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Philippa] Be honest.
 

ANSALDO
[to Philippa]
Heav’n will not let you sin, an you’d be careful.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Philippa]
What means it sends to help you, think and mend.
You’re as much bound as we to praise that friend.
 

PHILIPPA
I am so, and I will so.
 

ANSALDO
[to Violetta] Marry you speedily.
Children tame you; you’ll die like a wild beast else.
 

VIOLETTA
Ay, by my troth, should I. I’ve much ado
To forbear laughing now; more’s my hard fortune.
 

Enter Martino
 

MARTINO
O master, mistress, and you gentles all,
To horse, to horse! presently, if you mean
To do your country any service.
 

BRANDINO
Art not ashamed, Martino, to talk of horsing
So openly before young married couples thus?
 

MARTINO
It does concern the commonwealth, and me,
And you, master, and all: the thieves are taken.
 

ANSALDO
What sayst, Martino?
 

MARTINO
La, here’s commonwealth’s-men! — 
The man of art, master, that cupped your eyes,
Is proved an arrant rascal; and his man
That drew my tooth, an excellent purse-drawer.
I felt no pain in that; it went insensibly.
Such notable villainies confessed!
 

BRANDINO
Stop there, sir.
We’ll have time for them. — Come, gentlefolks,
Take a slight meal with us; but the best cheer
Is perfect joy, and that we wish all here.
 

RICARDO
Stay, stay, sir. — I’m as hungry of my widow
As you can be upon your maid, believe it,
But we must come to our desires in order.
There’s duties to be paid, ere we go further. — 
 




Epilogue
 

[Ricardo addresses the Epilogue to the audience]
He that, without your likings, leaves this place,
Is like one falls to meat and forgets grace,
And that’s not handsome, trust me, no.
Our rights being paid, and your loves understood,
My widow and my meat then does me good.
 — I ha’ no money, wench; I told thee true.
For my report — pray, let her hear’t from you.
Exeunt
 




THE WITCH
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The Witch is believed to have been written sometime between 1608 and 1616, with more recent scholarship favouring the latter date. The play was performed by the King’s Men at the Blackfriars Theatre but was not published until 1778, and previously only existed in manuscript form. The manuscript survived and is stored at the Bodleian Library at the University of Oxford. It was written by the renowned scribe, Ralph Crane, who worked for the King’s Men for more than a decade. It is believed that his transcripts constituted the copy from which at least five of Shakespeare’s plays were set into type for the First Folio. He was also responsible for transcribing works by Beaumont and Fletcher, as well as John Webster’s The Duchess of Malfi. Middleton’s play has become famous due to some of the witches scenes and songs being incorporated into Shakespeare’s Macbeth (c. 1618).

An important source for the drama was Reginald Scot’s 1584 book the Discoverie of Witchcraft. Scot’s work was written as an expose of witchcraft and a piece of literature which intended to reveal to the public that the belief in such a practice was irreligious and irrational. He wished to demonstrate that those responsible for persecuting people during the witch trials were vicious and he directed blame towards the Catholic Church. Scot’s sceptical position on witches was controversial and much disputed during the late 16th century, not least by the soon to be King James I, who avidly believed in the existence of witches and their dark and nebulous power to destroy. He believed that witches were responsible for attempting to drown him and his new wife during a storm on his voyage back from Denmark. This resulted in the beginning of the North Berwick witch trials in 1590, in which hundreds of people were accused of witchcraft, many of whom were tortured and killed.

The Witch is a tragicomic play involving three plots of intrigue and revenge. One narrative centres on Sebastian’s attempts to win back his beloved from her new aristocratic husband Antonio. He uses disguise and consults the witches to help him ruin his rival and gain Isabella back as his wife. Another plot involves the Duchess’ desire to murder her husband for drinking out of her father’s skull and she seeks the witches’ powers to assist her. The third story details Francisca’s — Antonio’s unmarried sister — determination to conceal her pregnancy from her brother and attain revenge on Isabella for discovering her secret. The conclusion to the work involves an absurd amount of reversals and changes in fortune, which amplify Middleton’s satirical assault on the revenge and tragicomic genres. One notable aspect of the drama is the lack of impact the witches actually have on the proceedings; the ploys and schemes of the characters are brought to fruition largely due to their own actions, and any ‘assistance’ they derive from the witches is either temporary or insignificant to the final outcome. Unlike Shakespeare’s sinister forces of evil and doom, Middleton’s witches are merely presented as fey targets of mirth and ridicule.
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Music from the play as it appears in Drexel 4175




CONTENTS
 

Dramatis Personæ

Act I Scene 1

Act I Scene 2.

Act II Scene 1.

Act II Scene 2.

Act II Scene 3.

Act III Scene 1.

Act III Scene 2.

Act III Scene 3.

Act IV Scene 1.

Act IV Scene 2.

Act IV Scene 3.

Act V Scene 1.

Act V Scene 2.

Act V Scene 3.

 




[image: img35.jpg]

The first page of ‘Macbeth’, printed in the Second Folio of 1632. Aspects of Middleton’s Hecate scenes were incorporated into ‘Macbeth’ c. 1618.
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Conjectural reconstruction of the second Blackfriars Theatre from contemporary documents




Dramatis Personæ
 

DUKE
L[ORD] GOVERNOR
SEBASTIAN, contracted to Isabella
FERNANDO, his friend
ANTONIO, husband to Isabella
ABBERZANES, a gentleman, neither honest, wise, nor valiant
ALMACHILDES, a fantastical gentleman
GASPERO }
HERMIO } servants to Antonio
FIRESTONE, the clown and Hecate’s son
[BOY]
DUCHESS
ISABELLA, niece to the governor [and wife to Antonio]
FRANCISCA, Antonio’s sister
AMORETTA, the Duchess’s woman
FLORIDA, a courtesan
[An OLD WOMAN]
HECATE, the chief witch
[Five other] witches, [including] STADLIN, HOPPO, [PUCKLE and HELLWAIN]
[MALKIN, a spirit like a cat]
Other Witches and Servants, Mutes
 

The Scene: Ravenna
 

 
 




TO THE TRULY WORTHY AND GENEROUSLY AFFECTED THOMAS HOLMES, ESQUIRE:
 

Noble Sir,
As a true testimony of my ready inclination to your service, I have, merely upon a taste of your desire, recovered into my hands, though not without much difficulty, this ignorantly ill-fated labour of mine. Witches are, ipso facto, by the law condemn’d, and it only, I think, hath made her lie so long in an imprison’d obscurity. For your sake alone, she hath thus far conjur’d herself abroad, and bears no other charms about her but what may tend to your recreation, nor no other spell but to possess you with a belief that as she, so he that first taught her to enchant, will always be
 

Your devoted
Tho. Middleton
 




Act I Scene 1
 

The grounds of the Lord Governor’s house, a banquet laid out
 

Enter Sebastian and Fernando.
 

SEBASTIAN
My three years spent in war has now undone
My peace forever.
 

FERNANDO
Good, be patient, sir.
 

SEBASTIAN
She is my wife by contract before heaven
And all the angels, sir.
 

FERNANDO
I do believe you;
But where’s the remedy now? You see she’s gone:
Another has possession.
 

SEBASTIAN
There’s the torment.
 

FERNANDO
This day, being the first of your return,
Unluckily proves the first too of her fastening.
Her uncle, sir, the governor of Ravenna,
Holding a good opinion of the bridegroom,
As he’s fair-spoken, sir, and wondrous mild — 
 

SEBASTIAN
There goes the devil in a sheepskin!
 

FERNANDO
With all speed,
Clapp’d it up suddenly. I cannot think, sure,
That the maid overloves him; though being married
Perhaps, for her own credit, now she intends
Performance of an honest, duteous wife.
 

SEBASTIAN
Sir, I’ve a world of business. Question nothing;
You will but lose your labour. ’Tis not fit
For any, hardly mine own secrecy,
To know what I intend. I take my leave, sir.
I find such strange employments in myself
That, unless death pity me and lay me down,
I shall not sleep these seven years. That’s the least, sir.
 

Exit.
 

FERNANDO
That sorrow’s dangerous can abide no counsel.
’Tis like a wound past cure; wrongs done to love
Strike the heart deeply. None can truly judge on’t
But the poor, sensible sufferer, whom it racks
With unbelieved pains, which men in health,
That enjoy love, not possibly can act,
Nay, not so much as think. In troth, I pity him;
His sighs drink life-blood in this time of feasting.
A banquet towards, too? Not yet hath riot
Play’d out her last scene? At such entertainments still
Forgetfulness obeys, and surfeit governs;
Here’s marriage sweetly honour’d in gorg’d stomachs,
And overflowing cups.
 

Enter Gaspero and Servant.
 

GASPERO
Where is she, sirrah?
 

SERVANT
Not far off.
 

GASPERO
Prithee, where? Go fetch her hither;
I’ll rid him away straight.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

The [duke’s] now risen, sir.
 

FERNANDO
I am a joyful man to hear it, sir;
It seems h’as drunk the less, though I think he
That has the least, h’as certainly enough.
 

Exit.
 

GASPERO
I have observ’d this fellow: all the feast-time,
He hath not pledg’d one cup, but look’d most wickedly
Upon good Malaga, flies to the blackjack still,
And sticks to small drink like a water rat.
 

Enter Florida.
 

[Aside] Oh, here she comes. Alas, the poor whore weeps:
’Tis not for grace now, all the world must judge,
It is for spleen and madness ‘gainst this marriage.
I do but think but how she could beat the vicar now,
Scratch the man horribly that gave the woman,
The woman worst of all, if she durst do it. — 
Why, how now, mistress? This weeping needs not, for though
My master marry for his reputation,
He means to keep you, too.
 

FLORIDA
How, sir?
 

GASPERO
He doth, indeed;
He swore ‘t to me last night. Are you so simple,
And have been five years traded, as to think
One woman would serve him? Fie, not an empress!
Why, he’ll be sick o’ th’ wife within ten nights,
Or never trust my judgment.
 

FLORIDA
Will he, think’st thou?
 

GASPERO
Will he!
 

FLORIDA
I find thee still so comfortable;
Beshrew my heart if I knew how to miss thee.
They talk to gentlemen, perfumers, and such things;
Give me the kindness of the master’s man
In my distress, say I.
 

GASPERO
’Tis your great love, forsooth.
Please you withdraw yourself to yond private parlour:
I’ll send you venison, custard, parsnip pie;
For banqueting stuff, as suckets, jellies, syrups,
I will bring in myself.
 

FLORIDA
I’ll take ‘em kindly, sir.
 

Exit.
 

GASPERO
Sh’as your grand strumpet’s complement to a tittle:
’Tis a fair building; it had need. It has
Just at this time some one and twenty inmates;
But half of ‘em are young merchants, they’ll depart shortly:
They take but rooms for summer, and away they,
When ‘t grows foul weather. Marry, then come the termers,
And commonly they’re well-booted for all seasons.
 

Enter Almachildes and Amoretta.
 

But peace, no more: the guests are coming in.
 

[Withdraws.]
 

ALMACHILDES
The fates have bless’d me; have I met you privately?
 

AMORETTA
Why, sir; why, Almachildes!
 

ALMACHILDES
Not a kiss?
 

AMORETTA
I’ll call aloud, i’faith.
 

ALMACHILDES
I’ll stop your mouth.
 

AMORETTA
Upon my love to reputation,
I’ll tell the duchess once more.
 

ALMACHILDES
’Tis the way
To make her laugh a little.
 

AMORETTA
She’ll not think
That you dare use a maid of honour thus.
 

ALMACHILDES
Amsterdam swallow thee for a puritan
And Geneva cast thee up again, like she that sunk
At Charing Cross and rose again at Queenhithe!
 

AMORETTA
Ay, these are the [holy] fruits of the sweet vine, sir.
 

[She leaves him.]
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] Sweet venery be with thee, and I at the tail of my wish: I am a little headstrong, and so are most of the company. I will to the witches: they say they have charms and tricks to make a wench fall backwards, and lead a man herself to a country house some mile out of the town, like a firedrake. There be such whoreson kind girls, and such bawdy witches, and I’ll try conclusions.
 

Enter Duke, Duchess, L[ord] Governor, Antonio, and Isabella, Francisca.
 

DUKE
A banquet yet? Why, surely, my lord governor,
Bacchus could never boast of a day till now
To spread his power, and make his glory known.
 

DUCHESS
Sir, y’have done nobly, though in modesty
You keep it from us; know we understand so much
All this day’s cost ’tis your great love bestows
In honour of the bride, your virtuous niece.
 

GOVERNOR
In love to goodness and your presence, madam,
So understood, ’tis rightly.
 

DUKE
Now will I
Have a strange health after all these.
 

GOVERNOR
What’s that, my lord?
 

DUKE
A health in a strange cup, and ‘t shall go round.
 

GOVERNOR
Your grace need not doubt that, sir, having seen
So many pledg’d already; this fair company
Cannot shrink now for one, so it end there.
 

DUKE
It shall, for all ends here; here’s a full period.
 

[Brings forth a skull.]
 

GOVERNOR
A skull, my lord?
 

DUKE
Call it a soldier’s cup, man.
Fie, how you fright the women! I have sworn
It shall go round, excepting only you, sir,
For your late sickness, and the bride herself,
Whose health it is.
 

ISABELLA
Marry, I thank heaven for that.
 

DUKE
Our duchess I know will pledge us, though the cup
Was once her father’s head, which as a trophy
We’ll keep till death, in memory of that conquest.
He was the greatest foe our steel e’er strook at,
And he was bravely slain. Then took we thee
Into our bosom’s love; thou madest the peace
For all thy country: thou, that beauty did.
We’re dearer than a father, are we not?
 

DUCHESS
Yes, sir, by much.
 

DUKE
And we shall find that straight.
 

ANTONIO
That’s an ill bride-cup for a marriage-day;
I do not like the fate on’t.
 

GOVERNOR
Good my lord,
The duchess looks pale; let her not pledge you there.
 

DUKE
Pale?
 

DUCHESS
Sir, not I.
 

DUKE
See how your lordship fails now,
The rose not fresher, nor the sun at rising
More comfortably pleasing.
 

DUCHESS
[To Antonio] Sir, to you,
The lord of this day’s honour.
 

ANTONIO
All first moving
From your grace, madam, and the duke’s great favour.
[To Francisca] Sister, it must.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] This the worst fright that could come
To a conceal’d great belly: I’m with child,
And this will bring it out, or make me come
Some seven weeks sooner than we maidens reckon.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] Did ever cruel, barbarous act match this?
Twice hath his surfeits brought my father’s memory
Thus spitefully and scornfully to mine eyes,
And I’ll endure ‘t no more; ’tis in my heart since:
I’ll be reveng’d, as far as death can lead me.
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] Am I the last man then? I may deserve
To be the first one day.
 

GOVERNOR
[To Duke] Sir, it has gone round now.
 

DUKE
The round? An excellent way to train up soldiers.
Where’s the bride and bridegroom?
 

ANTONIO
At your happy service.
 

DUKE
A boy tonight at least: I charge you look to’t
Or I’ll renounce you for industrious subjects.
 

ANTONIO
Your grace speaks like a worthy and tried soldier.
 

Exeunt [all except Gaspero].
 

GASPERO
And you’ll do well, for one that ne’er toss’d pike, sir.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2. 
 

Hecate’s cave
 

Enter Hecate and other witches with properties and habits fitting.
 

HECATE
Titty and Tiffin, Suckin and Pidgen, Liard and Robin,
White spirits, black spirits, grey spirits, red spirits,
Devil-toad, devil-ram, devil-cat, and devil-dam!
Why, Hoppo and Stadlin, Hellw[a]in and [Puckle]!
 

STADLIN
[Within] Here, sweating at the vessel.
 

HECATE
Boil it well.
 

HOPPO
[Within] It gallops now.
 

HECATE
Are the flames blue enough,
Or shall I use a little [seething] more?
 

STADLIN
[Within] The nips of fairies upon maid’s white hips
Are not more perfect azure.
 

HECATE
Tend it carefully.
Send Stadlin to me with a brazen dish
That I may fall to work upon these serpents
And squeeze ‘em ready for the second hour.
Why, when?
 

[Enter Stadlin with a dish.]
 

STADLIN
Here’s Stadlin and the dish.
 

HECATE
[Giving her a dead child’s body] Here, take this unbaptised brat.
Boil it well, preserve the fat:
You know ’tis precious to transfer
Our ‘nointed flesh into the air
In moonlight nights [o’er] steeple tops,
Mountains and pine trees, that like pricks or stops
Seem to our height; high towers and roofs of princes
Like wrinkles in the earth: whole provinces
Appear to our sight then ev’n leek
A russet mole upon some lady’s cheek.
When hundred leagues in air, we feast, and sing.
Dance, kiss, and coll, use everything.
What young man can we wish to pleasure us
But we enjoy him in an incubus?
Thou know’st it, Stadlin?
 

STADLIN
Usually that’s done.
 

HECATE
Last night thou got’st the Major of [Whelplie’s] son;
I knew him by his black cloak, lin’d with yallow.
I think thou’st spoil’d the youth: he’s but seventeen;
I’ll have him the next mounting. Away, in;
Go feed the vessel for the second hour.
 

STADLIN
Where be the magic herbs?
 

HECATE
They’re down his throat:
His mouth cramm’d full, his ears and nostrils stuff’d.
I thrust in eleoselinum lately
Aconitum, frondes populeas, and soot — 
You may see that, he looks so back i’ th’ mouth — 
Then sium, acorum vulgare too,
[Pentaphyllon], the blood of a flitter-mouse,
Solanum somnificum et oleum.
 

STADLIN
Then there’s all, Hecate?
 

HECATE
Is the heart of wax
Stuck full of magic needles?
 

STADLIN
’Tis done, Hecate.
 

HECATE
And is the farmer’s picture, and his wife’s,
Laid down to th’ fire yet?
 

STADLIN
They’re a-roasting both, too.
 

HECATE
Good.
 

[Exit Stadlin.]
 

Then their marrows are a-melting subtly,
And three months’ sickness sucks up life in ‘em.
They denied me often flour, barm, and milk,
Goose-grease, and tar, when I ne’er hurt their [churnings],
Their brew locks, nor their batches, nor forspoke
Any of their breedings. Now I’ll be meet with ‘em.
Seven of their young pigs I have bewitch’d already
Of their last litter,
Nine ducklings, thirteen goslings, and a hog
Fell lame last Sunday after Evensong, too.
And mark how their sheep prosper, or what sup
Each milch-kine gives to th’ pail. I’ll send those snakes
Shall milk ‘em all beforehand:
The [dew]-skirted dairy wenches
Shall stroke dry dugs for this, and go home cursing.
I’ll mar their sillabubs and frothy feastings
Under cows’ bellies with the parish youths.
Where’s Firestone? Our son Firestone?
 

Enter Firestone.
 

FIRESTONE
Here I am, mother.
 

HECATE
Take in this brazen dish full of dear ware,
Thou shalt have all when I die; and that will be
Ev’n just at twelve a’clock at night, come three year.
 

FIRESTONE
And may you not have one a’clock in to th’ dozen, mother?
 

HECATE
No.
 

FIRESTONE
Your spirits are then more unconscionable than bakers. You’ll have liv’d then, mother, sixscore year to the hundred; and methinks after sixscore years, the devil might give you a cast, for he’s a fruiterer too, and has been from the beginning. The first apple that e’er was eaten came through his fingers: the costermonger’s then I hold to be the ancientest trade, though some would have the tailor prick’d down before him.
 

HECATE
Go, and take heed you shed not by the way.
The hour must have her portion: ’tis dear syrup;
Each charmed drop is able to confound
A family consisting of nineteen,
Or one and twenty feeders.
 

FIRESTONE
Marry, here’s stuff indeed!
Dear syrup call you it? [Aside] A little thing
Would make me give you a dram on’t in a posset
And cut you three years shorter.
 

HECATE
Thou’rt now
About some villainy?
 

FIRESTONE
Not I, forsooth.
[Aside] Truly the devil’s in her, I think. How one villain smells out another straight! There’s no knavery but is nos’d like a dog, and can smell out a dog’s meaning. — Mother, I pray give me leave to ramble abroad tonight with the night-mare, for I have a great mind to overlay a fat parson’s daughter.
 

HECATE
And who shall lie with me then?
 

FIRESTONE
The great cat.
For one night, mother, ’tis but a night;
Make shift with him for once.
 

HECATE
You’re a kind son,
But ’tis the nature of you all, I see that:
You had rather hunt after strange women still
Than lie with your own mothers. Get thee gone,
Sweat thy six ounces out about the vessel
And thou shalt play at midnight; the night-mare
Shall call thee when it walks.
 

FIRESTONE
Thanks, most sweet mother.
 

Exit. Enter Sebastian.
 

HECATE
Urchins, elves, hags, satyrs, pans, fawns, [silens], kit with the candlestick, tritons, centaurs, dwarfs, imps, the spoorn, the mare, the man i’ th’ oak, the hellwain, the firedrake, the puckle! A ab hur hus!
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Heaven knows with what unwillingness and hate
I enter this damn’d place. But such extremes
Of wrongs in love fight ‘gainst religious knowledge,
That were I led by this disease to deaths
As numberless as creatures that must die,
I could not shun the way. I know what ’tis
To pity madmen now; they’re wretched things
That ever were created, if they be
Of woman’s making and her faithless vows.
I fear they’re now a-kissing. What’s a’clock?
’Tis now but suppertime, but night will come,
And all new-married couples make short suppers. — 
Whate’er thou art, I have no spare time to fear thee;
My horrors are so strong and great already
That thou seem’st nothing. Up and laze not;
Hadst thou my business, thou couldst ne’er sit so:
’Twould firk thee into air a thousand mile
Beyond thy ointments. I would I were read
So much in thy black power [as] mine own griefs.
I’m in great need of help: wilt give me any?
 

HECATE
Thy boldness takes me bravely. We are all sworn
To sweat for such a spirit. See, I regard thee;
I rise and bid thee welcome. What’s thy wish now?
 

SEBASTIAN
Oh, my heart swells with’t! I must take breath first.
 

HECATE
Is’t to confound some enemy on the seas?
It may be done tonight. Stadlin’s within;
She raises all your sudden ruinous storms
That shipwrack barks and tears up growing oaks,
Flies over houses and takes Anno Domini
Out of a rich man’s chimney — a sweet place for’t!
He would be hang’d ere he would set his own years there;
They must be chamber’d in a five-pound picture,
A green silk curtain drawn before the eyes on’t.
His rotten, diseas’d years! Or dost thou envy
The fat prosperity of any neighbour?
I’ll call forth Hoppo, and her incantation
Can straight destroy the young of all his cattle,
Blast vineyards, orchards, meadows, or in one night
Transport his dung, hay, corn by reeks, whole stacks,
Into thine own ground.
 

SEBASTIAN
This would come most richly now
To many a country grazier. But my envy
Lies not so low as cattle, corn, or vines:
‘Twill trouble your best powers to give me ease.
 

HECATE
Is it to starve up generation?
To strike a barrenness in man or woman?
 

SEBASTIAN
Hah?
 

HECATE
Hah? Did you feel me there? I knew your grief.
 

SEBASTIAN
Can there be such things done?
 

HECATE
Are these the skins
Of serpents? These of snakes?
 

SEBASTIAN
I see they are.
 

HECATE
[Giving him skins] So sure into what house these are convey’d,
Knit with these charmed and retentive knots,
Neither the man begets nor woman breeds;
No, nor performs the least desires of wedlock,
Being then a mutual duty. I could give thee
Chirocineta, adincantida,
Archimedon, marmaritin, calicia,
Which I could sort to villainous, barren ends,
But this leads the same way. More I could instance,
As the same needles thrust into their pillows
That sews and socks up dead men in their sheets,
A privy gristle of a man that hangs
After sunset. Good, excellent; yet all’s there, sir.
 

SEBASTIAN
You could not do a man that special kindness
To part ‘em utterly now? Could you do that?
 

HECATE
No, time must do’t. We cannot disjoin wedlock:
’Tis of heaven’s fast’ning; well may we raise jars,
Jealousies, strifes, and heart-burning disagreements,
Like a thick scurf o’er life, as did our master
Upon that patient miracle, but the work itself
Our power cannot disjoint.
 

SEBASTIAN
I depart happy
In what I have then, being constrained to this.
[Aside] And grant, you greater powers that dispose men,
That I may never need this hag again.
 

Exit.
 

HECATE
I know he loves me not, nor there’s no hope on’t;
’Tis for the love of mischief I do this,
And that we’re sworn to, the first oath we take.
 

[Enter Firestone.]
 

FIRESTONE
Oh mother, mother!
 

HECATE
What the news with thee now?
 

FIRESTONE
There’s the bravest young gentleman within, and the fineliest drunk; I thought he would have fall’n into the vessel. He stumbled at a pipkin of child’s grease, reel’d against Stadlin, overthrew her, and in the tumbling cast, struck up old Puckle’s heels with her clothes over her ears.
 

HECATE
Hoyday!
 

FIRESTONE
I was fain to throw the cat upon her to save her honesty, and all little enough: I cried out still, “I pray be covered!” See where he comes now, mother.
 

Enter Almachildes.
 

ALMACHILDES
Call you these witches?
They be tumblers, methinks, very flat tumblers.
 

HECATE
[Aside] ’Tis Almachildes: fresh blood stirs in me,
The man that I have lusted to enjoy;
I have had him thrice in incubus already.
 

ALMACHILDES
Is your name Goody Hag?
 

HECATE
’Tis anything.
Call me the horrid’st and unhallowed’st things
That life and nature trembles at, for thee
I’ll be the same. Thou com’st for a love charm now?
 

ALMACHILDES
Why, thou’rt a witch, I think.
 

HECATE
Thou shalt have a choice
Of twenty, wet or dry.
 

ALMACHILDES
Nay, let’s have dry ones.
 

HECATE
If thou wilt use’t by way of cup and potion,
I’ll give thee a remora shall bewitch her straight.
 

ALMACHILDES
A remora? What’s that?
 

HECATE
A little suck-stone;
Some call it a [sea]-lamprey, a small fish.
 

ALMACHILDES
And must be butter’d?
 

HECATE
The bones of a green frog, too, wondrous precious,
The flesh consumed by pismires.
 

ALMACHILDES
Pismires? Give me a chamberpot.
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] You shall see him go nigh to be so unmannerly, he’ll make water before my mother anon.
 

ALMACHILDES
And now you talk of frogs, I have somewhat here;
I come not empty-pocketed from a banquet.
I learn’d that of my haberdasher’s wife.
Look, Goody Witch, there’s a toad in marchpane for you.
 

[Gives her marchpane.]
 

HECATE
Oh sir, you have fitted me.
 

ALMACHILDES
And here’s a spawn or two
Of the same paddock brood, too, for your son.
 

[Gives him marchpane.]
 

FIRESTONE
I thank your worship, sir; how comes your handkercher so sweetly thus beray’d? Sure ’tis wet sucket, sir.
 

ALMACHILDES
’Tis nothing but the syrup the toad spit.
Take all, I prithee.
 

HECATE
That was kindly done, sir;
And you shall sup with me tonight for this.
 

ALMACHILDES
How? Sup with thee? Dost think I’ll eat fried rats
And pickled spiders?
 

HECATE
No, I can command, sir,
The best meat i’ th’ whole province for my friends,
And reverently serv’d in, too.
 

ALMACHILDES
How?
 

HECATE
In good fashion.
 

ALMACHILDES
Let me but see that, and I’ll sup with you.
 

She conjures; and enter a cat playing on a fiddle and spirits with meat.
 

The cat and fiddle? An excellent ordinary.
You had a devil once, in a fox skin?
 

HECATE
Oh, I have him still. Come, walk with me, sir.
 

Exeunt [all but Firestone].
 

FIRESTONE
How apt and ready is a drunkard now to reel to the devil! Well, I’ll even in and see how he eats, and I’ll be hang’d if I be not the fatter of the twain with laughing at him.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Antonio’s house
 

Enter Antonio and Gaspero.
 

GASPERO
Good sir, whence springs this sadness? Trust me, sir,
You look not like a man was married yesterday.
There could come no ill tidings since last night
To cause that discontent. I was wont to know all
Before you had a wife, sir; you ne’er found me
Without those parts of manhood: trust and secrecy.
 

ANTONIO
I will not tell thee this.
 

GASPERO
Not your true servant, sir?
 

ANTONIO
True? You’ll all flout according to your talent,
The best a man can keep of you; and a hell ’tis
For masters to pay wages to be laugh’d at.
Give order that two cocks be boiled to jelly.
 

GASPERO
How? Two cocks boil’d to jelly?
 

ANTONIO
Fetch half an ounce of pearl.
 

Exit.
 

GASPERO
This is a cullis
For a consumption, and I hope one night
Has not brought you to need the cook already,
And some part of the goldsmith: what, two trades
In four and twenty hours, and less time?
Pray heaven the surgeon and the pothecary
Keep out, and then ’tis well. You had better fortune,
As far as I see, with your strumpet sojourner,
Your little four-nobles-a-week: I ne’er knew you
Eat one panada all the time y’have kept her,
And is’t in one night now, come up to two-cock broth?
I wonder at the alteration strangely.
 

Enter Francisca.
 

FRANCISCA
Good morrow, Gasper.
 

GASPERO
Your hearty wishes, mistress,
And your sweet dreams come upon you.
 

FRANCISCA
What that, sir?
 

GASPERO
In a good husband, that’s my real meaning.
 

FRANCISCA
Saw you my brother lately?
 

GASPERO
Yes.
 

FRANCISCA
I met him now
As sad, methought, as grief could make a man;
Know you the cause?
 

GASPERO
Not I: I know nothing
But half an ounce of pearl, and kitchen-business
Which I will see perform’d with all fidelity;
I’ll break my trust in nothing: not in porridge, I.
 

Exit.
 

FRANCISCA
I have the hardest fortune, I think, of a hundred
Gentlewomen; some can make merry with a friend seven year,
And nothing seen, as perfect a maid still,
To the world’s knowledge, as she came from rocking.
But ’twas my luck, at the first hour forsooth,
To prove too fruitful: sure I’m near my time.
I’m yet but a young scholar, I may fail
In my account; but certainly I do not.
These bastards come upon poor venturing gentlewomen ten to one faster than your legitimate children. If I had been married, I’ll be hanged if I had been with child so soon now. When they are once husbands, they’ll be whipp’d ere they take such pains as a friend will do, to come by water to the back door at midnight, there stay perhaps an hour in all weathers, with a pair of reeking watermen, laden with bottles of wine, chewets, and currant custards. I may curse those egg pies; they are meat that help forward too fast.
This hath been usual with me, night by night,
Honesty forgive me, when my brother hath been
Dreaming of no such junkets, yet he hath far’d
The better for my sake, though he little think
For what, nor must he ever. My friend promis’d me
To provide safely for me, and devise
A means to save my credit here i’ th’ house.
My brother sure would kill me if he knew’t,
And powder up my friend, and all his kindred,
For an East Indian voyage.
 

Enter Isabella.
 

ISABELLA
Alone, sister?
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] No, there’s another with me, though you see’t not. — 
Morrow, sweet sister, how have you slept tonight?
 

ISABELLA
More than I thought I should; I’ve had good rest.
 

FRANCISCA
I’m glad to hear’t.
 

ISABELLA
Sister, methinks you are too long alone,
And lose much good time, sociable and honest;
I’m for the married life, I must praise that now.
 

FRANCISCA
I cannot blame you, sister, to commend it.
You have happen’d well, no doubt, on a kind husband,
And that’s not every woman’s fortune, sister,
You know if he were any but my brother
My praises should not leave him yet so soon.
 

ISABELLA
I must acknowledge, sister, that my life
Is happily bless’d with him: he is no gamester
That ever I could find or hear of yet,
Nor midnight surfeiter; he does intend
To leave tobacco, too.
 

FRANCISCA
Why, here’s a husband!
 

ISABELLA
He saw it did offend me, and swore freely
He’ll ne’er take pleasure in a toy again
That should displease me: some knights’ wives in town
Will have great hope, upon his reformation,
To bring their husbands’ breaths into th’ old fashion,
And make ‘em kiss like Christians, not like pagans.
 

FRANCISCA
I promise you, sister, ‘twill be a worthy work
To put down all these pipers; ’tis a great pity
There should not be a statute against them,
As against fiddlers.
 

ISABELLA
These good offices,
If you had a husband, you might exercise
To th’ good o’ th’ commonwealth, and do much profit:
Beside, it is a comfort to a woman
T’have children, sister, a great blessing certainly.
 

FRANCISCA
They will come fast enough.
 

ISABELLA
Not so fast neither,
As they’re still welcome to an honest woman.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] How near she comes to me! I protest she grates
My very skin.
 

ISABELLA
Were I conceiv’d with child,
Beshrew my heart, I should be so proud on’t.
 

FRANCISCA
That’s natural: pride is a kind of swelling;
[Aside] And yet I’ve small cause to be proud of mine.
 

ISABELLA
You are no good companion for a wife:
Get you a husband; prithee, sister, do,
That I may ask your counsel now and then.
‘Twill mend you discourse much: you maids know nothing.
 

FRANCISCA
No, we are fools, but commonly we prove
Quicker mothers than you that have husbands.
[Aside] I’m sure I shall else; I may speak for one.
 

Enter Antonio.
 

ANTONIO
[Aside] I will not look upon her: I’ll pass by
And make as though I see her not.
 

ISABELLA
Why sir,
Pray your opinion, by the way, with leave, sir:
I’m counselling your sister here to marry.
 

ANTONIO
To marry? Soft, the priest is not at leisure yet:
Some five years hence. Would you fain marry, sister?
 

FRANCISCA
I have no such hunger to’t, sir, [aside] for I think
I’ve a good bit that well may stay my stomach
As well as any that broke fast a sinner.
 

ANTONIO
Though she seem tall of growth, she’s short in years
Of some that seem much lower. How old, sister?
Not seventeen, for a yard of lawn?
 

FRANCISCA
Not yet, sir.
 

ANTONIO
I told you so.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] I would he’d laid a wager of old shirts rather,
I shall have more need of them shortly: and yet
A yard of lawn will serve for a christening-cloth.
I have a use for everything, as my case stands.
 

ISABELLA
I care not if I try my voice this morning,
But I have got a cold, sir, by your means.
 

ANTONIO
I’ll strive to mean that fault.
 

ISABELLA
I thank you sir.
 

Song.
 

In a maiden-time profess’d,
Then we say that life is best.
Tasting once the married life,
Then we only praise the wife.
There’s but one state more to try
Which makes women laugh or cry:
Widow, widow. Of these three,
The middle’s best, and that give me.
 

ANTONIO
[Kissing her] There’s thy reward.
 

ISABELLA
I will not grumble, sir,
Like some musician; if more come, ’tis welcome.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] Such tricks [have] made me do all that I have done;
Your kissing married folks [spoil] all the maids that ever live i’ th’ house with ‘em.
 

Enter Abberzanes [with his servants carrying packages and bottles].
 

Oh, here he comes with his bags and bottles; he was born to lead poor watermen, and I.
 

ABBERZANES
Go, fellows, into the larder, let the bake-meats be sorted by themselves.
 

ANTONIO
Why, sir — 
 

ABBERZANES
Look the canary bottles be well-stopp’d,
The three of claret shall be drunk at dinner.
 

[Exit Abberzanes’ Servants.]
 

ANTONIO
My good sir, y’are too plenteous of these courtesies,
Indeed you are; forbear ‘em, I beseech ye.
I know no merit in me but poor love
And a true friend’s well-wishing that can cause
This kindness in excess. [Aside] I’ th’ state that I am,
I shall go near to kick this fellow shortly
And send him downstairs with his bag and baggage.
Why comes he now I’m married? There’s the point. — 
I pray, forbear these things.
 

ABBERZANES
Alas, you know, sir,
These idle toys, which you call courtesies,
They cost me nothing but my servants’ travail.
One office must be kind, sir, to another,
You know the fashion. What, the gentlewoman
Your sister’s sad, methinks.
 

ANTONIO
I know no cause she has.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] Nor shall, by my good will.
 

[She takes Abberzanes aside.]
 

What do you mean, sir?
Shall I stay here to shame myself and you?
The time may be tonight, for aught you know.
 

ABBERZANES
Peace: there’s means wrought, I tell thee.
 

FRANCISCA
Ay, sir, when?
 

Enter Sebastian [disguised as Celio, a servant] and Gentleman.
 

ANTONIO
How now? What’s he?
 

ISABELLA
Oh, this is the man, sir,
I entertain’d this morning for my service.
Please you to give your liking.
 

ANTONIO
Yes, he’s welcome.
I like him not amiss. [To Sebastian] Thou wouldst speak business,
Wouldst thou not?
 

SEBASTIAN
Yes; may it please you, sir,
There is a gentleman from the northern parts
Hath brought a letter, as it seems, in haste.
 

ANTONIO
From whom?
 

GENTLEMAN
Your bonny lady mother, sir.
 

ANTONIO
You’re kindly welcome, sir: how doth she?
 

GENTLEMAN
I left her heal’ varray well, sir.
 

ANTONIO
[Takes the letter and reads.] “I pray send your sister down all speed to me. I hope it will prove much for her good, in the way of her preferment. Fail me not, I desire you, son, nor let any excuse of hers withhold her; I have sent, ready furnish’d, horse and man for her.”
 

ABBERZANES
Now have I thought upon you?
 

FRANCISCA
Peace, good sir,
You’re worthy of a kindness another time.
 

ANTONIO
Her will shall be obey’d. Sister, prepare yourself;
You must down with all speed.
 

FRANCISCA
I know, down I must,
And good speed send me!
 

ANTONIO
’Tis our mother’s pleasure.
 

FRANCISCA
Good sir, write back again, and certify her
I’m at my heart’s wish here; I’m with my friends
And can be but well, say.
 

ANTONIO
You shall pardon me, sister;
I hold it no wise part to contradict her,
Nor would I counsel you to’t.
 

FRANCISCA
’Tis so uncouth
Living i’ th’ country now I’m us’d to th’ city
That I shall nev’r endure’t.
 

ABBERZANES
Perhaps, forsooth,
’Tis not her meaning you shall live there long.
I do not think but after a month or so
You’ll be sent up again: that’s my conceit.
However, let her have her will.
 

ANTONIO
Ay, good sir,
Great reason ’tis she should.
 

ISABELLA
I am sorry, sister,
’Tis our hard fortune thus to part so soon.
 

FRANCISCA
The sorrow will be mine.
 

ANTONIO
[To Gentleman] Please you walk in, sir;
We’ll have one health unto these northern parts,
Though I be sick at heart.
 

ABBERZANES
Ay, sir, a deep one — 
 

Exeunt [Antonio, Isabella, and Gentleman].
 

[To Francisca] Which you shall pledge, too.
 

FRANCISCA
You shall pardon me:
I have pledg’d one too deep already, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
[Aside to her] Peace; all’s provided for: thy wine’s laid in,
Sugar and spice, the place not ten mile hence.
What cause have maids now to complain of men,
When a farmhouse can make all whole again?
 

Exeunt [Abberzanes and Francisca].
 

SEBASTIAN
It takes: h’as no content; how well she bears it yet!
Hardly myself can find so much from her
That am acquainted with the cold disease.
O, honesty’s a rare wealth in a woman!
It knows no want, at least will express none,
Not in a look. Yet I’m not throughly happy:
His ill does me no good; well may it keep me
From open rage and madness for a time,
But I feel heart’s grief in the same place still.
What makes the greatest torment ‘mongst lost souls?
’Tis not so much the horror of their pains,
Though they be infinite, as the loss of joys:
It is that deprivation is the mother
Of all the groans in hell, and here on earth
Of all the red sighs in the hearts of lovers.
Still she’s not mine that can be no man’s else
Till I be nothing, if religion
Have the same strength for me as ‘t has for others:
Holy vows witness that our souls were married.
 

Enter Gaspero and L[ord] Governor [attended by Gentlemen].
 

GASPERO
Where are you, sir? Come, pray give your attendance.
Here’s my lord governor come.
 

GOVERNOR
Where’s our new kindred?
Not stirring yet, I think?
 

GASPERO
Yes, my good lord.
Please you walk near?
 

GOVERNOR
Come, gentlemen, we’ll enter.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] I ha’ done’t upon a breach; this a lesse[r] venture.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act II Scene 2. 
 

The Duke’s palace
 

Enter Almachildes.
 

ALMACHILDES
What a mad toy took me to sup with witches!
Fie of all drunken humours! By this hand,
I could beat myself when I think on’t; and the rascals
Made me good cheer, too: and to my understanding then
Ate some of every dish, and spoil’d the rest.
But coming to my lodging, I remember
I was as hungry as a tired foot-post.
What’s this?
 

[He takes a ribbon from his pocket.]
 

Oh, ’tis the charm her hagship gave me
For my duchess’ obstinate woman; wound about
A threepenny silk ribbon of three colours,
“Necte tribus nodis ternos Amoretta colores.”
Amoretta: why there’s her name indeed.
“Necte, Amoretta,” again, two boughts,
“Nodo et Veneris dic vincula necte.”
Nay, if Veneris be one, I’m sure there’s no dead flesh in’t.
If I should undertake to construe this now,
I should make a fine piece of work of it,
For few young gallants are given to good construction
Of anything, hardly of their best friends’ wives,
Sisters, or nieces. Let me see what I can do now.
“Necte tribus nodis,” Nick of the tribe of noddies, “ternos colores,” that makes turn’d colours, “nodo et Veneris,” goes to his venery like a noddy, “dic vincula,” with Dick the vintner’s boy. Here were a sweet charm now if this were the meaning on’t, and very likely to overcome an honourable gentlewoman. The whoreson old hellcat would have given me the brain of a cat once in my handkercher — I bade her make sauce with’t with a vengeance — and a little bone in the [nethermost] part of a wolf’s tail — 
I bade her pick her teeth with’t with a pest’lence.
Nay, this is somewhat cleanly yet, and handsome.
A coloured ribbon? A fine, gentle charm;
A man may give’t his sister, his brother’s wife
Ordinarily.
 

Enter Amoretta.
 

See, here she comes luckily.
 

AMORETTA
Bless’d powers, what secret sin have I committed
That still you send this punishment upon me?
 

ALMACHILDES
’Tis but a gentle punishment, so take it.
 

[He clasps her and hides the charm on her.]
 

AMORETTA
Why, sir, what mean you? Will you ravish me?
 

ALMACHILDES
What, in the gallery? And the sun peep in?
There’s fitter time and place. [Aside] ’Tis in her bosom now.
 

AMORETTA
Go, you’re the rudest thing e’er came at court.
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] Well, well, I hope you’ll tell me another tale
Ere you be two hours older: a rude thing?
I’ll make you eat your word; I’ll make all split else.
 

Exit.
 

AMORETTA
Nay, now I think on’t better, I’m too blame, too.
There’s not a sweeter gentleman in court:
Nobly descended, too, and dances well.
Beshrew my heart; I’ll take him when there’s time,
He will be catch’d up quickly. The duchess says
Sh’as some employment for him, and has sworn me
To use by best art in’t. Life of my joys,
There were good stuff: I will not trust her with him.
I’ll call him back again: he must not keep
Out of my sight so long; I shall grow mad then.
 

Enter Duchess.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] He lives not now to see tomorrow spent
If this means take effect, as there’s no hardness in’t.
Last night he play’d his horrid game again,
Came to my bedside at the full of midnight,
And in his hand that fatal, fearful cup;
Wak’d me, and forc’d me pledge him, to my trembling
And my dead father’s scorn; that wounds my sight
That his remembrance should be rais’d in spite.
But either his confusion or mine ends it. — 
Oh, Amoretta, hast thou met him yet?
Speak, wench: hast done that for me?
 

AMORETTA
What, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
Destruction of my hopes; dost ask that now?
Didst thou not swear to me, out of thy hate
To Almachildes, thou’dst dissemble him
A loving entertainment and a meeting
Where I should work my will?
 

AMORETTA
Good madam, pardon me:
A loving entertainment I do protest
Myself to give him, with all speed I can, too,
But as I’m yet a maid, a perfect one
As the old time was wont to afford, when
There was few tricks and little cunning stirring,
I can dissemble none that will serve your turn.
He must have ev’n a right one, and a plain one.
 

DUCHESS
Thou makst me doubt thy health: speak, art thou well?
 

AMORETTA
Oh, never better. If he would make haste
And come back quickly: he stays now too long.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] I’m quite lost in this woman.
 

[The ribbon falls from Amoretta’s bosom.]
 

What’s that fell
Out of her bosom now? Some love token.
 

AMORETTA
Nay, I’ll say that for him: he’s the uncivilest gentleman,
And every way desertless.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] Who’s that now
She discommends so fast?
 

AMORETTA
I could not love him, madam,
Of any man in court.
 

DUCHESS
What’s he now, prithee?
 

AMORETTA
Who should it be but Almachildes, madam?
I never hated man so deeply yet.
 

DUCHESS
As Almachildes?
 

AMORETTA
I am sick, good madam,
When I but hear him named.
 

DUCHESS
How is this possible?
But now thou saidst thou lov’dst him, and didst raise him
‘Bove all the court in praises.
 

AMORETTA
How great people
May speak their pleasure, madam; but surely I
Should think the worse of my tongue while I liv’d then.
 

DUCHESS
No longer have I patience to forbear thee,
Thou that retain’st an envious soul to goodness.
He is a gentleman deserves as much
As ever fortune yet bestow’d on man,
The glory and prime lustre of our court,
Nor can there any but ourself be worthy of him;
And take you notice of that now from me,
Say you have warning on’t: if you did love him,
You must not now.
 

AMORETTA
Let your grace never fear it.
 

DUCHESS
Thy name is Amoretta, as ours is,
‘T has made me love and trust thee.
 

AMORETTA
And my faithfulness
Has appeared well i’ th’ proof still, has’t not, madam?
 

DUCHESS
But if’t fail now, ’tis nothing.
 

AMORETTA
Then it shall not.
I know he will not be long from flutt’ring
About this place now h’as had a sight of me,
And I’ll perform
In all that I vow’d, madam, faithfully.
 

DUCHESS
Then am I bless’d, both in revenge and love,
And thou shalt taste the sweetness.
 

Exit. Enter Almachildes.
 

AMORETTA
[Aside] What your aims be
I list not to enquire: all I desire
Is to preserve a computent honesty
Both for mine own and his use that shall have me,
Whose luck soe’er it be. Oh, he’s return’d already;
I knew he would not fail.
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] It works by this time
Or the devil’s in’t, I think: I’ll never trust witch else
Nor sup with ‘em this twelvemonth.
 

AMORETTA
[Aside] I must soothe him now,
And ’tis great pain to do’t against one’s stomach.
 

ALMACHILDES
Now, Amoretta?
 

AMORETTA
Now y’are well come, sir,
If you’ld come always thus.
 

ALMACHILDES
Oh, am I so?
Is the case alter’d since?
 

AMORETTA
If you’ld be [rul’d]
And know your times, ‘twere somewhat a great comfort.
‘Las, I could be as loving and as venturous
As any woman (we’re all flesh and blood, man)
If you could play the game out modestly
And not betray your hand. I must have care, sir.
You know I have a marriage-time to come,
And that’s for life: your best folks will be merry,
But look to the main chance, that’s reputation,
And then do what they list.
 

ALMACHILDES
Wilt hear my oath?
By the sweet health of youth, I will be careful
And never prate on’t, nor like a cunning snarer
Make thy clipp’d name the bird to call in others.
 

AMORETTA
Well, yielding then to such conditions
As my poor bashfulness shall require from you,
I shall yield shortly after.
 

ALMACHILDES
I’ll consent to ‘em,
And may thy sweet humility be a pattern
For all proud women living.
 

AMORETTA
They’re beholding to you.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 3. 
 

A farmhouse
 

Enter Abberzanes and an Old Woman [with a baby].
 

ABBERZANES
So, so, away with him: I love to get ‘em,
But not to keep ‘em. Dost thou know the house?
 

OLD WOMAN
No matter for the house, I know the porch.
 

ABBERZANES
There’s sixpence more for that; away, keep close.
 

[Gives her money, then she exits.]
 

My tailor told me he sent away a maid-servant
Well ballast of all sides within these nine days;
His wife nev’r dream’d on’t: gave the drab ten pound,
And she nev’r troubles him. A common fashion
He told me ’twas to rid away a ‘scape,
And I have sent him this for’t. I remember
A friend of mine once serv’d a prating tradesman
Just on this fashion, to a hair, in troth.
’Tis a good ease to a man; you can swell a maid up
And rid her for ten pound: there’s the purse back again
Whate’er becomes of your money or your maid.
This comes of bragging now. It’s well for the boy, too:
He’ll get an excellent trade by’t, and on Sundays
Go like a gentleman that has pawn’d his rapier.
He need not care what countryman his father was
Nor what his mother was when he was gotten.
The boy will do well, certain: give him grace
To have a quick hand and convey things cleanly,
‘Twill be his own another day.
 

Enter Francisca.
 

O, well said!
Art almost furnish’d? There’s such a toil always
To set a woman to horse, a mighty trouble.
The letter came to your brother’s hand I know
On Thursday last by noon; you were expected there
Yesterday night.
 

FRANCISCA
It makes the better, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
We must take heed we ride through all the puddles
‘Twixt this and that now, that your safeguard there
May be most probably dabbled.
 

FRANCISCA
Alas, sir,
I never mark’d till now: I hate myself,
How monstrous thin I look!
 

ABBERZANES
Not monstrous, neither:
A little sharp i’ th’ nose, like a country woodcock.
 

FRANCISCA
Fie, fie, how pale I am! I shall betray myself.
I would you’ld box me well, and handsomely,
To get me into colour.
 

ABBERZANES
Not I, pardon me:
That let a husband do when he has married you;
A friend at court will never offer that.
Come, how much spice and sugar have you left now
At this poor one month’s voyage?
 

FRANCISCA
Sure, not much, sir.
I think some quarter of a pound of sugar
And half an ounce of spice.
 

ABBERZANES
Here’s no sweet charge!
And there was thirty pound, good weight and true,
Beside what my man stole when ’twas a-weighing,
And that was three pound more, I’ll speak with least.
The Rhenish wine, is’t all run out in caudles, too?
 

FRANCISCA
Do you ask that, sir? ’Tis of a week’s departure.
You see what ’tis now to get children, sir.
 

[Enter Boy.]
 

BOY
Your mares are ready both, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
Come, we’ll up, then.
Youth, give my sister a straight wand; there’s twopence.
 

BOY
I’ll give her a fine whip, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
No, no, no,
Though we have both deserv’d it.
 

BOY
Here’s a new one.
 

ABBERZANES
Prithee talk to us of no whips, good boy;
My heart aches when I see ‘em. Let’s away.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

The Duke’s palace
 

Enter Duchess, leading Almachildes blindfold.
 

ALMACHILDES
This you that was a maid, how are you born
To deceive men! I had thought to have married you:
I had been finely handled, had I not?
I’ll say that man is wise ever hereafter
That tries his wife beforehand: ’tis no marvel
You should profess such bashfulness to blind one,
As if you durst not look a man i’ th’ face,
Your modesty would blush so. Why do you not run
And tell the duchess now? Go, you should tell all;
Let her know this, too. [Aside] Why, here’s the plague now:
’Tis hard at first to win ‘em; when they’re gotten,
There’s no way to be rid on ‘em, they stick
To a man like bird-lime. — My oath’s out:
Will you release me? I’ll release myself else.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, sure I’ll bring you to your sights again.
 

[Takes off his blindfold.]
 

Say, thou must either die or kill the duke,
For one of them thou must do.
 

ALMACHILDES
How, good madam?
 

DUCHESS
Thou hast thy choice, and to that purpose, sir,
I’ve given thee knowledge of what thou hast,
And what thou must do to be worthy on’t.
You must not think to come by such a fortune
Without desert; that were unreasonable.
He that’s not born to honour must not look
To have it come with ease to him; he must win’t.
Take but unto thine actions wit and courage;
That’s all we ask of thee: but if through weakness
Of a poor spirit thou deniest me this,
Think but how thou shalt die, as I’ll work means for’t,
No murderer ever like thee; for I purpose
To call this subtle, sinful snare of mine
An act of force from thee. Thou’rt proud and youthful,
I shall be believ’d; besides, thy wantonness
Is at this hour in question ‘mongst our women,
Which will make ill for thee.
 

ALMACHILDES
I had hard chance
To light upon this pleasure that’s so costly:
’Tis not content with what a man can do
And give him breath, but seeks to have that, too.
 

DUCHESS
Well, take thy choice.
 

ALMACHILDES
I see no choice in’t, madam,
For ’tis all death, methinks.
 

DUCHESS
Thou’st an ill sight then
Of a young man; ’tis death if thou refuse it,
And say my zeal has warn’d thee: but consenting,
‘Twill be new life, great honour, and my love,
Which in perpetual bands I’ll fasten to thee.
 

ALMACHILDES
How, madam?
 

DUCHESS
I’ll do’t religiously,
Make thee my husband: may I lose all sense
Of pleasure in life else, and be more miserable
Than ever creature was, for nothing lives
But has a joy in somewhat.
 

ALMACHILDES
Then by all
The hopeful fortunes of a young man’s rising,
I will perform it, madam.
 

DUCHESS
[Kisses him.] There’s a pledge then
Of a duchess’ love for thee. And now trust me
For thy most happy safety: I will choose
That time shall never hurt thee; when a man
Shows resolution, and there’s worth in him,
I’ll have a care of him. Part now for this time,
But still be near about us till thou canst
Be nearer, that’s ourself.
 

ALMACHILDES
And that I’ll venture hard for.
 

DUCHESS
Good speed to thee.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2. 
 

The grounds of Antonio’s house
 

Enter Gaspero and Florida.
 

FLORIDA
Prithee be careful of me, very careful now.
 

GASPERO
I warrant you, he that cannot be careful of a quean can be careful of nobody: ’tis every man’s humour, that. I should nev’r look to a wife half so handsomely.
 

FLORIDA
Oh softly, sweet sir; should your mistress meet me now in her own house, I were undone forever.
 

GASPERO
Never fear her, she’s at her pricksong close;
There’s all the joy she has or takes delight in.
Look, here’s the garden key, my master gave’t me,
And will’d me to be careful: doubt not you on’t.
 

FLORIDA
Your master is a noble complete gentleman,
And does a woman all the right that may be.
 

Enter Sebastian [disguised. Exit Florida].
 

SEBASTIAN
How now? What’s she?
 

GASPERO
A kind of doubtful creature;
I’ll tell thee more anon.
 

[Exit Gaspero.]
 

SEBASTIAN
I know that face
To be a strumpet’s, or mine eye is envious
And would fain wish it so where I would have it.
I fail if the condition of this fellow
Wears not about it a strong scent of baseness.
I saw her once before here; five days since ’tis,
And the same wary panderous diligence
Was then bestow’d on her. She came alter’d then,
And more inclining to the city tuck.
Whom should this piece of transformation visit
After the common courtesy of frailty
In our house here? Surely not any servant;
They are not kept so lusty, she so low.
I’m at a strange stand.
 

Enter Gaspero.
 

Love and luck assist me!
The truth I shall win from him by false play;
He’s now returned. — Well, sir, as you were saying,
Go forward with your tale.
 

GASPERO
What? I know nothing.
 

SEBASTIAN
The gentlewoman.
 

GASPERO
She’s gone out at back door now.
 

SEBASTIAN
Then farewell she, and you, if that be all.
 

GASPERO
Come, come, thou shalt have more: I have no power
To lock myself up from thee.
 

SEBASTIAN
So methinks.
 

GASPERO
You shall not think; trust me, sir, you shall not.
Your ear: she’s one o’ th’ falling family,
A quean my master keeps; she lies at Rutney’s.
 

SEBASTIAN
Is’t possible? I thought I had seen her somewhere.
 

GASPERO
I tell you truth sincerely. Sh’as been thrice here
By stealth within these ten days, and departed still
With pleasure and with thanks, sir; ’tis her luck.
Surely I think if ever there were man
Bewitch’d in this world, ’tis my master, sirrah.
 

SEBASTIAN
Thinkest thou so, Gasper?
 

GASPERO
Oh, sir, too apparent.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] This may prove happy: ’tis the likeliest means
That fortune yet e’er show’d me.
 

Enter Isabella.
 

ISABELLA
You’re both here now,
And strangers newly lighted: where’s your attendance?
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] I know what makes you waspish: a pox on’t,
She’ll every day be angry now at nothing.
 

Exeunt [Sebastian and Gaspero].
 

ISABELLA
I’ll call her stranger ever in my heart;
Sh’as kill’d the name of sister through base lust
And fled to shifts. Oh, how a brother’s good thoughts
May be beguil’d in woman! Here’s a letter,
Found in her absence, reports strangely of her
And speaks her impudence: sh’as undone herself — 
I could not hold from weeping when I read it — 
Abus’d her brother’s house and his good confidence.
’Twas done not like herself: I blame [her] much.
But if she can but keep it from his knowledge,
I will not grieve him first; it shall not come
By my means to his heart.
 

Enter Gaspero.
 

Now, sir, the news?
 

GASPERO
You call’d ‘em strangers: ’tis my master’s sister, madam.
 

ISABELLA
Oh, is’t so? She’s welcome. Who’s come with her?
 

GASPERO
I see none but Abberzanes.
 

[Exit.]
 

ISABELLA
He’s enough
To bring a woman to confusion,
More than a wiser man, or a far greater.
A letter came last week to her brother’s hands
To make way for her coming up again,
After her shame was lighten’d; and she writ there
The gentleman her mother wish’d her to,
Taking a violent surfeit at a wedding,
Died ere she came to see him: what strange cunning
Sin helps a woman to! Here she comes now.
 

Enter Abberzanes and Francisca.
 

Sister, you’re welcome home again.
 

FRANCISCA
Thanks, sweet sister.
 

ISABELLA
Y’have had good speed.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] What says she? — I have made
All the best speed I could.
 

ISABELLA
I well believe you.
Sir, we’re all much beholding to your kindness.
 

ABBERZANES
My services ever, madam, to a gentlewoman.
I took a bonny mare I keep and met her
Some ten mile out of town: eleven, I think.
’Twas at the stump I met you, I remember,
At bottom of the hill.
 

FRANCISCA
’Twas there about, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
Full eleven then, by the rod, if they were measur’d.
 

ISABELLA
You look ill, methinks; have you been sick of late?
Troth, very bleak, does she not? How think you, sir?
 

ABBERZANES
No, no: a little sharp with riding; sh’as rid sore.
 

FRANCISCA
I ever look lean after a journey, sister;
One shall do that has travell’d, travell’d hard.
 

ABBERZANES
Till evening I commend you to yourselves, ladies.
 

Exit.
 

ISABELLA
[Aside] And that’s best trusting, too, if you were hang’d. — 
Y’are well acquainted with his hand went out now?
 

FRANCISCA
His hand?
 

ISABELLA
I speak of nothing else; I think ’tis there.
 

[Hands her a letter, which she reads.]
 

Please you to look upon’t: and when y’have done
If you did weep, it could not be amiss,
A sign you could say grace after a full meal.
You had not need look paler; yet you do:
’Twas ill done to abuse yourself and us,
To wrong so good a brother, and the thoughts
That we both held of you. I did doubt you much
Before our marriage-day: but then my strangeness
And better hope still kept me off from speaking.
Yet may you find a kind and peaceful sister of me
If you desist here and shake hands with folly,
Which you ha’ more cause to do than I to wish you;
As truly as I bear a love to goodness,
Your brother knows not yet on’t, nor shall ever
For my part, so you leave his company:
But if I find you impudent in sinning,
I will not keep’t an hour; nay, prove your enemy
And you know who will aid me. As y’have goodness,
You may make use of this; I’ll leave it with you.
 

Exit.
 

FRANCISCA
Here’s a sweet churching after a woman’s labour,
And a [fine] “Give you joy!” Why, where the devil
Lay you to be found out? The sudden hurry
Of hast’ning to prevent shame brought shame forth.
That’s still the curse of all lascivious stuff;
Misdeeds could never yet be wary enough.
Now must I stand in fear of every look,
Nay, tremble at a whisper: she can keep it secret?
That’s very likely, and a woman, too!
I’m sure I could not do’t: and I am made
As well as she can be for any purpose.
’Twould never stay with me two days: I have cast it;
The third would be a terrible sick-day with me,
Not possible to bear it. Should I then
Trust to her strength in’t, that lies every night
Whispering the daily news in a husband’s ear?
No, and I have thought upon the means: bless’d fortune,
I must be quit with her in the same fashion,
Or else ’tis nothing; there’s no way like it
To bring her honesty into question cunningly.
My brother will believe small likelihoods
Coming from me, too; I, lying now i’ th’ house,
May work things to my will beyond conceit, too.
Disgrace her first, her tale will nev’r be heard:
I learn’d that counsel first of a sound guard.
I do suspect Gasper, my brother’s squire there,
Had some hand in this mischief, for he’s cunning,
And I perhaps may fit him.
 

Enter Antonio.
 

ANTONIO
Your sister told me
You were come: thou’rt welcome.
 

FRANCISCA
Where is she?
 

ANTONIO
Who? My wife?
 

FRANCISCA
Ay, sir.
 

ANTONIO
Within.
 

FRANCISCA
Not within hearing, think you?
 

ANTONIO
Within hearing?
What’s thy conceit in that? Why shak’st thy head so?
And look’st so pale and poorly?
 

FRANCISCA
I’m a fool indeed
To take such grief for others, for your fortune, sir.
 

ANTONIO
My fortune? [Aside] Worse things yet? Farewell life then!
 

FRANCISCA
I fear y’are much deceiv’d, sir, in this woman.
 

ANTONIO
Who? In my wife? Speak low: come hither, softly, sister.
 

FRANCISCA
I love her as a woman you made choice of,
But when she wrongs you, natural love is touch’d, brother,
And that will speak, you know.
 

ANTONIO
I trust it will.
 

FRANCISCA
I held a shrewd suspicion of her lightness
At first when I went down, which made me haste the sooner.
But more, to make amends, at my return now
I found apparent signs.
 

ANTONIO
Apparent, say’st thou?
 

FRANCISCA
Ay, and of base lust, too; that makes th’ affliction.
 

ANTONIO
There has been villainy wrought upon me then,
’Tis too plain now.
 

FRANCISCA
Happy are they, I say still,
That have their sisters living i’ th’ house with ‘em,
Their mothers, or some kindred: a great comfort
To all poor married men; it is not possible
A young wife can abuse a husband then,
’Tis found straight. But swear secrecy to this, brother.
 

ANTONIO
To this, and all thou wilt have.
 

FRANCISCA
Then this follows, sir.
 

[She whispers to him.]
 

ANTONIO
I praise thy counsel well: I’ll put ‘t in use straight.
 

[Exit Francisca. Enter Isabella.]
 

[Aside] See where she comes herself. — Kind, honest lady,
I must borrow a whole forthnight’s leave of thee.
 

ISABELLA
How, sir? A forthnight’s?
 

ANTONIO
It may be but ten days; I know not yet.
’Tis business for the state, and ‘t must be done.
 

ISABELLA
I wish good speed to’t then.
 

ANTONIO
Why, that was well spoke.
I’ll take but a footboy: I need no more.
The rest I’ll leave at home to do you service.
 

ISABELLA
Use your own pleasure, sir.
 

ANTONIO
‘Till my return
You’ll be good company, my sister and you?
 

ISABELLA
We shall make shift, sir.
 

ANTONIO
I’m glad now she’s come,
And so the wishes of my love to both.
 

Exit.
 

ISABELLA
And our good prayers with you, sir.
 

Enter Sebastian [disguised].
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Now my fortune! — 
By your kind favour, madam.
 

ISABELLA
With me, sir?
 

SEBASTIAN
The words shall not be many, but the faithfulness
And true respect that is included in ‘em
Is worthy your attention, and may put upon me
The fair repute of a just, honest servant.
 

ISABELLA
What’s here to do, sir,
There’s such great preparation toward?
 

SEBASTIAN
In brief, that goodness in you is abus’d, madam;
You have the married life, but ’tis a strumpet
That has the joy on’t, and the fruitfulness:
There goes away your comfort.
 

ISABELLA
How? A strumpet?
 

SEBASTIAN
Of five years’ cost and upwards, a dear mischief,
As they are all of ‘em; his forthnight’s journey
Is to that country, if it be not rudeness
To speak the truth: I have found it all out, madam.
 

ISABELLA
Thou’st found out thine own ruin, for to my knowledge
Thou does belie him basely: I dare swear
He’s a gentleman, as free from that folly
As ever took religious life upon him.
 

SEBASTIAN
Be not too confident to your own abuse, madam.
Since I have begun the truth, neither your frowns — 
The only curses that I have on earth
Because my means [depend] upon your service — 
Nor all the execration of man’s fury
Shall put me off: though I be poor, I’m honest
And too just in this business. I perceive now
Too much respect and faithfulness to ladies
May be a wrong to servants.
 

ISABELLA
Art thou yet
So impudent to stand in’t?
 

SEBASTIAN
Are you yet so cold, madam,
In the belief on’t? There my wonder’s fix’d,
Having such blessed health and youth about you,
Which makes the injury mighty.
 

ISABELLA
Why, I tell thee
It were too great a fortune for thy [lowness]
To find out such a thing: thou does not look
As if thou’rt made for’t. By the precious sweets of love,
I would give half my wealth for such a bargain
And think ‘twere bought too cheap: thou canst not guess
Thy means and happiness should I find this true.
First, I’ld prefer thee to the lord my uncle,
He’s governor of Ravenna; all the advancements
I’ th’ kingdom [flow] from him: what need I boast that
Which common fame can teach thee?
 

SEBASTIAN
Then thus, madam:
Since I presume now on your height of spirit
And your regard to your own youth and fruitfulness,
Which every woman naturally loves and covets,
Accept but of my labour in directions.
You shall both find your wrongs, which you may right
At your own pleasure, yet not miss’d tonight
Here in the house neither: none shall take notice
Of any absence in you, as I have thought on’t.
 

ISABELLA
Do this, and take my praise and thanks forever.
 

SEBASTIAN
As I deserve, I wish ‘em, and will serve you.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3. 
 

A forest glade
 

Enter Hecate, [Stadlin, Hoppo, Puckle and other] Witches, and Firestone.
 

HECATE
The moon’s a gallant, see how brisk she rides.
 

STADLIN
Here’s a rich evening, Hecate.
 

HECATE
Ay, is’t not, wenches,
To take a journey of five thousand mile?
 

HOPPO
Ours will be more tonight.
 

HECATE
Oh, ‘twill be precious:
Heard you the owl yet?
 

STADLIN
Briefly in the copse,
As we came through now.
 

HECATE
’Tis high time for us then.
 

STADLIN
There was a bat hung at my lips three times
As we came through the woods and drank her fill.
Old Puckle saw her.
 

HECATE
You are fortunate still;
The very shriek-owl lights upon your shoulder
And woos you like a pigeon. Are you furnish’d?
Have you your ointments?
 

STADLIN
All.
 

HECATE
Prepare to flight then.
I’ll overtake you swiftly.
 

STADLIN
Hie thee, Hecate:
We shall be up betimes.
 

HECATE
I’ll reach you quickly.
 

[Exeunt all but Hecate and Firestone.]
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] They’re all going a-birding tonight: they talk of fowls i’ th’ air that fly by day; I am sure they’ll be a company of foul sluts there tonight: if we have not mortality after it, I’ll be hang’d, for they are able to putrefy it, to infect a whole region.
She spies me now.
 

HECATE
What, Firestone, our sweet son?
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] A little sweeter than some of you, or a dunghill were too good for me.
 

HECATE
How much hast here?
 

FIRESTONE
Nineteen, and all brave plump ones,
Besides six lizards and three serpentine eggs.
 

HECATE
Dear and sweet boy! What herbs hast thou?
 

FIRESTONE
I have some mar-martin and mandragon.
 

HECATE
Marmaritin and mandragora, thou wouldst say.
Here’s panax, too: I thank thee.
 

FIRESTONE
My pan aches, I am sure,
With kneeling down to cut ‘em.
 

HECATE
And selago,
Hedge-hyssop, too: how near he goes my cuttings!
Were they all cropp’d by moonlight?
 

FIRESTONE
Every blade of ‘em,
Or I am a mooncalf, mother.
 

HECATE
Hie thee home with ‘em.
Look well to the house tonight; I am for aloft.
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] Aloft, quoth you? I would you would break your neck once,
That I might have all quickly. — Hark, hark, mother.
They are above the steeple already, flying
Over your head with a noise of musicians.
 

HECATE
They are they indeed. Help, help me: I’m too late else.
 

Song[, the witches] in the air [offstage].
 

[WITCHES]: Come away, come away,
Hecate, Hecate, come away.
HECATE: I come, I come, I come, I come,
With all the speed I may,
With all the speed I may,
Where’s Stadlin?
 

[STADLIN]: Here.
 

HECATE: Where’s Puckle?
 

[PUCKLE]: Here.
 

[WITCHES]: And Hoppo, too, and Hellwain, too;
We lack but you, we lack but you.
Come away, make up the count.
 

HECATE: I will but ‘noint, and then I mount.
 

A spirit like a cat descends.
 

[WITCHES]: There’s one comes down to fetch his dues,
A kiss, a coll, a sip of blood,
And why thou stay’st so long
I muse, I muse,
Since the air’s so sweet and good.
HECATE: Oh, art thou come?
What news, what news?
 

[MALKIN]: All goes still to our delight,
Either come or else
Refuse, refuse.
 

HECATE: Now I am furnish’d for the flight.
 

FIRESTONE
Hark, hark, the cat sings a brave treble in her own language!
 

HECATE, going up: Now I go, now I fly,
Malkin my sweet spirit and I.
Oh, what a dainty pleasure ’tis
To ride in the air
When the moon shines fair
And sing, and dance, and toy, and kiss;
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains,
Over seas, [over misty] fountains,
Over [steeples,] towers, and turrets,
We fly by night, ‘mongst troops of spirits.
No ring of bells to our ears sounds,
No howls of wolves, no yelps of hounds,
No, not the noise of water’s breach
Or cannon’s throat our height can reach.
No ring of bells, etc.
 

[Hecate and her spirit ascend out of view.]
 

FIRESTONE
Well, mother, I thank your kindness. You must be gambolling i’ th’ air and leave me to walk here like a fool and a mortal.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

The Duke’s palace
 

Enter Almachildes.
 

ALMACHILDES
Though the fates have endued me with a pretty kind of lightness that I can laugh at the world in a corner on’t, and can make myself merry on fasting-nights to rub out a supper (which were a precious quality in a young, formal studient), yet let the world know there is some difference betwixt my jovial condition and the lunary state of madness. I am not quite out of my wits: I know a bawd from an aqua vite shop, a strumpet from wildfire, and a beadle from brimstone. Now shall I try the honesty of a great woman soundly; she reck’ning the duke’s made away, I’ll be hang’d if I be not the next now. If I trust her, as she’s a woman, let one of her long hairs wind about my heart and be the end of me, which were a piteous, lamentable tragedy, and might be entitled A Fair Warning for All Hair Bracelets.
Already there’s an insurrection
Among the people; they are up in arms
Not out of any reason, but their wills,
Which are in them their saints, sweating and swearing
Out of their zeal to rudeness that no stranger,
As they term her, shall govern over them,
They say they’ll raise a duke among themselves first.
 

Enter Duchess.
 

DUCHESS
Oh, Almachildes, I perceive already
Our loves are born to crosses! We’re beset
By multitudes, and which is worse, I fear me
Unfriended too of any. My chief care
Is for thy sweet youth’s safety.
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] He that believes you not
Goes the right way to heaven, o’ my conscience.
 

DUCHESS
There is no trusting of ‘em: they are all as barren
In pity as in faith. He that puts confidence
In them dies openly to the sight of all men,
Not with his friends and neighbours in peace private,
But as his shame, so his cold farewell is,
Public and full of noise. But keep you close, sir,
Not seen of any till I see the way
Plain for your safety. I expect the coming
Of the lord governor, whom I will flatter
With fair entreaties to appease their wildness,
And before him take a great grief upon me
For the duke’s death, his strange and sudden loss;
And when a quiet comes, expect thy joys.
 

ALMACHILDES
[Aside] I do expect now to be made away
‘Twixt this and Tuesday night; if I live Wednesday,
Say I have been careful and shunn’d spoon-meat.
 

Exit.
 

DUCHESS
This fellow lives too long after the deed;
I’m weary of his sight: he must die quickly
Or I’ve small hope of safety. My great aim’s
At the lord governor’s love; he is a spirit
Can sway and countenance: these obey and crouch.
My guiltiness had need of such a master
That with a beck can suppress multitudes
And dim misdeeds with radiance of his glory
Not to be seen with dazzled popular eyes.
 

Enter L[ord] Governor.
 

And here behold him come.
 

GOVERNOR
[To one within] Return back to ‘em;
Say we desire ‘em to be friends of peace
Till they hear farther from us.
 

DUCHESS
O my lord,
I fly unto the pity of your nobleness,
The grieved’st lady that was e’er beset
With storms of sorrows or wild rage of people!
Never was woman’s grief for loss of lord
Dearer than mine to me.
 

GOVERNOR
There’s no right done
To him now, madam, by wrong done to yourself;
Your own good wisdom may instruct you so far:
And for the people’s tumult, which oft grows
From liberty or rankness of long peace,
I’ll labour to restrain, as I’ve begun, madam.
 

DUCHESS
My thanks and prayers shall nev’r forget you, sir,
And, in time to come, my love.
 

GOVERNOR
Your love, sweet madam?
You make my joys too happy: I did covet
To be the fortunate man that blessing visits,
Which I’ll esteem the crown and full reward
Of service present, and deserts to come.
It is a happiness I’ll be bold to sue for
When I have set a calm upon these spirits
That now are up for ruin.
 

DUCHESS
Sir, my wishes
Are so well met in yours, so fairly answer’d
And nobly recompens’d, it makes me suffer
In those extremes that few have ever felt,
To hold two passions in one heart at once,
Of gladness and of sorrow.
 

GOVERNOR
Then as the olive
Is the meek ensign of fair fruitful peace,
So is this kiss of yours.
 

DUCHESS
Love’s power be with you, sir.
 

GOVERNOR
[Aside] How sh’as betray’d her! May I breathe no longer
Than to do virtue service and bring forth
The fruits of noble thoughts, honest and loyal!
This will be worth th’ observing; and I’ll do it.
 

Exit.
 

DUCHESS
What a sure happiness confirms joy to me,
Now in the times of my most imminent dangers!
I look’d for ruin, and increase of honour
Meets me auspiciously. But my hopes are clogg’d now
With an unworthy weight: there’s the misfortune.
What course shall I take now with this young man?
For he must be no hindrance. I have thought on’t.
I’ll take some witch’s counsel for his end,
That will be sur’st. Mischief is mischief’s friend.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 2. 
 

Fernando’s house
 

Enter Sebastian [disguised] and Fernando.
 

SEBASTIAN
If ever you knew force of love in life, sir,
Give to mine pity.
 

FERNANDO
You do ill to doubt me.
 

SEBASTIAN
I could make bold with no friend seemlier
Than with yourself because you were in presence
At our vow-making.
 

FERNANDO
I am a witness to’t.
 

SEBASTIAN
Then you best understand of all men living
This is no wrong I offer, no abuse
Either to faith or friendship, for we are register’d
Husband and wife in heaven; though there wants that
Which often keeps licentious [men] in awe
From starting from their wedlocks, the knot public.
’Tis in our souls knit fast, and how more precious
The soul is than the body, so much judge
The sacred and celestial tie within us
More than the outward form, which calls but witness
Here upon earth to what is done in heaven,
Though I must needs confess, the least is honourable,
As an ambassador sent from a king
Has honour by the employment, yet there’s greater
Dwells in the king that sent him; so in this.
 

Enter Florida.
 

FERNANDO
I approve all you speak, and will appear to you
A faithful, pitying friend.
 

SEBASTIAN
Look, there is she, sir,
One good for nothing but to make use of,
And I’m constrained to employ her to make all things
Plain, easy, and probable; for when she comes
And finds one here that claims him, as I have taught
Both this to do’t and he to compound with her,
‘Twill stir belief the more of such a business.
 

FERNANDO
I praise the carriage well.
 

SEBASTIAN
Hark you, sweet mistress,
I shall do you a simple turn in this:
For she disgrac’d thus, you are up in favour
Forever with her husband.
 

FLORIDA
That’s my hope, sir;
I would not take the pains else. Have you the keys
Of the garden-side that I may get betimes in
Closely, and take her lodging?
 

SEBASTIAN
Yes, I have thought upon you;
Here be the keys.
 

[He gives her the keys.]
 

FLORIDA
Marry, and thanks, sweet sir;
Set me a-work so still.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] Your joys are false ones:
You’re like to lie alone; you’ll be deceiv’d
Of the bedfellow you look for, else my purpose
Were in an ill case. He’s on his forthnight’s journey.
You’ll find cold comfort there: a dream will be
Even the best market you can make tonight. — 
She’ll not be long now; you may lose no time neither:
If she but take you at the door, ’tis enough.
When a suspect doth catch once, it burns mainly.
There may you end your business, and as cunningly
As if you were i’ th’ chamber, if you please,
To use but the same art.
 

FLORIDA
What need you urge that
Which comes so naturally I cannot miss on’t?
What makes the devil so greedy of a soul
But ‘cause h’as lost his own, to all joys lost?
So ’tis our trade to set snares for other women
‘Cause we were once caught ourselves.
 

[Exit.]
 

SEBASTIAN
A sweet allusion!
Hell and a whore it seems are partners then
In one ambition. Yet thou’rt here deceiv’d now;
Thou canst set none to hurt, or wrong her honour:
It rather makes it perfect. Best of friends
That ever love’s extremities were bless’d with,
I feel mine arms with thee, and call my peace
The offspring of thy friendship. I will think
This night my wedding night, and with a joy
As reverend, as religion can make man’s,
I will embrace this blessing: honest actions
Are laws unto themselves, and that good fear
Which is on others forc’d grows kindly there.
 

[Knocking within]
 

FERNANDO
Hark, hark! One knocks; away, sir, ’tis she certainly.
It sounds much like a woman’s jealous ‘larum.
 

[Exit Sebastian.] Enter Isabella.
 

ISABELLA
By your leave, sir.
 

FERNANDO
Y’are welcome, gentlewoman.
 

ISABELLA
[Aside] Our ladyship, then, stands us in no stead now. — 
One word in private, sir. [Whispers to him.]
 

FERNANDO
No, surely, forsooth,
There is no such here, y’have mistook the house.
 

ISABELLA
Oh, sir, that have I not: excuse me there,
I come not with such ignorance. Think not so, sir.
’Twas told me at the ent’ring of your house here
By one that knows him too well.
 

FERNANDO
Who should that be?
 

ISABELLA
Nay, sir, betraying is not my profession.
But here I know he is, and I presume
He would give me admittance, if he knew on’t,
As one on’s nearest friends.
 

FERNANDO
Y’are not his wife, forsooth?
 

ISABELLA
Yes, by my faith, am I.
 

FERNANDO
Cry you mercy then, lady.
 

ISABELLA
[Aside] She goes here by the name on’s wife: good stuff!
But the bold strumpet never told me that.
 

FERNANDO
We are so oft deceiv’d that let out lodgings,
We know not whom to trust: ’tis such a world,
There are so many odd tricks now-a-days
Put upon housekeepers.
 

ISABELLA
Why? Do you think I’ld wrong
You or the reputation of your house?
Pray show me the way to him.
 

FERNANDO
He’s asleep, lady,
The curtains drawn about him.
 

ISABELLA
Well, well, sir,
I’ll have that care, I’ll not disease him much.
Tread you but lightly. [Aside] Oh, of what gross falsehood
Is man’s heart made of! Had my first love liv’d
And return’d safe, he would have been a light
To all men’s actions, his faith shin’d so bright.
 

Exeunt. Enter Sebastian [disguised].
 

SEBASTIAN
I cannot so deceive her, ‘twere too sinful;
There’s more religion in my love than so.
It is not treacherous lust that gives content
T’an honest mind: and this could prove no better.
Were it in me a part of manly justice,
That have sought strange, hard means to keep her chaste
To her first vow, and I t’abuse her first?
Better I never knew what comfort were
In woman’s love than wickedly to know it.
What could the falsehood of one night avail him
That must enjoy forever, or he’s lost?
’Tis the way rather to draw hate upon me,
For, known, ’tis as impossible she should love me,
As youth in health to dote upon a grief,
Or one that’s robb’d and bound t’affect the thief.
No, he that would soul’s sacred comfort win
Must burn in pure love like a seraphin.
 

Enter Isabella.
 

ISABELLA
Celio?
 

SEBASTIAN
Sweet madam.
 

ISABELLA
Thou hast deluded me:
There’s nobody.
 

SEBASTIAN
How? I wonder he would miss, madam,
Having appointed, too; ‘twere a strange goodness
If heaven should turn his heart now by the way.
 

ISABELLA
Oh, never, Celio.
 

SEBASTIAN
Yes, I ha’ known the like.
Man is not at his own disposing, madam;
The bless’d powers have provided the better for him,
Or he were miserable: he may come yet;
’Tis early, madam. If you would be pleas’d
To embrace my counsel, you should see this night over,
Since y’have bestowed [these] pains.
 

ISABELLA
I intend so.
 

SEBASTIAN
[Aside] That strumpet would be found, else she should go.
I curse the time now I did ev’r make use
Of such a plague: sin knows not what it does.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3. 
 

Antonio’s house
 

Enter Francisca, in her chamber [above].
 

FRANCISCA
’Tis now my brother’s time, even much about it;
For though he dissembled a whole forthnight’s absence,
He comes again tonight: ’twas so agreed
Before he went. I must bestir my wits now
To catch this sister of mine, and bring her name
To some disgrace first to preserve mine own:
There’s profit in that cunning. She cast off
My company betimes tonight by tricks and sleights,
And I was well contented: I am resolv’d
There’s no hate lost between us, for I know
She does not love me now but painfully,
Like one that’s forc’d to smile upon a grief
To bring some purpose forward, and I’ll pay her
In her own mettle. They’re now all at rest,
And Gasper there, and all: list, fast asleep.
He cries it [hither]. I must disease you straight, sir.
For the maid-servants and the girls o’ th’ house,
I spic’d them lately with a drowsy posset;
They will not hear in haste.
 

[Noise within]
 

My brother’s come!
Oh, where’s this key now for him? Here ’tis, happily.
But I must wake him first. Why, Gasper, Gasper!
 

GASPERO
[Within] What a pox gasp you for?
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] Now I’ll throw ‘t down.
 

GASPERO
[Within] Who’s that call’d me now? Somebody call’d Gasper?
 

FRANCISCA
Oh, up, as thou’rt an honest fellow, Gasper!
 

GASPERO
[Within] I shall not rise tonight then. What’s the matter?
Who’s that? Young mistress?
 

FRANCISCA
Ay; up, up, sweet Gasper!
 

Enter Gaspero [in his nightshirt].
 

My sister hath both knock’d and call’d this hour,
And not a maid will stir.
 

GASPERO
They’ll stir enough sometimes.
 

FRANCISCA
Hark, hark again, Gasper! Oh, run, run, prithee!
 

GASPERO
Give me leave to clothe myself.
 

FRANCISCA
Stand’st upon clothing
In an extremity? Hark, hark again!
She may be dead ere thou com’st; oh, in quickly!
 

[Exit Gaspero.]
 

He’s gone. He cannot choose but be took now
Or met in his return; that will be enough.
 

Enter Antonio.
 

Brother? Here, take this light.
 

ANTONIO
My careful sister!
 

FRANCISCA
Look first in his own lodging ere you enter.
 

[Exit Antonio.]
 

ANTONIO
[Within] Oh, abus’d confidence! Here’s nothing of him
But what betrays him more!
 

FRANCISCA
Then ’tis too true, brother.
 

ANTONIO
[Within] I’ll make base lust a terrible example,
No villainy e’er paid dearer!
 

[FLORIDA]
[Within] Help! Hold, sir!
 

ANTONIO
[Within] I am deaf to all humanity!
 

FRANCISCA
List, list!
A strange and sudden silence after all;
I trust h’as spoil’d ‘em both: too dear a happiness!
Oh, how I tremble between doubts and joys!
 

[Enter Antonio.]
 

ANTONIO
[Aside] There perish both, down to the house of falsehood
Where perjurous wedlock weeps! Oh, perjurous woman!
Sh’ad took the innocence of sleep upon her
At my approach and would not see me come,
As if sh’ad lain there like a harmless soul
And never dream’d of mischief. What’s all this now?
I feel no ease; the burthen’s not yet off
So long as th’ abuse sticks in my knowledge.
Oh, ’tis a pain of hell to know one’s shame!
Had it been hid and done, it had been done happy,
For he that’s ignorant lives long and merry.
 

FRANCISCA
[Aside] I shall know all now. — Brother?
 

ANTONIO
Come down quickly,
For I must kill thee, too.
 

FRANCISCA
Me?
 

ANTONIO
Stay not long
If thou desir’st to die with little pain.
Make haste, I’ld wish thee, and come willingly;
If I be forc’d to come, I shall be cruel
Above a man to thee.
 

FRANCISCA
Why, sir, my brother?
 

ANTONIO
Talk to thy soul if thou wilt talk at all;
To me thou’rt lost forever.
 

FRANCISCA
This is fearful in you
Beyond all reason, brother; would you thus
Reward me for my care and truth shown to you?
 

ANTONIO
A curse upon ‘em both, and thee for company!
’Tis that too diligent, thankless care of thing
Makes me a murderer, and that [ruinous] truth
That lights me to the knowledge of my shame.
Hadst thou been secret, then had I been happy
And had a hope, like man, of joys to come.
Now here I stand, a stain to my creation:
And, which is heavier than all torments to me,
The understanding of this base adultery,
And that thou told’st me first, which thou deserv’st
Death worthily for.
 

FRANCISCA
If that be the worst, hold, sir;
Hold, brother, I can ease your knowledge straight,
By my soul’s hopes I can: there’s no such thing.
 

ANTONIO
How?
 

FRANCISCA
Bless me but with life, I’ll tell you all.
Your bed was never wrong’d.
 

ANTONIO
What? Never wrong’d?
 

FRANCISCA
I ask but mercy, as I deal with truth now:
’Twas only my deceit, my plot and cunning
To bring disgrace upon her, by that means
To keep mine own hid, which none knew but she.
To speak troth, I had a child by Abberzanes, sir.
 

ANTONIO
How? Abberzanes?
 

FRANCISCA
And my mother’s letter
Was counterfeited to get time and place
For my delivery.
 

ANTONIO
Oh, my wrath’s redoubled!
 

FRANCISCA
At my return, she could speak all my folly,
And blam’d me, with good counsel. I, for fear
It should be made known, thus rewarded her,
Wrought you into suspicion without cause,
And at your coming, raised up Gasper suddenly,
Sent him but in before you by a falsehood,
Which to your kindled jealousy I knew
Would add enough. What’s now confess’d is true.
 

ANTONIO
The more I hear, the worse it fares with me.
I ha’ kill’d ‘em now for nothing: yet the shame
Follows my blood still. Once more, come down.
Look you, my sword goes up. Call Hermio to me;
Let the new man alone: he’ll wake too soon
To find his mistress dead and lose a service.
 

[Exit Francisca.]
 

Already the day breaks upon my guilt;
I must be brief and sudden. Hermio!
 

Enter Hermio.
 

HERMIO
Sir?
 

ANTONIO
Run, knock up Abberzanes speedily;
Say I desire his company this morning
To yonder horse race, tell him. That will fetch him.
Oh, hark you, by the way — 
 

HERMIO
Yes, sir?
 

[Antonio whispers to him.]
 

ANTONIO
Use speed now,
Or I will ne’er use thee more. And perhaps
I speak in a right hour. My grief o’erflows;
I must in private go and vent my woes.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Antonio’s house
 

Enter [Antonio] and Abberzanes.
 

[ANTONIO]
You are welcome, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
I think I am worthy on’t,
For look you, sir, I come untruss’d, in troth.
 

[ANTONIO]
The more’s the pity — honester men go to’t — 
That slaves should ‘scape it. What blade have you got there?
 

ABBERZANES
Nay, I know not that, sir. I am not acquainted greatly with the blade; I am sure ’tis a good scabbard, and that satisfies me.
 

ANTONIO
’Tis long enough indeed, if that be good.
 

ABBERZANES
I love to wear a long weapon: ’tis a thing commendable.
 

ANTONIO
I pray draw it, sir.
 

ABBERZANES
It is not to be drawn.
 

ANTONIO
Not to be drawn?
 

ABBERZANES
I do not care to see’t. To tell you troth, sir, ’tis only a holiday thing, to wear by a man’s side.
 

ANTONIO
Draw it, or I’ll rip thee down from neck to navel, though there’s small glory in’t.
 

ABBERZANES
Are you in earnest, sir?
 

ANTONIO
I’ll tell thee that anon.
 

ABBERZANES
Why, what’s the matter, sir?
 

ANTONIO
What a base misery is this in life now!
This slave had so much daring courage in him
To act a sin would shame whole generations,
But hath not so much honest strength about him
To draw a sword in way of satisfaction.
This shows thy great guilt that thou darest not fight.
 

ABBERZANES
Yes, I dare fight, sir, in an honest cause.
 

ANTONIO
Why, come then, slave! Thou’st made my sister a whore.
 

ABBERZANES
Prove than an honest cause and I’ll be hang’d.
 

ANTONIO
So many starting-holes? Can I light no way?
Go to, you shall have your wish: all honest play.
Come forth, thou fruitful wickedness, thou seed
Of shame and murder.
 

[Enter Francisca.]
 

Take to thee in wedlock
Baseness and cowardice, a fit match for thee.
Come, sir, along with me.
 

ABBERZANES
‘Las, what to do?
I am too young to take a wife, in troth.
 

ANTONIO
But old enough to take a strumpet, though.
You’ld fain get all your children beforehand,
And marry when y’have done: that’s a strange course, sir.
This woman I bestow on thee: what dost thou say?
 

ABBERZANES
I would I had such another to bestow on you, sir.
 

ANTONIO
Uncharitable slave, dog, coward as thou art,
To wish a plague so great as thine to any!
 

ABBERZANES
To my friend, sir, where I think I may be bold.
 

ANTONIO
Down, and do’t [solemnly]: contract yourselves
With truth and zeal, or ne’er rise up again!
I will not have her die i’ th’ state of strumpet,
Though she took pride to live one. Hermio, the wine!
 

[Enter Hermio with wine.]
 

HERMIO
’Tis here, sir. [Aside] Troth, I wonder at some things,
But I’ll keep honest.
 

ANTONIO
So, here’s to you both now,
And to your joys, if’t be your luck to find ‘em. [Drinks.]
I tell you, you must weep hard, if you do.
Divide it ‘twixt you both.
 

[They drink.]
 

You shall not need
A strong bill of divorcement after that
If you mislike your bargain. Go, get in now,
Kneel, and pray heartily to get forgiveness
Of those two souls whose bodies thou hast murder’d.
 

[Exeunt Abberzanes and Francisca.]
 

Spread, subtle poison! Now my shame in her
Will die when I die; there’s some comfort yet.
I do but think how each man’s punishment
Proves still a kind of justice to himself.
I was the man that told this innocent gentlewoman,
Whom I did falsely wed and falsely kill,
That he that was her husband first by contract
Was slain i’ th’ [field], and he’s known yet to live.
So did I cruelly beguile her heart,
For which I am well rewarded; so is Gasper
Who, to befriend my love, swore fearful oaths;
He saw the last breath fly from him. I see now
’Tis a thing dreadful t’ abuse holy vows
And falls most weighty.
 

HERMIO
Take comfort, sir;
You’re guilty of no death: they’re only hurt,
And that not mortally.
 

ANTONIO
Thou breath’st untruths.
 

Enter Gaspero.
 

HERMIO
Speak, Gasper, for me then.
 

GASPERO
Your unjust rage, sir,
Has hurt me without cause.
 

ANTONIO
’Tis chang’d to grief [for’t].
How fares my wife?
 

GASPERO
No doubt, sir, she fares well,
For she nev’r felt your fury: the poor sinner
That hath this seven year kept herself sound for you,
’Tis your luck to bring her into th’ surgeon’s hands now.
 

ANTONIO
Florida!
 

GASPERO
She. I know no other, sir;
You were nev’r at charge yet, but with one light horse.
 

ANTONIO
Why, where’s your lady? Where’s my wife tonight then?
 

GASPERO
Nay, ask me not, sir; your struck [doe] within
Tells a strange tale of her.
 

ANTONIO
This is unsufferable!
Never had man such means to make him mad!
Oh, that the poison would but spare my life
Till I had found her out!
 

HERMIO
Your wish is granted, sir.
Upon the faithfulness of a pitying servant,
I gave you none at all; my heart was kinder.
Let not conceit abuse you; you’re as healthful,
For any drug, as life yet ever found you.
 

Enter L[ord] Governor.
 

ANTONIO
Why, here’s a happiness wipes off mighty sorrows;
The benefit of ever-pleasing service
Bless thy profession! Oh, my worthy lord,
I have an ill bargain; never man had worse!
The woman that unworthy wears your blood
To countenance sin in her: your niece, she’s false!
 

GOVERNOR
False?
 

ANTONIO
Impudent, adulterous!
 

GOVERNOR
You’re too loud,
And grow too bold, too, with her virtuous meekness.
Who dare accuse her?
 

Enter Florida.
 

FLORIDA
Here’s one dare and can:
She lies this night with Celio, her own servant,
The place, Fernando’s house.
 

GOVERNOR
Thou dost amaze us.
 

ANTONIO
Why, here’s but lust translated from one baseness
Into another; here I thought to have caught ‘em,
But lighted wrong by false intelligence
And made me hurt the innocent. But now
I’ll make my revenge dreadfuller than a tempest;
An army should not stop me, or a sea
Divide ‘em from my revenge.
 

Exit.
 

GOVERNOR
I’ll not speak
To have her spar’d if she be base and guilty.
If otherwise, heaven will not see her wrong’d,
I need not take care for her. Let that woman
Be carefully look’d to, both for health and sureness;
[To Florida] It is not that mistaken wound thou wear’st
Shall be thy privilege.
 

FLORIDA
You cannot torture me
Worse than the surgeon does: so long I care not.
 

[Exit Florida and Gaspero.]
 

[GOVERNOR]
If she be adulterous, I will never trust
Virtues in women; they’re but veils for lust.
 

Exit.
 

HERMIO
To what a lasting ruin mischief runs!
I had thought I had well and happily ended all
In keeping back the poison, and new rage now
Spreads a worse venom. My poor lady grieves me;
’Tis strange to me that her sweet-seeming virtues
Should be so meanly overtook with Celio,
A servant: ’tis not possible.
 

Enter Isabella and Sebastian[, disguised].
 

ISABELLA
Good morrow, Hermio.
My sister stirring yet?
 

HERMIO
How? Stirring, forsooth!
Here has been simple stirring. Are you not hurt, madam?
Pray speak, we have a surgeon ready.
 

ISABELLA
How, a surgeon?
 

HERMIO
Hath been at work these five hours.
 

ISABELLA
How he talks!
 

HERMIO
Did you not meet my master?
 

ISABELLA
How, your master?
Why, came he home tonight?
 

HERMIO
Then you know nothing, madam?
Please you but walk in, you shall hear strange business.
 

ISABELLA
[To Sebastian] I am much beholding to your truth now, am I not?
Y’have serv’d me fair: my credit’s stain’d forever!
 

Exeunt [Isabella and Hermio].
 

SEBASTIAN
This is the wicked’st fortune that e’er blew.
We’re both undone for nothing: there’s no way
Flatters recovery now, the thing’s so gross.
Her disgrace grieves me more than a life’s loss.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 2. 
 

Hecate’s cave, a cauldron set
 

Enter Duchess, Hecate, Firestone.
 

HECATE
What death is’t you desire for Almachildes?
 

DUCHESS
A sudden and a subtle.
 

HECATE
Then I have fitted you.
Here lie the gifts of both sudden and subtle:
His picture made in wax and gently molten
By a blue fire kindled with dead men’s eyes
Will waste him by degrees.
 

DUCHESS
In what time, prithee?
 

HECATE
Perhaps in a moon’s progress.
 

DUCHESS
What? A month?
Out upon pictures, if they be so tedious!
Give me things with some life.
 

HECATE
Then seek no farther.
 

DUCHESS
This must be done with speed, dispatch’d this night,
If it may possible.
 

HECATE
I have if for you.
[Here’s] that will do’t: stay but perfection’s time,
And that’s not five hours hence.
 

DUCHESS
Canst thou do this?
 

HECATE
Can I?
 

DUCHESS
I mean, so closely.
 

HECATE
So closely
Do you mean, too?
 

DUCHESS
So artfully, so cunningly.
 

HECATE
Worse and worse; doubts and incredulities!
They make me mad: let scrupulous greatness know
Cum volui, ripis ipsis mirantibus, amnes
In fontes rediere suos; concussaque, sisto
Stantia, concutio cantu freta; nubila pello
Nubilaque induco; ventos abigoque vocoque;
Vipereas rumpo verbis et carmine fauces;
Et silvas moveo, jubeoque tremiscere montes,
Et mugire solum, manesque exire sepulchris.
Te
[quo]que, luna, traho. Can you doubt me then, daughter,
That can make mountains tremble, miles of woods walk,
Whole earth’s foundation bellow, and the spirits
Of the entomb’d to burst out from their marbles,
Nay, draw yond moon to my envolv’d designs?
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] I know as well as can be when my mother’s mad and our great cat angry, for one spits French then and th’other spits Latin.
 

DUCHESS
I did not doubt you, mother.
 

HECATE
No? What did you?
My power’s so firm, it is not be question’d.
 

DUCHESS
Forgive what’s past: and now I know th’ offensiveness
That vexes art, I’ll shun th’ occasion ever.
 

HECATE
Leave all to me and my five sisters, daughter.
It shall be convey’d in at howlet-time.
Take you no care; my spirits know their moments:
Raven or screech-owl never fly by th’ door
But they call in — I thank ‘em — and they lose not by’t.
I give ‘em barley soaked in infants’ blood;
They shall have semina cum sanguine,
Their gorge cramm’d full, if they come once to our house.
We are no niggard.
 

FIRESTONE
They fare but too well when they come [hither]: they eat up as much tother night as would have made me a good conscionable pudding.
 

[Exit Duchess.]
 

HECATE
Give me some lizard’s brain, quickly, Firestone.
Where’s Grannam Stadlin and all the rest o’ th’ sisters?
 

FIRESTONE
All at hand, forsooth.
 

[Enter Stadlin, Hoppo, and the Witches.]
 

HECATE
Give me marmaritin, some bear-breech; when!
 

FIRESTONE
Here’s bear-breech, and lizard’s brain, forsooth.
 

HECATE
Into the vessel;
And fetch three ounces of the red-hair’d girl
I kill’d last midnight.
 

FIRESTONE
Whereabouts, sweet mother?
 

HECATE
Hip; hip or flank. Where is the acopus?
 

FIRESTONE
You shall have acopus, forsooth.
 

HECATE
Stir, stir about, whilst I begin the charm.
 

A charm song about a vessel.
 

HECATE: Black spirits and white, red spirits and grey,
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may.
Titty, Tiffin, keep it stiff in.
Firedrake, Puckey, make it lucky.
[Liard], Robin, you must bob in.
Round, around, around, about, about,
All ill come running in, all good keep out.
 

FIRST WITCH: Here’s the blood of a bat.
 

HECATE: Put in that, oh, put in that.
 

SECOND WITCH: Here’s libbard’s bane.
 

HECATE: Put in again.
 

FIRST WITCH: The juice of toad, the oil of adder.
 

SECOND WITCH: Those will make the younker madder.
 

HECATE: Put in; there’s all, and rid the stench.
 

FIRESTONE: Nay, here’s three ounces of the red-hair’d wench.
 

ALL: Round, around, around, about, about,
All ill come running in, all good keep out.
 

HECATE
So, so, enough: into the vessel with it.
There, ‘t hath the true perfection: I am so light
At any mischief; there’s no villainy
But is a tune, methinks.
 

FIRESTONE
[Aside] A tune? ’Tis to the tune of [damnation] then, I warrant you, and that song hath a villainous burthen.
 

HECATE
Come, my sweet sisters, let the air strike our tune
Whilst we show reverence to yond peeping moon.
 

Here they dance. The witches dance and exit.
 




Act V Scene 3. 
 

Antonio’s house
 

Enter L[ord] Governor, Isabella, [Sebastian disguised,] Florida, Francisca, Abberzanes, Gaspero [and other servants].
 

ISABELLA
My lord, I have given you nothing but the truth
Of a most plain and innocent intent.
My wrongs being so apparent in this woman — 
A creature that robs wedlock of all comfort
Where’er she fastens — I could do no less
But seek means privately to shame his folly;
No farther reach’d my malice, and it glads me
That none but my base injurer is found
To be my false accuser.
 

GOVERNOR
This is strange
That he should give the wrongs, yet seek revenge.
[To Sebastian] But, sirrah, you: you are accus’d here doubly,
First by your lady for a false intelligence
That caus’d her absence, which much hurts her name,
Though her intents were blameless; next, by this woman,
For an adulterous design and plot
Practis’d between you to entrap her honour,
Whilst she for her hire should enjoy her husband.
Your answer?
 

SEBASTIAN
Part of this is truth, my lord,
To which I am guilty, in a rash intent,
But clear in act; and she most clear in both,
Not sanctity more spotless.
 

[Enter Hermio.]
 

HERMIO
Oh, my lord!
 

GOVERNOR
What news breaks there?
 

HERMIO
Of strange destruction:
Here stands the lady that within this hour
Was made a widow.
 

GOVERNOR
[Who?]
 

HERMIO
Your niece, my lord.
A fearful, unexpected accident
Brought death to meet his fury: for my lord
Entering Fernando’s house like a rais’d tempest,
Which nothing heeds but its own violent rage,
Blinded with wrath and jealousy, which scorn guides,
From a false trap-door fell into a depth
Exceeds a temple’s height, which takes into it
Part of the dungeon that falls threescore faddom
Under the castle.
 

GOVERNOR
Oh, you seed of lust,
Wrongs and revenges wrongful, with what terrors
You do present yourselves to wretched man,
When his soul least expects you?
 

ISABELLA
I forgive him
All his wrongs now, and sign it with my pity.
 

FLORIDA
[Swooning] Oh, my sweet servant!
 

GOVERNOR
Look to yond light mistress.
 

GASPERO
She’s in a [swoon], my lord.
 

GOVERNOR
Convey her hence;
It is a sight would grieve a modest eye
To see a strumpet’s soul sink into passion
For him that was the husband of another.
 

[Exeunt servants carrying Florida.]
 

[To Sebastian] Yet all this clears not you.
 

SEBASTIAN
Thanks to heaven
That I am now of age to clear myself then.
 

[He removes his disguise.]
 

GOVERNOR
Sebastian?
 

SEBASTIAN
The same, much wrong’d, sir.
 

ISABELLA
Am I certain
Of what mine eye takes joy to look upon?
 

SEBASTIAN
Your service cannot alter me from knowledge.
I am your servant ever.
 

GOVERNOR
Welcome to life, sir.
Gasper, thou swor’st his death.
 

GASPERO
I did indeed, my lord,
And have been since well paid for’t: one forsworn mouth
Hath got me two or three more here.
 

SEBASTIAN
I was dead, sir,
Both to my joys and all men’s understanding
Till this my hour of life: for ’twas my fortune
To make the first of my return to Urbin
A witness to that marriage, since which time
I have walk’d beneath myself and all my comforts
Like one on earth whose joys are laid above,
And though it had been offence small in me
To enjoy mine own, I left her pure and free.
 

GOVERNOR
The greater and more sacred is thy blessing,
For where heaven’s bounty holy groundwork finds,
’Tis like a sea, encompassing chaste minds.
 

Enter Duchess.
 

HERMIO
The duchess comes, my lord.
 

GOVERNOR
Be you then all witnesses
Of an intent most horrid.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] One poor night
[ ] ever Almachildes now:
Better his meaner fortunes wept than ours
That took the true height of a princess’ spirit
To match unto their greatness. Such lives as his
Were only made to break the force of fate
Ere it came at us, and receive the venom.
’Tis but a usual friendship for a mistress
To lose some forty years’ life in hopeful time
And hazard an eternal soul forever,
As young as he has done, and more desertful.
 

GOVERNOR
Madam.
 

DUCHESS
My lord.
 

GOVERNOR
This is the hour that I have so long desir’d.
The tumult’s full appeas’d: now may we both
Exchange embraces with a fortunate arm
And practise to make love-knots, thus.
 

[The] Duke is discover’d [lying on a couch as if dead].
 

DUCHESS
My lord?
 

GOVERNOR
Thus, lustful woman and bold murderess, thus.
Blessed powers, to make my loyalty and truth so happy!
Look thee, thou shame of greatness, stain of honour:
Behold thy work and weep before thy death!
If thou beest bless’d with sorrow and a conscience,
Which is a gift from heaven, and seldom knocks
At any murderer’s breast with sounds of comfort,
See this thy worthy and unequall’d piece,
A fair encouragement for another husband.
 

DUCHESS
Bestow me upon death, sir; I am guilty,
And of a cruelty above my cause.
His injury was too low for my revenge.
[Perform] a justice that may light all others
To noble actions: life is hateful to me,
Beholding my dead lord. Make us an one
In death, whom marriage made one of two living
Till cursed fury parted us. My lord,
I covet to be like him.
 

GOVERNOR
No, my sword
Shall never stain the virgin brightness on’t
With blood of an adulteress.
 

DUCHESS
There, my lord,
I dare my accuser and defy the world,
Death, shame, and torment: blood, I am guilty of,
But not adultery, not the breach of honour.
 

GOVERNOR
No? Come forth, Almachildes.
 

Enter Almachildes.
 

DUCHESS
[Aside] Almachildes?
Hath time brought him about to save himself
By my destruction? I am justly doom’d.
 

GOVERNOR
Do you know this woman?
 

ALMACHILDES
I have known her better, sir, than at this time.
 

GOVERNOR
But she defies you there.
 

ALMACHILDES
That’s the common trick of them all.
 

DUCHESS
Nay, since I am touch’d so near: before my death, then,
In right of honour’s innocence, I am bold
To call heaven and my woman here to witness.
 

Enter Amoretta.
 

My lord, let her speak truth, or may she perish.
 

AMORETTA
Then, sir, by all the hopes of a maid’s comfort,
Either in faithful service or bless’d marriage,
The woman that his blinded folly knew
Was only a [hired] strumpet, a professor
Of lust and impudence, which here is ready
To approve what I have spoken.
 

ALMACHILDES
A common strumpet?
This comes of scarfs; I’ll never more wear
An haberdasher’s shop before mine eyes again.
 

GOVERNOR
My sword is proud; thou art lighten’d of that sin.
Die then a murderess only.
 

DUKE
[Rising] Live a duchess,
Better than ever lov’d, embraced and honour’d.
 

DUCHESS
My lord?
 

DUKE
Nay, since in honour thou canst justly rise,
Vanish all wrongs; thy former practise dies.
I thank thee, Almachildes, for my life,
This lord for truth, and heaven for such a wife,
Who, though her intent sinn’d, yet she makes amends
With grief and honour, virtue’s noblest ends.
What griev’d you then shall never more offend you:
Your father’s skull with honour we’ll inter
And give the peace due to the sepulcher.
And in all time, may this day ever prove
A day of triumph, joy, and honest love.
 

Exeunt [omnes].
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The Scene: London
 




To the nobly disposed, virtuous, and faithful-
breasted ROBERT GREY Esquire, one of the
grooms of his Highness’ bed-chamber,
his poor well-willer wisheth
his best wishes, hic et
supra.
 

Worthy Sir,
’Tis but a play, and a play is but a butt, against which many shoot many arrows of envy; ’tis the weaker part, and how much more noble shall it be in you to defend it. Yet if it be (as some philosophers have left behind ‘em) that this megacosm, this great world, is no more than a stage, where every one must act his part, you shall of necessity have many part-takers, some long, some short, some indifferent, all some; whilst indeed the players themselves have the least part of it, for I know few that have lands (which are a part of the world), and therefore no grounded men; but howsoever they serve for mutes, happily they must wear good clothes for attendance. Yet all have exits, and must all be stripped in the tiring-house (viz. the grave), for none must carry anything out of the stock. You see, sir, I write as I speak, and I speak as I am, and that’s excuse enough for me. I did not mean to write an epistle of praise to you; it looks so like a thing I know you love not, flattery, which you exceedingly hate actively, and unpleasingly accept passively: indeed, I meant to tell you your own, that is, that this child of the Muses is yours; whoever begat it, ’tis laid to your charge, and (for aught I know) you must father and keep it too. If it please you, I hope you shall not be ashamed of it neither, for it has been seen (though I say it) in good companies, and many have said it is a handsome pretty-spoken infant. Now be your own judge: at your leisure look on it, at your pleasure laugh at it; and if you be sorry it is no better, you may be glad it is no bigger.
 

Yours ever,
William Rowley
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

Master Russell’s house
 

Enter Master Russell, solus.
 

RUSSELL
It must be all my care; there’s all my love,
And that pulls on the tother. Had I been left
In a son behind me, while I had been here
He should have shifted as I did before him,
Lived on the freeborn portion of his wit;
But a daughter, and that an only one. Oh!
We cannot be too careful or too tender;
’Tis such a brittle niceness, a mere cupboard of glasses,
The least shake breaks or cracks ‘em. All my aim is
To cast her upon riches: that’s the thing
We rich men call perfection, for the world
Can perfect nought without it. ’Tis not neatness,
Either in handsome wit or handsome outside,
With which one gentleman, far in debt, has courted her,
Which boldness he shall rue. He thinks me blind
And ignorant: I have let him play a long time,
Seemed to believe his worth, which I know nothing;
He may perhaps laugh at my easy confidence
Which closely I requite upon his fondness,
For this hour snaps him; and before his mistress,
His saint, forsooth, which he inscribes my girl,
He shall be rudely taken and disgraced.
The trick will prove an everlasting scarecrow
To fright poor gallants from our rich men’s daughters.
 

Enter the Lady Ager, with two servants.
 

Sister! I’ve such a joy to make you a welcome of,
Better you never tasted.
 

LADY AGER
Good sir, spare it not.
 

RUSSELL
Colonel’s come, and your son, Captain Ager.
 

LADY AGER
My son!
 

She weeps.
 

RUSSELL
I know your eye would be first served;
That’s the soul’s taster still for grief or joy.
 

LADY AGER
Oh, if a mother’s dear suit may prevail with him,
From England he shall never part again.
 

RUSSELL
No question he’ll be ruled, and grant you that.
 

LADY AGER
I’ll bring all my desires to that request.
 

Exeunt Lady [Ager] and her servants.
 

RUSSELL
Affectionate sister, she has no daughter now;
It follows all the love must come to him,
And he has a worth deserves it, were it dearer.
 

Enter a Friend of the Colonel’s, and another of Captain Ager’s.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
I must not give way to’t.
 

RUSSELL
[Aside] What’s here to question?
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Compare young Captain Ager with the colonel!
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Young?
Why, do you make youth stand for an imputation?
That which you now produce for his disgrace
Infers his nobleness, that being young
Should have an anger more inclined to wisdom
And moderation than the colonel:
A virtue as rare as chastity in youth;
And let the cause be good — conscience in him,
Which ever crowns his acts, and is indeed
Valour’s prosperity — he dares then as much
As ever made him famous that you plead for.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Then I forbear too long.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
His worth for me!
 

[They draw and fight.]
 

RUSSELL
Here’s noble youths; belike some wench has crossed ‘em,
And now they know not what to do with their blood.
 

Enter the Colonel and Captain Ager.
 

COLONEL
How now!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Hold, hold! What’s the incitement?
 

COLONEL
So serious at your game? Come, come, the quarrel.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Nothing, good faith, sir.
 

COLONEL
Nothing, and you bleed?
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Bleed? Where? Pish, a little scratch by chance, sir.
 

COLONEL
What need this niceness, when you know so well
That I must know these things, and truly know ‘em?
Your daintiness makes me but more impatient;
This strange concealment frets me.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Words did pass
Which I was bound to answer as my opinion
And love instructed me;
And should I take in general fame into ‘em,
I think I should commit no error in’t.
 

COLONEL
What words, sir, and of whom?
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
This gentleman
Paralleled Captain Ager’s worth with yours.
 

COLONEL
With mine?
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
It was a thing I could [not] listen to
With any patience.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
What should ail you, sir?
There was little wrong done to your friend i’ that.
 

COLONEL
How! Little wrong to me?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I said so, friend,
And I suppose that you’ll esteem it so.
 

COLONEL
Comparisons!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Why, sir, ‘twixt friend and friend
There is so even and level a degree
It will admit of no superlative.
 

COLONEL
Not in terms of manhood?
 

RUSSELL
Nay, gentlemen — 
 

COLONEL
Good sir, give me leave. [To Captain Ager] In terms of manhood
What can you dispute more questionable?
You are a captain, sir; I give you all your due.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
And you are a colonel, a title
Which may include within it many captains;
Yet, sir, but throwing by those titular shadows,
Which add no substance to the men themselves,
And take them uncompounded, man and man,
They may be so with fair equality.
 

COLONEL
Y’are a boy, sir.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
And you have a beard, sir;
Virginity and marriage are both worthy,
And the positive purity there are some
Have made the nobler.
 

COLONEL
How now?
 

RUSSELL
Nay, good sir — 
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I shrink not: he that goes the foremost
May be o’ertaken.
 

COLONEL
Death, how am I weighted?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
In an even balance, sir; a beard put in
Gives but a small advantage: man and man,
And lift the scales.
 

COLONEL
Patience shall be my curse
If it ride me further!
 

[They draw their swords.]
 

RUSSELL
How now, gallants!
Believe me, then, I must give aim no longer.
Can words beget swords and bring ‘em forth, ha?
Come, they are abortive propagations;
Hide ‘em, for shame. I had thought soldiers
Had been musical, would not strike out of time,
But to the consort of drum, trumps, and fife:
’Tis madman-like to dance without music,
And most unpleasing shows to the beholders;
A Lydian ditty to a Doric note.
Friends embrace with steel hands? Fie, it meets too hard:
I must have those encounters here debarred.
 

COLONEL
Shall I lose here what I have safe brought home
Through many dangers?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
What’s that, sir?
 

COLONEL
My fame,
Life of the life, my reputation:
Death! I am squared and measured out; my heights,
Depths, breadth, all my dimensions taken!
Sure I have yet beyond your astralobe
A spirit unbounded.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Sir, you might weigh — 
 

RUSSELL
Tush! All this is weighing fire, vain and fruitless:
The further it runs into argument,
The further plunged; beseech you, no more on’t.
I have a little claim, sir, in your blood,
As near as the brother to your mother;
If that may serve for power to move your quiet,
The rest I shall make up with courtesy
And an uncle’s love.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I have done, sir, but — 
 

RUSSELL
But! I’ll have no more shooting at these butts.
 

COLONEL
We’ll to pricks when he please.
 

RUSSELL
You rove all still.
Sir, I have no motive proof to disgest
Your raised choler back into temperate blood;
But if you’ll make mine age a counsellor,
As all ages have hitherto allowed it — 
Wisdom in men grows up as years increase — 
You shall make me blessed in making peace,
And do your judgment right.
 

COLONEL
In peace at home
Gray hairs are senators, but to determine
Soldiers and their actions — 
 

Enter Fitzallen and Jane.
 

RUSSELL
’Tis peace here, sir;
And see, here comes a happy interim:
Here enters now a scene of loving arms;
This couple will not quarrel so.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
[Aside to Colonel] Be advised, sir;
This gentleman, Fitzallen, is your kinsman:
You may o’erthrow his long-laboured fortunes
With one angry minute. ’Tis a rich churl,
And this his sole inheritrix: blast not
His hopes with this tempest.
 

COLONEL
[Aside to his Friend] It shall calm me;
All the town’s conjurers and their demons
Could not have laid my spirit so.
 

FITZALLEN
Worthy coz,
I gratulate your fair return to peace;
Your swift fame was at home long before you.
 

COLONEL
It meets, I hope, your happy fortunes here,
And I am glad in’t. I must salute your joys, coz,
With a soldier’s encounter.
 

Kisses her.
 

FITZALLEN
Worthy Captain Ager,
I hope my kinsman shortly.
 

RUSSELL
[Aside] You must come short indeed,
Or the length of my device will be ill-shrunk.
[To Fitzallen] Why, now it shows finely! I’ll tell you, sir.
Sir? Nay, son: I know i’ th’ end ‘twill be so.
 

FITZALLEN
I hope so, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Hope? Nay, ’tis past all hope, son.
Here has been such a stormy encounter
Betwixt my cousin captain and this brave colonel,
About I know not what! Nothing indeed:
Competitions, degrees, and comparatives
Of soldiership; but this smooth passage
Of love has calmed it all. Come, I’ll have ‘t sound;
Let me see your hearts combined in your hands,
And then I will believe the league is good:
It shall be the grape’s if we drink any blood.
 

COLONEL
I have no anger, sir.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I have had none;
My blood has not yet rose to a quarrel,
Nor have you had cause.
 

COLONEL
No cause of quarrel?
Death! If my father should tell me so — 
 

RUSSELL
Again?
 

FITZALLEN
Good sir, for my sake.
 

COLONEL
Faith, I have done, coz;
You do too hastily believe mine anger;
And yet, to say diminiting valour
In a soldier is no cause of quarrel — 
 

RUSSELL
Nay then, I’ll remove the cause to kill th’ effect.
Kinsman, I’ll press you to’t. If either love
Or consanguinity may move you to’t,
I must disarm you: though ye’re a soldier,
Pray grant me your weapon; it shall be safe
At your regress from my house.
 

[Ager gives him his sword.]
 

Now I know
No words can move this noble soldier’s sword
To a man undefenced so. We shall parle,
And safely make all perfect friends again.
 

COLONEL
To show my will, sir, accept mine to you:
As good not wear it as not dare to use it.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Nay then, sir, we will be all exampled:
We’ll have no arms here now but lovers’ arms.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
No seconds must begin a quarrel: take mine, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Why, law, what a fine sun shines here! These clouds
My breath has blown into another climate.
I’ll be your armourers: they are not pawned.
[Aside] These were the fish that I did angle for;
I have caught ‘em finely. Now for my trick:
My project’s lusty, and will hit the nick.
 

Exit with weapons.
 

COLONEL
What, is’t a match, beauty? I would now have
Alliance with my worthy Captain Ager
To knit our loves the faster: here’s witness
Enough if you confirm it now.
 

JANE
Sir, my voice
Was long since given, since that I gave my hand.
 

COLONEL
Would you had sealed too!
 

JANE
[Aside] That wish comes too late,
For I too soon fear my delivery. — 
My father’s hand sticks yet, sir; you may now
Challenge a lawful interest in his:
He took your hand from your enraged blood,
And gave it freely to your opposite,
My cousin Ager; methinks you should claim from him,
In the less quality of calmer blood,
To join the hands of two divided friends,
Even these two that would offer willingly
Their own embrace.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Troth, she instructs you well,
Colonel, and you shall do a lover’s part
Worth one brave act of valour.
 

COLONEL
Why, I did
Misdoubt no scruple. Is there doubt in it?
 

FITZALLEN
Faith, sir, delays, which at the least are doubts;
But here’s a constant resolution fixed,
Which we wish willingly he would accord to.
 

COLONEL
Tush, he shall do’t, I will not be denied;
He owes me so much in the recompense
Of my reconcilement. Captain Ager,
You will take our parts against your uncle
In this quarrel?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I shall do my best, sir;
Two denials shall not repulse me: I love
Your worthy kinsman, and wish him mine; I know
He doubts it not.
 

COLONEL
See, he’s returned.
 

Enter Russell and a Servant [Dick].
 

RUSSELL
[Aside to Dick] Your cue,
Be sure you keep it; ‘twill be spoken quickly,
Therefore watch it.
 

[Exit Dick.]
 

COLONEL
Let’s set on him all at once.
 

OMNES
Sir, we have a suit to you.
 

RUSSELL
What, all at once?
 

OMNES
All, all, i’faith, sir.
 

RUSSELL
One speaker may yet deliver: say, say;
I shall not dare to stand out against so many.
 

COLONEL
Faith, sir, here’s a brabbling matter hangs on demur;
I make the motion for all without a fee;
Pray you, let it be ended this term.
 

RUSSELL
Ha, ha, ha!
[Aside] That’s the rascal’s cue, and he has missed it. — 
What is it, what is it, sir?
 

COLONEL
Why, sir, here’s a man
And here’s a woman: y’are scholar good enough;
Put ‘em together and tell me what it spells.
 

RUSSELL
Ha, ha, ha!
[Aside] There’s his cue once again!
 

Enter [Dick].
 

Oh, he’s come! — Hum!
 

[DICK]
[Aside] My master laughs; that’s his cue to mischief.
 

COLONEL
What say you, sir?
 

[DICK]
Sir?
 

RUSSELL
Ha! What say you, sir?
 

[DICK]
Sir, there’s a couple desire speedily to speak with you.
 

RUSSELL
A couple, sir, of what? Hounds? Or horses?
 

[DICK]
Men, sir; gentlemen or yeomen, I know not which,
But the one, sure, they are.
 

RUSSELL
Hast thou no other description of them?
 

[DICK]
They come with commission, they say, sir, to taste of your earth; if they like it, they’ll turn it into gunpowder.
 

RUSSELL
Oh, they are saltpetre-men; before me,
And they bring commission, the king’s power indeed!
They must have entrance; but the knaves will be bribed:
There’s all the hope we have in officers;
They were too dangerous in a commonwealth,
But that they will be very well corrupted.
Necessary varlets!
 

[DICK]
Shall I enter in, sir?
 

RUSSELL
By all fair means, sir,
And with all speed, sir; give ‘em very good words
To save my ground unravished, unbroke up.
 

[Exit Dick.]
 

Mine’s yet a virgin earth; the worm hath not been seen
To wriggle in her chaste bowels, and I’d be loath
A gunpowder fellow should deflower her now.
 

COLONEL
Our suit is yet delayed by this means, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Alas, I cannot help it; these fellows gone,
As I hope I shall dispatch ‘em quickly,
A few articles shall conclude your suit.
Who, Master Fitzallen? The only man
That my adoption aims at.
 

COLONEL
There’s good hope then.
 

Enter two Sergeants in disguise.
 

FIRST SERGEANT
Save you, sir.
 

RUSSELL
You are welcome, sir, for aught I know yet.
 

SECOND SERGEANT
We come to take a view and taste of your ground, sir.
 

RUSSELL
I had rather feed you with better meat,
Gentlemen, but do your pleasures, pray.
 

FIRST SERGEANT
This is our pleasures: we arrest you, sir,
In the king’s name.
 

FITZALLEN
Ha! At whose suit?
 

RUSSELL
How’s that?
 

COLONEL
Our weapons, good sir; furnish us!
 

JANE
Ay me!
 

RUSSELL
Stay, stay, gentlemen, let’s inquire the cause;
It may be but a trifle: a small debt
Shall need no rescue here.
 

SECOND SERGEANT
Sir, betwixt three creditors, Master Leech, Master Swallow, and Master Bonesuck, the debts are a thousand pounds.
 

RUSSELL
A thousand pounds? Beshrew me, a good man’s substance!
 

COLONEL
Good sir, our weapons! We’ll teach these varlets
To walk in their own parti-coloured coats,
That they may be distinguished from honest men.
 

FIRST SERGEANT
Sir, attempt no rescue; he’s our prisoner:
You’ll make the danger worse by violence.
 

COLONEL
A plague upon your gunpowder-treason!
Ye quick-damned varlets,
Is this your saltpetre-proving, your tasting earth?
Would you might never feed better, nor none
Of your catchpole tribe! Our weapons, good sir,
We’ll yet deliver him.
 

RUSSELL
Pardon me, sir,
I dare not suffer rescue here, at least
Not [be] so great an accessary
As to furnish you; had you had your weapons — 
But to see the ill fate on’t! [Aside] My fine trick, i’faith:
Let beggars beware to love rich men’s daughters.
I’ll teach ‘em the new morris; I learnt it
Myself of another careful father.
 

FITZALLEN
May I not be bailed?
 

SECOND SERGEANT
Yes, but not with swords.
 

COLONEL
Slaves, here are sufficient men!
 

FIRST SERGEANT
Ay, i’ th’ field,
But not in the city. Sir, if this gentleman
Will be one, we’ll easily admit the second.
 

RUSSELL
Who, I? Sir, pray pardon me: I am wronged,
Very much wronged in this; I must needs speak it.
[To Fitzallen] Sir, you have not dealt like an honest lover,
With me nor my child: here you boast to me
Of a great revenue, a large substance,
Wherein you would endow and state my daughter;
Had I missed this, my opinion yet
Thought you a frugal man, to understand
The sure wards against all necessities,
Boldly to defend your wife and family,
To walk unmuffled, dreadless of these flesh-hooks,
Even in the daring’st streets through all the city.
But now I find you a loose prodigal,
A large unthrift. A whole thousand pound!
Come from him, girl, his inside is not sound.
 

FITZALLEN
Sir, I am wronged: these are malicious plots
Of some obscure enemies that I have;
These debts are none of mine.
 

RUSSELL
Ay, all say so:
Perhaps you stand engaged for other men;
If so you do, you must then call ‘t your own.
The like arrearage do I run into
Should I bail you, but I have vowed against it,
And I will keep my vows; that’s religious.
 

FITZALLEN
All this is nothing so, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Nothing so?
By my faith, it is, sir; my vows are firm.
 

FITZALLEN
I neither owe these debts, nor engaged for others.
 

RUSSELL
The easier is your liberty regained;
These appear proofs to me.
 

COLONEL
Liberty, sir?
I hope you’ll not see him go to prison.
 

RUSSELL
I do not mean to bear him company
So far, but I’ll see him out of my doors.
Oh, sir, let him go to prison; ’tis a school
To tame wild bloods, he’ll be much better for’t.
 

COLONEL
Better for lying in prison?
 

RUSSELL
In prison:
Believe it, many an honest man lies in prison,
Else all the keepers are knaves;
They told me so themselves.
 

COLONEL
Sir, I do now suspect you have betrayed him,
And us, to cause us to be weaponless;
If it be so, y’are a blood-sucking churl,
One that was born in a great frost, when charity
Could not stir a finger; and you shall die
In heat of a burning fever i’ th’ dog days
To begin your hell to you: I have said your grace for you,
Now get you to supper as soon as you can;
Pluto, the master of the house, is set already.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Sir, you do wrong mine uncle.
 

COLONEL
Pox on your uncle
And all his kin, if my kinsman mingle
No blood with him!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Y’are a foul-mouthed fellow.
 

COLONEL
Foul-mouthed I will be: th’art the son of a whore!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Ha! Whore? Plagues and furies! I’ll thrust that back,
Or pluck thy heart out after! Son of a whore?
 

COLONEL
On thy life I’ll prove it.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Death, I am naked!
Uncle, I’ll give you my left hand for my sword
To arm my right with! Oh, this fire will flame me
Into present ashes!
 

COLONEL
Sir, give us weapons;
We ask our own. You will not rob us of them?
 

RUSSELL
No, sir, but still restrain your furies here:
At my door I’ll give you them, nor at this time
My nephew’s; a time will better suit you.
And I must tell you, sir, you have spoke swords,
And ‘gainst the law of arms poisoned the blades,
And with them wounded the reputation
Of an unblemished woman. Would you were out of my doors!
 

COLONEL
Pox on your doors, and let it run all your house o’er!
Give me my sword!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
We shall meet, Colonel?
 

COLONEL
Yes, better provided; to spur thee more
I do repeat my words: son of a whore!
 

Exit with his Friend.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Come, sir, ’tis no worse than ’twas; you can do nothing now.
 

Exit Captain and his Friend.
 

RUSSELL
No, I’ll bar him now. Away with that beggar!
 

Exit.
 

JANE
[Giving him money] Good sir, let this persuade you for two minutes’ stay;
At this price, I know, you can wait all day.
 

FIRST SERGEANT
You know the remora that stays our ship always.
 

JANE
Your ship sinks many when this hold lets go.
Oh, my Fitzallen, what is to be done?
 

FITZALLEN
To be still thine is all my part to be,
Whether in freedom or captivity.
 

JANE
But art thou so engaged as this pretends?
 

FITZALLEN
By heaven, sweet Jane, ’tis all a hellish plot:
Your cruel-smiling father all this while
Has candied o’er a bitter pill for me,
Thinking by my remove to plant some other
And then let go his fangs.
 

JANE
Plant some other?
Thou hast too firmly stamped me for thine own
Ever to be rased out: I am not current
In any other’s hand; I fear too soon
I shall discover it.
 

FITZALLEN
Let come the worst;
Bind but this knot with an unloosed line,
I will be still thine own.
 

JANE
And I’ll be thine.
 

FIRST SERGEANT
My watch has gone two minutes, [mistress].
 

FITZALLEN
It shall not be renewed; I go, sir. Farewell.
 

JANE
Farewell. We both are prisoned, though not together;
But here’s the difference in our luckless chance:
I fear mine own, wish thy deliverance.
 

FITZALLEN
Our hearts shall hourly visit: I’ll sent to thee,
Then ’tis no prison where the mind is free.
 

Exit Fitzallen with Officers. Enter Russell.
 

RUSSELL
So, let him go. Now, wench, bring thee joys,
A fair sunshine after this angry storm.
It was my policy to remove this beggar.
What, shall rich men wed their only daughters
To two fair suits of clothes, and perhaps yet
The poor tailor is unpaid? No, no, my girl,
I have a lad of thousands coming in.
Suppose he have more wealth than wit to guide it;
Why, there’s thy gains: thou keep’st the keys of all,
Disposeth all. And for generation,
Man does most seldom stamp ‘em from the brain:
Wise men begets fools, and fools are the fathers
To many wise children. Histeron proteron,
A great scholar may beget an idiot,
And from the plough-tail may come a great scholar;
Nay, they are frequent propagations.
 

JANE
I am not well, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Ha! Not well, my girl?
Thou shalt have a physician then,
The best that gold can fetch upon his foot-cloth.
Thou knowest my tender pity to thee ever;
Want nothing that thy wishes can instruct thee
To call for. ‘Fore me, and thou look’st half-ill indeed!
But I’ll bring one within a day to thee
Shall rouse thee up, for he’s come up already,
One Master Chough, a Cornish gentleman:
H’as as much land of his own fee-simple
As a crow can fly over in half a day;
And now I think on’t, at the Crow at Aldgate
His lodging is. He shall so stir thee up!
Come, come, be cheered; think of thy preferment:
Honour and attendance, these will bring thee health;
And the way to ‘em is to climb by wealth.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Lady Ager’s house
 

Enter Captain Ager.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
The son of a whore?
There is not such another murdering-piece
In all the stock of calumny; it kills
At one report two reputations,
A mother’s and a son’s. If it were possible
That souls could fight after the bodies fell,
This were a quarrel for ‘em; he should be one, indeed,
That never heard of heaven’s joys or hell’s torments
To fight this out. I am too full of conscience,
Knowledge, and patience, to give justice to’t;
So careful of my eternity, which consists
Of upright actions, that unless I knew
It were a truth I stood for, any coward
Might make my breast his footpace, and who lives
That can assure the truth of his conception
More than a mother’s carriage makes it hopeful?
And is’t not miserable valour then
That man should hazard all upon things doubtful?
Oh, there’s the cruelty of my foe’s advantage!
Could but my soul resolve my cause were just,
Earth’s mountain nor sea’s surge should hide him from me;
E’en to hell’s threshold would I follow him,
And see the slanderer in before I left him:
But as it is, it fears me; and I never
Appeared too conscionably just till now.
My good opinion of her life and virtues
Bids me go on, and fain would I be ruled by’t;
But when my judgment tells me she’s but woman,
Whose [frailty] let in death to all mankind,
My valour shrinks at that. Certain she’s good;
There only wants but my assurance in’t,
And all things then were perfect. How I thirst for’t!
Here comes the only she that could resolve — 
But ’tis too vild a question to demand indeed.
 

Enter the Lady Ager.
 

LADY AGER
Son, I’ve a suit to you.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
[Aside] That may do well. — 
To me, good madam? You’re most sure to speed in’t,
Be’t i’ my power to grant it.
 

LADY AGER
’Tis my love
Makes the request: that you would never part
From England more.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
With all my heart ’tis granted.
[Aside] I’m sure I’m i’ th’ way never to part from ‘t.
 

LADY AGER
Where left you your dear friend the colonel?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, the dear colonel? I should meet him soon.
 

LADY AGER
Oh, fail him not then! He’s a gentleman
The fame and reputation of your time
Is much engaged to.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Yes, and you knew all, mother.
 

LADY AGER
I thought I’d known so much of his fair goodness,
More could not have been looked for.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, yes, yes, madam,
And this his last exceeded all the rest.
 

LADY AGER
For gratitude’s sake, let me know this, I prithee.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Then thus, and I desire your censure freely,
Whether it appeared not a strange noble kindness in him.
 

LADY AGER
Trust me, I long to hear ‘t.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
You know he’s hasty:
That by the way.
 

LADY AGER
So are the best conditions;
Your father was the like.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
[Aside] I begin now
To doubt me more. Why am not I so too then?
Blood follows blood through forty generations,
And I’ve a slow-paced wrath? A shrewd dilemma!
 

LADY AGER
Well, as you were saying, sir.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Marry, thus, good madam:
There was in company a foul-mouthed villain. Stay, stay,
Who should I liken him to that you have seen?
He comes so near one that I would not match him with.
Faith, just o’ th’ colonel’s pitch. He’s ne’er the worse man;
Usurers have been compared to magistrates,
Extortioners to lawyers, and the like,
But they all prove ne’er the worse men for that.
 

LADY AGER
That’s bad enough; they need not.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
This rude fellow,
A shame to all humanity or manners,
Breathes from the rottenness of his gall and malice
The foulest stain that ever man’s fame blemished;
Part of which fell upon your honour, madam,
Which heightened my affliction.
 

LADY AGER
Mine? My honour, sir?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
The colonel, soon enraged, as he’s all touchwood,
Takes fire before me, makes the quarrel his,
Appoints the field; my wrath could not be heard,
His was so high-pitched, so gloriously mounted.
Now what’s the friendly fear that fights within me,
Should his brave noble fury undertake
A cause that were unjust in our defence,
And so to lose him everlastingly
In that dark depth where all bad quarrels sink,
Never to rise again? What pity ‘twere
First to die here, and never to die there!
 

LADY AGER
Why, what’s the quarrel — speak, sir — that should raise
Such fearful doubt, my honour bearing part on’t?
The words, whate’er they were.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Son of a whore.
 

LADY AGER
Thou liest!
 

Strikes him.
 

And were my love ten thousand times more to thee,
Which is as much now as e’er mother’s was,
So thou shouldst feel my anger. Dost thou call
That quarrel doubtful? Where are all my merits?
Not one stand up to tell this man his error?
Thou mightst as well bring the sun’s truth in question
As thy birth or my honour!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Now blessings crown you for’t!
It is the joyfull’st blow that e’er flesh felt.
 

LADY AGER
Nay, stay, stay, sir, thou art not left so soon;
This is no question to be slighted off,
And at your pleasure closed up fair again,
As though you’d never touched it: no, honour doubted
Is honour deeply wounded, and it rages
More than a common smart, being of thy making.
For thee to fear my truth, it kills my comfort.
Where should fame seek for her reward, when he
That is her own by the great tie of blood
Is fardest off in bounty? Oh, poor goodness,
That only pay’st thyself with thy own works,
For nothing else looks towards thee! Tell me, pray,
Which of my loving cares dost thou requite
With this vild thought? Which of my prayers or wishes?
Many thou owest me for; this seven year hast thou known me
A widow, only married to my vow:
That’s no small witness of my faith and love
To him that in life was thy honoured father;
And live I now to know that good mistrusted?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
No, ‘t shall appear that my belief is cheerful,
For never was a mother’s reputation
Noblier defended; ’tis my joy and pride
I have a firm to bestow upon it.
 

LADY AGER
What’s that you said, sir?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
‘Twere too bold and soon yet
To crave forgiveness of you: I will earn it first;
Dead or alive, I know I shall enjoy it.
 

LADY AGER
What’s all this, sir?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
My joy’s beyond expression!
I do but think how wretched I had been
Were this another’s quarrel, and not mine.
 

LADY AGER
Why, is it yours?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Mine? Think me not so miserable,
Not to be mine; then were I worse than abject,
More to be loathed than vileness or sin’s dunghill.
Nor did I fear your goodness, faithful madam,
But came with greedy joy to be confirmed in’t,
To give the nobler onset: then shines valour,
And admiration from her fixed sphere draws,
When it comes burnished with a righteous cause;
Without which I’m ten fadoms under coward,
That now am ten degrees above a man,
Which is but one of virtue’s easiest wonders.
 

LADY AGER
But pray, stay; all this while I understood you
The colonel was the man.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Yes, he’s the man;
The man of injury, reproach, and slander,
Which I must turn into his soul again.
 

LADY AGER
The colonel do’t? That’s strange.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
The villain did it:
That’s not so strange. Your blessing and your leave.
 

LADY AGER
Come, come, you shall not go.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Not go? Were death
Sent now to summon me to my eternity,
I’d put him off an hour! Why, the whole world
Has not chains strong enough to bind me from ‘t:
The strongest is my reverence to you,
Which if you force upon me in this case,
I must be forced to break it.
 

LADY AGER
Stay, I say!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
In anything command me but in this, madam.
 

LADY AGER
[Aside] ‘Las, I shall lose him! — You’ll hear me first.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
At my return I will.
 

LADY AGER
You’ll never hear me more, then.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
How?
 

LADY AGER
Come back, I say!
You may well think there’s cause I call so often.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Ha, cause? What cause?
 

LADY AGER
So much, you must not go.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
How?
 

LADY AGER
You must not go.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Must not? Why?
 

LADY AGER
I know a reason for’t,
Which I could wish you’d yield to, and not know;
If not, it must come forth. Faith, do not know,
And yet obey my will.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Why, I desire
To know no other than the cause I have,
Nor should you wish it, if you take your injury,
For one more great I know the world includes not.
 

LADY AGER
Yes, one that makes this nothing. Yet be ruled,
And if you understand not, seek no further.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I must, for this is nothing.
 

LADY AGER
Then take all;
And if amongst it you receive that secret
That will offend you, though you condemn me,
Yet blame yourself a little, for perhaps
I would have made my reputation sound
Upon another’s hazard with less pity,
But upon yours I dare not.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
How?
 

LADY AGER
I dare not.
’Twas your own seeking, this.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
If you mean evilly,
I cannot understand you; nor for all the riches
This life has, would I.
 

LADY AGER
Would you never might!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Why, your goodness, that I joy to fight for.
 

LADY AGER
In that you neither right your joy nor me.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
What an ill orator has virtue got here!
Why, shall I dare to think it a thing possible
That you were ever false?
 

LADY AGER
Oh, fearfully!
As much as you come to.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, silence, cover me!
I’ve felt a deadlier wound than man can give me! False?
 

LADY AGER
I was betrayed to a most sinful hour
By a corrupted soul I put in trust once,
A kinswoman.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Where is she? Let me pay her!
 

LADY AGER
Oh, dead long since.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Nay then, sh’as all her wages.
False? Do not say ‘t, for honour’s goodness, do not!
You never could be so. He I called father
Deserved you at your best, when youth and merit
Could boast at highest in you; y’ad no grace
Or virtue that he matched not, no delight
That you invented but he sent it crowned
To your full-wishing soul.
 

LADY AGER
That heaps my guiltiness.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, were you so unhappy to be false,
Both to yourself and me? But to me chiefly.
What a day’s hope is here lost, and with it
The joys of a just cause! Had you but thought
On such a noble quarrel, you’d ha’ died
Ere you’d ha’ yielded, for the sin’s hate first,
Next for the shame of this hour’s cowardice.
Cursed be the heat that lost me such a cause,
A work that I was made for! Quench, my spirit,
And out with honour’s flaming lights within thee!
Be dark and dead to all respects of manhood!
I never shall have use of valour more.
Put off your vow, for shame! Why should you hoard up
Such justice for a barren widowhood,
That was so injurious to the faith of wedlock?
 

Exit Lady [Ager].
 

I should be dead, for all my life’s work’s ended;
I dare not fight a stroke now, nor engage
The noble resolution of my friends;
That were more vild.
 

Enter two Friends of Captain Ager’s.
 

[Aside] They’re here; kill me, my shame!
I am not for the fellowship of honour.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Captain! Fie, come, sir; we have been seeking for you
Very late today. This was not wont to be;
Your enemy’s i’ th’ field.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Truth enters cheerfully.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Good faith, sir, y’ave a royal quarrel on’t.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Yes, in some other country, Spain or Italy,
It would be held so.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
How? And is’t not here so?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
’Tis not so contumeliously received
In these parts, and you mark it.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Not in these?
Why, prithee, what is more, or can be?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Yes,
That ordinary commotioner, the lie,
Is father of most quarrels in this climate,
And held here capital, and you go to that.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
But, sir, I hope you will not go to that,
Or change your own for it. Son of a whore?
Why, there’s the lie down to posterity,
The lie to birth, the lie to honesty.
Why would you cozen yourself so, and beguile
So brave a cause, manhood’s best masterpiece?
Do you ever hope for one so brave again?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Consider then the man, [the] colonel:
Exactly worthy, absolutely noble,
However spleen and rage abuses him,
And ’tis not well nor manly to pursue
A man’s infirmity.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, miracle!
So hopeful, valiant, and complete a captain
Possessed with a tame devil? Come out! Thou spoilest
The most improved young soldier of seven kingdoms:
Made captain at nineteen, which was deserved
The year before, but honour comes behind still.
Come out, I say! This was not wont to be;
That spirit never stood in need of provocation,
Nor shall it now. Away, sir!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Urge me not.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
By manhood’s reverend honour, but we must!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I will not fight a stroke.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, blasphemy
To sacred valour!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Lead me where you list.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Pardon this traitorous slumber, clogged with evils:
Give captains rather wives than such tame devils!
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

Master Russell’s house
 

Enter Physician and Jane.
 

PHYSICIAN
Nay, [mistress], you must not be covered to me;
The patient must ope to the physician
All her dearest sorrows; art is blinded else,
And cannot show her mystical effects.
 

JANE
Can art be so dim-sighted, learned sir?
I did not think her so incapacious.
You train me, as I guess, like a conjuror,
One of our [fine] oraculous wizards,
Who, from the help of his examinant,
By the near guess of his suspicion,
Appoints out the thief by the marks he tells him.
Have you no skill in physiognomy?
What colour, says your coat, is my disease?
I am unmarried, and it cannot be yellow;
If it be maiden green, you cannot miss it.
 

PHYSICIAN
I cannot see that vacuum in your blood,
But, gentlewoman, if you love yourself,
Love my advice; be free and plain with me:
Where lies your grief?
 

JANE
Where lies my grief indeed?
I cannot tell the truth where my grief lies,
But my joy’s imprisoned.
 

PHYSICIAN
This is mystical.
 

JANE
Lord, what plain questions you make problems of!
Your art is such a regular highway
That, put you out of it, and you are lost.
My heart is imprisoned in my body, sir;
There’s all my joy, and my sorrow too
Lies very near it.
 

PHYSICIAN
They are bad adjuncts;
Your joy and grief, lying so near together,
Can propagate no happy issue: remove
The one, and let it be the worst, your grief,
If you’ll propose the best unto your joy.
 

JANE
Why, now comes your skill. What physic for it?
 

PHYSICIAN
Now I have found you out: you are in love.
 

JANE
I think I am: what[‘s] your appliance now?
Can all your Paracelsian mixtures cure it?
‘T must be a surgeon of the civil law,
I fear, that must cure me.
 

PHYSICIAN
Gentlewoman,
If you knew well my heart, you would not be
So circular; the very common name
Of physician might reprove your niceness:
We are as secret as your confessors,
And as firm obliged; ’tis a fine like death
For us to blab.
 

JANE
I will trust you; yet, sir,
I had rather do it by attorney to you:
I else have blushes that will stop my tongue.
Have you no friend so friendly as yourself
Of mine own sex, to whom I might impart
My sorrows to you at the second hand?
 

PHYSICIAN
Why, law, there I hit you! And be confirmed,
I’ll give you such a bosom counsellor,
That your own tongue shall be sooner false to you.
Make yourself unready, and be naked to her;
I’ll fetch her presently.
 

Exit Physician.
 

JANE
I must reveal;
My shame will else take tongue, and speak before me;
’Tis a necessity impulsive drives me.
Oh, my hard fate! But my more hard father,
That father of my fate! A father, said I?
What a strange paradox I run into!
I must accuse two fathers of my fate
And fault, a reciprocal generation:
The father of my fault would have repaired
His faulty issue, but my fate’s father hinders it;
Then fate and fault, wherever I begin,
I must blame both, and yet ’twas love did sin.
 

Enter Physician and Anne, his sister.
 

PHYSICIAN
Look you, mistress, here’s your closet; put in
What you please, you ever keep the key of it.
 

JANE
Let me speak private, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
With all my heart;
I will be more than mine ears’ length from you.
 

[Withdraws.]
 

JANE
You hold some endeared place with this gentleman?
 

ANNE
He’s my brother, forsooth, I his creature;
He does command me any lawful office,
Either in act or counsel.
 

JANE
I must not doubt you;
Your brother has protested secrecy,
And strengthened me in you. I must lay ope
A guilty sorrow to you: I am with child.
’Tis no black swan I show you; these spots stick
Upon the face of many go for maids.
I that had face enough to do the deed
Cannot want tongue to speak it; but ’tis to you,
Whom I accept my helper.
 

ANNE
Mistress, ’tis locked
Within a castle that’s invincible:
It is too late to wish it were undone.
 

JANE
I have scarce a wish within myself so strong,
For, understand me, ’tis not all so ill
As you may yet conceit it: this deed was done
When heaven had witness to the jugal knot;
Only the barren ceremony wants,
Which by an adverse father is abridged.
 

ANNE
Would my pity could help you.
 

JANE
Your counsel may.
My father yet shoots widest from my sorrow,
And, with a care indulgent, seeing me changed
From what I was, sends for your good brother
To find my grief, and practise remedy.
You know it, give it him; but if a fourth
Be added to this counsel, I will say
Ye’re worse than you can call me at the worst,
At this advantage of my reputation.
 

ANNE
I will revive a reputation
That women long has lost: I’ll keep counsel.
I’ll only now oblige my teeth to you,
And they shall bite the blabber, if it offer
To breathe on an offending syllable.
 

JANE
I trust you. Go, whisper; here comes my father.
 

Enter Russell, Chough, and Trimtram.
 

RUSSELL
Sir, you are welcome; more, and most welcome,
All the degrees of welcome: thrice welcome, sir.
 

CHOUGH
Is this your daughter, sir?
 

RUSSELL
Mine only joy, sir.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll show her the Cornish hug, sir. [Kisses Jane.] I have kissed you now, sweetheart, and I never do any kindness to my friends but I use to hit ‘em in the teeth with it presently.
 

TRIMTRAM
My name is Trimtram, forsooth: look, what my master does, I use to do the like. [Attempts to embrace Anne.]
 

ANNE
You are deceived, sir; I am not this gentlewoman’s servant, to make your courtesy equal.
 

CHOUGH
You do not know me, mistress?
 

JANE
No indeed. [Aside] I doubt I shall learn too soon.
 

CHOUGH
My name is Chough, a Cornish gentleman; my man’s mine own countryman too, i’faith. I warrant you took us for some of the small islanders.
 

JANE
I did indeed, between the Scotch and Irish.
 

CHOUGH
Red-shanks? I thought so, by my truth. No, truly, we are right Cornish diamonds.
 

TRIMTRAM
Yes, we cut out quarrels, and break glasses, where we go.
 

PHYSICIAN
[Taking Anne aside] If it be hidden from her father, yet
His ignorance understands well his knowledge,
For this I guess to be some rich coxcomb
He’d put upon his daughter.
 

ANNE
That’s plainly so.
 

PHYSICIAN
Then only she’s beholding to our help
For the close delivery of her burden,
Else all’s overthrown.
 

ANNE
And pray be faithful in that, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
Tush, we physicians are the truest
Alchemists, that from the ore and dross of sin
Can new distill a maidenhead again.
 

RUSSELL
How do you like her, sir?
 

CHOUGH
Troth, I do like her, sir, in the way of comparison, to anything that a man would desire: I am as high as the Mount in love with her already, and that’s as far as I can go by land; but I hope to go further by water with her one day.
 

RUSSELL
I tell you, sir, she has lost some colour
By wrestling with a peevish sickness now of late.
 

CHOUGH
Wrestle? Nay, and she love wrestling, I’ll teach her a trick to overthrow any peevish sickness in London, whate’er it be.
 

RUSSELL
Well, she had a rich beauty, though I say’t;
Nor is it lost: a little thing repairs it.
 

CHOUGH
She shall command the best thing that I have in Middlesex, i’faith.
 

RUSSELL
Well, sir, talk with her, give her a relish
Of your good liking to her; you shall have time
And free access to finish what you now begin.
 

JANE
[Aside] What means my father? My love’s unjust restraint,
My shame, were it published, both together
Could not afflict me like this odious fool.
Now I see why he hated my Fitzallen.
 

CHOUGH
Sweet lady, your father says you are a wrestler: if you love that sport, I love you the better. I’faith, I love it as well as I love my meat after supper; ’tis indeed meat, drink, and cloth to me.
 

JANE
Methinks it should tear your clothes, sir.
 

CHOUGH
Not a rag, i’faith. Trimtram, hold my cloak. I’ll wrestle a fall with you now; I’ll show you a trick that you never saw in your life.
 

JANE
Oh, good sir, forbear! I am no wrestler.
 

PHYSICIAN
Good sir, take heed, you’ll hurt the gentlewoman.
 

CHOUGH
I will not catch beneath the waist, believe it: I know fair play.
 

JANE
’Tis no woman’s exercise in London, sir.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll ne’er believe that: the hug and the lock between man and woman, with a fair fall, is as sweet an exercise for the body as you’ll desire in a summer’s evening.
 

PHYSICIAN
Sir, the gentlewoman is not well.
 

CHOUGH
It may be you are a physician, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
’Tis so, sir.
 

CHOUGH
I say, then, and I’ll stand to’t, three ounces of wrestling with two hips, a yard of a green gown put together in the inturn is as good a medicine for the green-sickness as ever breathed.
 

TRIMTRAM
Come, sir, take your cloak again; I see here will be ne’er a match.
 

JANE
[Aside] A match? I’d rather be matched from a musket’s mouth and shot unto my death.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll wrestle with any man for a good supper.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, marry, sir, I’ll take your part there, catch that catch may.
 

PHYSICIAN
[To Russell] Sir, she is willing to’t: there at my house
She shall be private, and near to my attendance.
I know you[‘ll] not mistrust my faithful care;
I shall return her soon and perfectly.
 

RUSSELL
Take your charge, sir. Go with this gentleman, Jane,
[Taking her aside] But prithee, look well this way ere thou go’st:
’Tis a rich simplicity of great estate,
A thing that will be ruled, and thou shalt rule;
Consider of your sex’s general aim,
That domination is a woman’s heaven.
 

JANE
I’ll think on’t, sir.
 

RUSSELL
My daughter is retiring, sir.
 

CHOUGH
I will part at Dartmouth with her, sir. [Kisses Jane] Oh, that thou didst but love wrestling! I would give any man three foils on that condition.
 

TRIMTRAM
There’s three sorts of men that would thank you for ‘em, either cutlers, fencers, or players.
 

RUSSELL
Sir, as I began, I end: wondrous welcome!
 

Exit Russell, Jane, Physician, Anne.
 

TRIMTRAM
What, will you go to school today? You are entered, you know, and your quarterage runs on.
 

CHOUGH
What, to the roaring-school? Pox on’t, ’tis such a damnable noise, I shall never attain it neither. I do wonder they have never a wrestling-school; that were worth twenty of your fencing- or dancing-schools.
 

TRIMTRAM
Well, you must learn to roar here in London; you’ll never proceed in the reputation of gallantry else.
 

CHOUGH
How long has roaring been an exercise, thinkest thou, Trimtram?
 

TRIMTRAM
Ever since guns came up: the first was your Roaring Meg.
 

CHOUGH
Meg? Then ’twas a woman was the first roarer?
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, a fire of her touch-hole, that cost many a proper man’s life since that time; and then the lions, they learnt it from the guns, living so near ‘em; then it was heard to the Bankside, and the bears they began to roar; then the boys got it, and so ever since there have been a company of roaring boys.
 

CHOUGH
And how long will it last, thinkest thou?
 

TRIMTRAM
As long as the water runs under London Bridge, or watermen at Westminster Stairs.
 

CHOUGH
Well, I will begin to roar too, since it is in fashion. Oh, Corineus, this was not in thy time! I should have heard on’t by the tradition of mine ancestors — for I’m sure there were Choughs in thy days — if it had been so. When Hercules and thou wert on the Olympic Mount together, then was wrestling in request.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, and that mount is now the Mount in Cornwall: Corineus brought it thither under one of his arms, they say.
 

CHOUGH
Oh, Corineus, my predecessor, that I had but lived in those days to see thee wrestle! On that condition I had died seven year ago.
 

TRIMTRAM
Nay, it should have been a dozen at least, i’faith, on that condition.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

A street
 

Enter Captain Ager with his two Friends.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Well, your wills now?
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Our wills? Our loves, our duties
To honoured fortitude: what wills have we
But our desires to nobleness and merit,
Valour’s advancement, and the sacred rectitude
Due to a valorous cause?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, that’s not mine!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
War has his court of justice, that’s the field,
Where all cases of manhood are determined,
And your case is no mean one.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
True, then ‘twere virtuous;
But mine is in extremes foul and unjust.
Well, now y’ave got me hither, y’are as far
To seek in your desire as at first minute,
For by the strength and honour of a vow,
I will not lift a finger in this quarrel.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
How? Not in this? Be not so rash a sinner!
Why, sir, do you ever hope to fight again then?
Take heed on’t, you must never look for that:
Why, the universal stock of the world’s injury
Will be too poor to find a quarrel for you.
Give up your right and title to desert, sir:
If you fail virtue here, she needs you not
All your time after; let her take this wrong,
And never presume then to serve her more;
Bid farewell to the integrity of arms,
And let that honourable name of soldier
Fall from you like a shivered wreath of laurel
By thunder struck from a desertless forehead,
That wears another’s right by usurpation.
Good Captain, do not willfully cast away
At one hour all the fame your life has won:
This is your native seat; here you should seek
Most to preserve it. Or if you will dote
So much on life — poor life, which in respect
Of life in honour is but death and darkness — 
That you will prove neglectful of yourself,
Which is to me too fearful to imagine,
Yet for that virtuous lady’s cause, your mother,
Her reputation, dear to nobleness
As grace to penitence, whose fair memory
E’en crowns fame in your issue, for that blessedness
Give not this ill place, but in spite of hell
And all her base fears, be exactly valiant.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, oh, oh!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Why, well said, there’s fair hope in that;
Another such a one.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Came they in thousands,
’Tis all against you.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Then, poor friendless merit,
Heaven be good to thee! Thy professor leaves thee.
 

Enter Colonel and his two Friends.
 

He’s [come]: do but you draw, we’ll fight it for you.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I know too much to grant that.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, dead manhood!
Had ever such a cause so faint a servant?
Shame brand me if I do not suffer for him.
 

COLONEL
I’ve heard, sir, y’ave been guilty of much boasting
For your brave earliness at such a meeting:
Y’ave lost the glory of that way this morning;
I was the first today.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
So were you ever
In my respect, sir.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, most base praeludium!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I never thought on victory, our mistress,
With greater reverence than I have your worth,
Nor ever loved her better.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
‘Slight, I could knock
His brains about his heels, methinks!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Peace, prithee, peace.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Success in you has been my absolute joy,
And when I have wished content, I have wished your friendship.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Stay, let me but run him through the tongue a little;
There’s lawyer’s blood in’t, you shall see foul gear straight.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Come, you are as mad now as he’s cowardous.
 

COLONEL
I came not hither, sir, for an encomium.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
No, the more coxcomb he that claws the head
Of your vainglory with’t!
 

COLONEL
I came provided
For storms and tempests, and the foulest season
That ever rage let forth, or blew in wildness
From the incensed prison of man’s blood.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
’Tis otherwise with me; I come with mildness,
Peace, constant amity, and calm forgiveness:
The weather of a Christian and a friend.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Give me a valiant Turk, though not worth tenpence, rather.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Yet, sir, the world will judge the injury mine,
Insufferable mine, mine beyond injury:
Thousands have made a less wrong reach to hell,
Ay, and rejoiced in his most endless vengeance,
A miserable triumph, though a just one.
But when I call to memory our long friendship,
Methinks it cannot be too great a wrong
That then I should not pardon. Why should man,
For a poor hasty syllable or two,
And vented only in forgetful fury,
Chain all the hopes and riches of his soul
To the revenge of that, die, lost forever?
For he that makes his last peace with his Maker
In anger, anger is his peace eternally:
He must expect the same return again
Whose venture is deceitful, must he not, sir?
 

COLONEL
[Sheathing his sword] I see what I must do: fairly put up again,
For here’ll be nothing done, I perceive that.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
What shall be done in such a worthless business,
But to be sorry, and to be forgiven,
You, sir, to bring repentance, and I pardon?
 

COLONEL
I bring repentance, sir?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
If it be too much
To say repentance, call it what you please, sir,
Choose your own word; I know you’re sorry for’t,
And that’s as good.
 

COLONEL
[Drawing his sword] I sorry? By fame’s honour, I am wronged!
Do you seek for peace and draw the quarrel larger?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Then ’tis I’m sorry that I thought you so.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
A captain? I could gnaw his title off!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Nor is it any misbecoming virtue, sir,
In the best manliness to repent a wrong,
Which made me bold with you.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
I could cuff his head off!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Nay, pish!
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Pox on him, I could eat his buttock baked, methinks!
 

COLONEL
[Sheathing his sword] So, once again take thou thy peaceful rest, then;
But as I put thee up, I must proclaim
This captain here, both to his friends and mine,
That only came to see fair valour righted,
A base submissive coward. So, I leave him.
 

Offers to go away.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, heaven has pitied my excessive patience,
And sent me a cause! Now I have a cause:
A coward I was never. Come you back, sir!
 

COLONEL
How!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
You left a coward here?
 

COLONEL
Yes, sir, with you.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
’Tis such base metal, sir, ‘twill not be taken;
It must home again with you.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Should this be true now!
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Impossible! Coward do more than bastard?
 

COLONEL
I prithee, mock me not; take heed you do not,
For if I draw once more, I shall grow terrible,
And rage will force me do what will grieve honour.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Ha, ha, ha!
 

COLONEL
He smiles! Dare it be he? What think you, gentlemen?
Your judgments: shall I not be cozened in him?
This cannot be the man. Why, he was bookish,
Made an invective lately against fighting — 
A thing, in troth, that moved a little with me — 
Put up a fouler contumely far
Than thousand ‘cowards’ came to, and grew thankful.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Blessed remembrance in time of need!
I’d lost my honour else.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Do you note his joy?
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I never felt a more severe necessity,
Then came thy excellent pity. Not yet ready?
Have you such confidence in my just manhood
That you dare so long trust me, and yet tempt me
Beyond the toleration of man’s virtue?
Why, would you be more cruel than your injury?
Do you first take pride to wrong me, and then think me
Not worth your fury? Do not use me so;
I shall deceive you then. Sir, either draw,
And that not slightingly, but with the care
Of your best preservation, with that watchfulness
As you’d defend yourself from circular fire,
Your sin’s rage, or her lord — this will require it — 
Or you’ll be too soon lost, for I’ve an anger
Has gathered mighty strength against you, mighty;
Yet you shall find it honest to the last,
Noble and fair.
 

COLONEL
I’ll venture ‘t once again;
And if’t be but as true as it is wondrous,
I shall have that I come for. Your leave, gentlemen.
 

[They draw their swords.]
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
If he should do’t indeed, and deceive ‘s all now!
Stay, by this hand he offers, fights, i’faith;
Fights, by this light he fights, sir!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
So methinks, sir.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
An absolute punto, hay!
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
’Twas a passado, sir.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Why, let it pass, and ’twas; I’m sure ’twas somewhat.
What’s that now?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
That’s a punto.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, go to, then;
I knew ’twas not far off. What a world’s this!
Is coward a more stirring meat than bastard, my masters?
Put in more eggs, for shame, when you get children,
And make it true court-custard.
 

[The Colonel falls.]
 

Ho, I honour thee!
’Tis right and fair, and he that breathes against it,
He breathes against the justice of a man,
And man to cut him off ’tis no injustice.
Thanks, thanks, for this most unexpected nobleness!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Truth never fails her servant, sir, nor leaves him
With the day’s shame upon him.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Th’ast redeemed
Thy worth to the same height ’twas first esteemed.
 

Exeunt Captain and his Friends.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Alas, how is it, sir? Give us some hope
Of your stay with us; let your spirit be seen
Above your fortune: the best fortitude
Has been of fate ill-friended. Now force your empire,
And reign above your blood, spite of dejection;
Reduce the monarchy of your abler mind,
Let not flesh straiten it.
 

COLONEL
Oh, just heaven has found me,
And turned the stings of my too hasty injuries
Into my own blood! I pursued my ruin,
And urged him past the patience of an angel:
Could man’s revenge extend beyond man’s life,
This would ha’ waked it. If this flame will light me
But till I see my sister, ’tis a kind one;
More I expect not from ‘t. Noble deserver!
Farewell, most valiant and most wronged of men;
Do but forgive me, and I am victor then.
 

Exeunt, led by them.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Master Russell’s house
 

Enter Physician, Jane, Anne, Dutch Nurse with the child.
 

PHYSICIAN
Sweet frow, to your most indulgent care
Take this my heart’s joy. I must not tell you
The value of this jewel in my bosom.
 

NURSE
Dat you may vell, sir; der can niet forstoor you.
 

PHYSICIAN
Indeed I cannot tell you: you know, nurse,
These are above the quantity of price.
Where is the glory of the goodliest trees,
But in the fruit and branches? The old stock
Must decay, and sprigs, scions such as these,
Must become new stocks from us to glory
In their fruitful issue; so we are made
Immortal one by other.
 

NURSE
You spreek a most lieben fader, and ich sall do de best of tender nurses to dis infant, my pretty frokin.
 

PHYSICIAN
I know you will be loving.
 

Give money.
 

Here, sweet friend,
Here’s earnest of a large sum of love and coin
To quit your tender care.
 

JANE
I have some reason too
To purchase your dear care unto this infant.
 

Gives her money.
 

NURSE
You be de witness of de baptim, dat is, as you spreken, de godimother; ich vell forstoor it so.
 

JANE aside
Yes, I am the bad mother if it be offence.
 

ANNE
I must be a little kind too.
 

Gives her money.
 

NURSE
Much tanks to you all. Dis child is much beloven, and ich sall see much care over it.
 

PHYSICIAN
Farewell. Good sister, show her the way forth.
I shall often visit you, kind nurse.
 

NURSE
You sall be velcome.
 

Exeunt Anne and Nurse.
 

JANE
Oh, sir, what a friend have I found in you!
Where my poor power shall stay in the requital,
Yourself must from your fair condition
Make up in mere acceptance of my will.
 

PHYSICIAN
Oh, pray you urge it not! We are not born
For ourselves only: self-love is a sin;
But in our loving donatives to others
Man’s virtue best consists. Love all begets;
Without, all are adulterate and counterfeit.
 

JANE
Your boundless love I cannot satisfy,
But with a mental memory of your virtues;
Yet let me not engage your cost withal:
Beseech you then take restitution
Of pains and bounty which you have disbursed
For your poor debtor.
 

PHYSICIAN
You will not offer it:
Do not esteem my love so mercenary
To be the hire of coin! Sure, I shall think
You do not hold so worthily of me
As I wish to deserve.
 

JANE
Not recompense?
Then you will beggar me with too much credit.
[Is’t] not sufficient you preserve my name,
Which I had forfeited to shame and scorn,
Cover my vices with a veil of love,
Defend and keep me from a father’s rage,
Whose love, yet infinite, not knowing this,
Might, knowing, turn a hate as infinite:
Sure he would throw me ever from his blessings,
And cast his curses on me! Yes, further,
Your secrecy keeps me in the state of woman,
For else what husband would choose me his wife,
Knowing the honour of a bride were lost?
I cannot number half the good you do me
In the concealed retention of my sin;
Then make me not worse than I was before,
In my ingratitude, good sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
Again?
I shall repent my love, if you’ll so call ‘t,
To be made such a hackney. Give me coin?
I had as lief you gave me poison, lady,
For I have art and antidotes ‘gainst that;
I might take that, but this I will refuse.
 

JANE
[Will] you then teach me how I may requite you
In some small quantity?
 

PHYSICIAN aside
’Twas that I looked for. — 
Yes, I will tell you, lady, a full quittance,
And how you may become my creditress.
 

JANE
I beseech you do, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
Indeed I will, lady:
Not in coin, mistress, for silver, though white,
Yet it draws black lines; it shall not rule my palm,
There to mark forth his base corruption.
Pay me again in the same quality
That I to you tendered: that’s love for love.
Can you love me, lady? You have confessed
My love to you.
 

JANE
Most amply.
 

PHYSICIAN
Why, faith, then,
Pay me back that way.
 

JANE
How do you mean, sir?
 

PHYSICIAN
Tush, our meanings are better understood
Than shifted to the tongue: it brings along
A little blabbing blood into our cheeks,
That shames us when we speak.
 

JANE
I understand you not.
 

PHYSICIAN
Fie, you do; make not yourself ignorant
In what you know: you have ta’en forth the lesson
That I would read to you.
 

JANE
Sure then I need not
Read it again, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
Yes, it makes perfect:
You know the way unto Achilles’ spear;
If that hurt you, I have the cure, you see.
 

JANE
Come, y’are a good man; I do perceive you,
You put a trial to me: I thank you,
Y’are my just confessor, and, believe me,
I’ll have no further penance for this sin.
Convert a year unto a lasting ever,
And call ‘t Apollo’s smile: ’twas once, then never.
 

PHYSICIAN
Pray you mistake me not; indeed I love you.
 

JANE
Indeed? What deed?
 

PHYSICIAN
The deed that you have done.
 

JANE
I cannot believe you.
 

PHYSICIAN
Believe the deed then.
 

[Attempts to kiss her.]
 

JANE
Away, y’are a blackamoor! You love me?
I hate you for your love! Are you the man
That in your painted outside seemed so white?
Oh, y’are a foul dissembling hypocrite!
You saved me from a thief that yourself might rob me,
Skinned o’er a green wound to breed an ulcer:
Is this the practice of your physic-college?
 

PHYSICIAN
Have you yet uttered all your niceness forth?
If you have more, vent it; certes I think
Your first grant was not yielded with less pain;
If ‘twere, you have your price, yield it again.
 

JANE
Pray you tell me, sir, I asked it before,
Is it a practice ‘mongst you physicians?
 

PHYSICIAN
Tush, that’s a secret; we cast all waters.
Should I reveal, you would mistrust my counsel:
The lawyer and physician here agrees,
To women clients they give back their fees;
And is not that kindness?
 

JANE
This for thy love!
 

Spits.
 

Out, outside of a man: thou cinnamon-tree,
That but thy bark hast nothing good about thee!
The unicorn is hunted for his horn,
The rest is left for carrion. Thou false man,
Th’ast fished with silver hooks and golden baits;
But I’ll avoid all thy deceiving sleights.
 

PHYSICIAN
Do what you list, I will do something too.
Remember yet what I have done for you:
Y’ave a good face now, but ‘twill grow rugged;
Ere you grow old, old men will despise you.
Think on your grandam Helen, the fairest queen:
When in a new glass she spied her old face,
She, smiling, wept to think upon the change.
Take your time: y’are crazed, y’are an apple fall’n
From the tree; if you be kept long, you’ll rot.
Study your answer well: yet I love you;
If you refuse, I have a hand above [you].
 

Exit Physician.
 

JANE
Poison thyself, thou foul empoisoner;
Of thine own practic drink the theory!
What, a white devil have I met withal?
What shall I do? What do? Is’t a question?
Nor shame, nor hate, nor fear, nor lust, nor force,
Now being too bad, shall ever make me worse.
 

Enter Anne.
 

What have we here? A second spirit?
 

ANNE
Mistress,
I am sent to you.
 

JANE
Is your message good?
 

ANNE
As you receive it: my brother sent me,
And you know he loves you.
 

JANE
I heard say so,
But ’twas a false report.
 

ANNE
Pray pardon me, I must do my message;
Who lives commanded must obey his keeper.
I must persuade you to this act of woman.
 

JANE
Woman? Of strumpet!
 

ANNE
Indeed, of strumpet.
He takes you at advantage of your fall,
Seeing you down before.
 

JANE
Curse on his feigned smiles!
 

ANNE
He’s my brother, mistress; and a curse on you,
If e’er you bless him with that cursed deed.
Hang him, poison him! He held out a rose
To draw the yielding sense, which, come to hand,
He shifts, and gives a canker.
 

JANE
You speak well yet.
 

ANNE
Ay, but mistress, now I consider it,
Your reputation lies at his mercy,
Your fault dwells in his breast; say he throw it out,
It will be known: how are you then undone!
Think on’t, your good name; and they are not to be sold
In every market: a good name’s dear,
And indeed more esteemed than our actions,
By which we should deserve it.
 

JANE
Ay me, most wretched!
 

ANNE
What, do you shrink at that?
Would you not wear one spot upon your face
To keep your whole body from a leprosy,
Though it were undiscovered ever? Hang him!
Fear him not. Horse-leeches suck out his corrupt blood;
Draw you none from him ‘less it be pure and good.
 

JANE
Do you speak your soul?
 

ANNE
By my soul do I.
 

JANE
Then yet I have a friend: but thus exhort me,
And I have still a column to support me.
 

ANNE
One fault heaven soon forgives, and ’tis on earth forgot;
The moon herself is not without one spot.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Lady Ager’s house
 

Enter the Lady Ager, meeting one of her Servants.
 

LADY AGER
Now, sir, where is he? Speak, why comes he not?
I sent you for him. [Aside] Bless this fellow’s senses!
What has he seen? A soul nine hours entranced,
Hovering ‘twixt hell and heaven, could not wake ghastlier.
Not yet return an answer?
 

Enter [Second] Servant
 

What say you, sir?
Where is he?
 

SECOND SERVANT
Gone!
 

LADY AGER
What say’st thou?
 

SECOND SERVANT
He is gone, madam;
But, as we heard, unwillingly he went
As ever blood enforced.
 

LADY AGER
Went? Whither went he?
 

SECOND SERVANT
Madam, I fear I ha’ said too much already.
 

LADY AGER
These men are both agreed. Speak, whither went he?
 

SECOND SERVANT
Why, to — I would you’d think the rest yourself, madam.
 

LADY AGER
Meek patience bless me!
 

SECOND SERVANT
To the field.
 

FIRST SERVANT
To fight, madam.
 

LADY AGER
To fight!
 

FIRST SERVANT
There came two urging gentlemen,
That called themselves his seconds; both so powerful,
As ’tis reported, they prevailed with him
With little labour.
 

LADY AGER
Oh, he’s lost, he’s gone!
For all my pains, he’s gone! Two meeting torrents
Are not so merciless as their two rages:
He never comes again. [Aside] Wretched affection!
Have I belied my faith, injured my goodness,
Slandered my honour for his preservation,
Having but only him, and yet no happier?
’Tis then a judgment plain: truth’s angry with me
In that I would abuse her sacred whiteness
For any worldly temporal respect.
Forgive me then, thou glorious woman’s virtue,
Admired where’er thy habitation is,
Especially in us weak ones; oh, forgive me,
For ’tis thy vengeance this! To belie truth,
Which is so hardly ours, with such pain purchased,
Fastings and prayers, continence and care,
Misery must needs ensue. Let him not die
In that unchaste belief of his false birth
And my disgrace; whatever angel guides him,
May this request be with my tears obtained,
Let his soul know my honour is unstained. — 
Run, seek, away! If there be any hope.
Let me not lose him yet.
 

Exeunt Servants.
 

When I think on him,
His dearness and his worth, it earns me more:
They that know riches tremble to be poor.
My passion is not every woman’s sorrow:
She must be truly honest feels my grief,
And only known to one; if such there be,
They know the sorrow that oppresseth me.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

The Roaring School
 

Enter the Second [Friend of the Colonel], Usher, etc. [Roarers] with Chough and Trimtram.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Truth, sir, I must needs blame you for a truant, having but one lesson read to you, and neglect so soon; fie, I must see you once a day at least.
 

CHOUGH
Would I were whipped, tutor, if it were not long of my man Trimtram here.
 

TRIMTRAM
Who, of me?
 

CHOUGH
[Aside to Trimtram] Take’t upon thee, Trim; I’ll give three five shillings, as I am a gentleman.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Aside] I’ll see you whipped first! [To Chough] Well, I will too. — Faith, sir, I saw he was not perfect, and I was loath he should come before to shame himself.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
How! Shame, sir? Is it a shame for scholars to learn? Sir, there are great scholars that are but slenderly read in our profession. Sir, first it must be economical, then ecumenical: shame not to practise in the house how to perform in the field. The nail that is driven takes a little hold at the first stroke, but more at the second, and more at the third, but when ’tis home to the head, then ’tis firm.
 

CHOUGH
Faith, I have been driving it home to the head this two days.
 

TRIMTRAM
I helped to hammer it in as well as I could too, sir.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Well, sir, I will hear you rehearse anon; meantime peruse the exemplary of my bills, and tell me in what language I shall roar a lecture to you, or I’ll read to you the mathematical science of roaring.
 

CHOUGH
Is it mathematical?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Oh, sir, does not the winds roar? The sea roar? The welkin roar? Indeed, most things do roar by nature, and is not the knowledge of these things mathematical?
 

CHOUGH
Pray proceed, sir.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL reads his bill
‘The names of the language, the Sclavonian, Parthamenian, Barmeothian, Tyburnian, Wappinganian, or the modern Londonian: any man or woman that is desirous to roar in any of these languages, in a week they shall be perfect if they will take pains; so let ‘em repair into Holborn to the sign of the Cheat Loaf.’
 

CHOUGH
Now your bill speaks of that I was wondering a good while at, your sign: the loaf looks very like bread, i’faith, but why is it called the Cheat Loaf?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
This house was sometimes a baker’s, sir, that served the court, where the bread is called cheat.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, ay, ’twas a baker that cheated the court with bread.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Well, sir, choose your languages; and your lectures shall be read, between my usher and myself, for your better instruction, provided your conditions be performed in the premises beforesaid.
 

CHOUGH
Look you, sir, there’s twenty pound in hand, and twenty more I am to pay when I am allowed a sufficient roarer.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
You speak in good earnest, sir?
 

CHOUGH
Yes, faith, do I; Trimtram shall be my witness.
 

TRIMTRAM
Yes indeed, sir, twenty pound is very good earnest.
 

USHER
Sir, one thing I must tell you belongs to my place: you are the youngest scholar, and till another comes under you, there is a certain garnish belongs to the school, for in our practice we grow to a quarrel, then there must be wine ready to make all friends, for that’s the end of roaring— ’tis valiant, but harmless — and this charge is yours.
 

CHOUGH
With all my heart, i’faith, and I like it the better because no blood comes on it. Who shall fetch?
 

ROARER
I’ll be your spaniel, sir.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Bid Vapour bring some tobacco too.
 

CHOUGH
Do, and here’s money for’t.
 

USHER
No, you shall not; let me see the money.
 

Exit Roarer.
 

So, I’ll keep it, and discharge him after the combat. For your practice sake you and your man shall roar him out on’t, for indeed you must pay your debts so, for that’s one of the main ends of roaring, and when you have left him in a chafe, then I’ll qualify the rascal.
 

CHOUGH
Content, i’faith. Trim, we’ll roar the rusty rascal out of his tobacco.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, and he had the best craccus in London.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Observe, sir, we could now roar in the Sclavonian language, but this practice hath been a little sublime, some hair’s breadth or so above your caput; I take it, for your use and understanding both, it were fitter for you to taste the modern assault, only the Londonian roar.
 

CHOUGH
I’faith, sir, that’s for my purpose, for I shall use all my roaring here in London: in Cornwall we are all for wrestling, and I do not mean to travel over sea to roar there.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Observe then, sir. But it were necessary you took forth your tables, to note the most difficult points for the better assistance of your memory.
 

CHOUGH
Nay, sir, my man and I keep two tables.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, sir, and as many trenchers, cats’ meat and dogs’ meat enough.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Note, sir. [To Usher] Dost thou confront my cyclops?
 

USHER
With a Briarean brousted.
 

CHOUGH
[Writing] Cyclops.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Writing] Briarean.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
I know thee and thy lineal pedigree.
 

USHER
It is collateral, as Brutus and Posthumus.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Writing] Brutus.
 

CHOUGH
[Writing] Posthumus.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
False as the face of Hecate! Thy sister is a — 
 

USHER
What is my sister, centaur?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
I say thy sister is a bronstrops.
 

USHER
A bronstrops!
 

CHOUGH
Tutor, tutor, ere you go any further, tell me the English of that. What is a bronstrops, pray?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
A bronstrops is in English a hippocrene.
 

CHOUGH
A hippocrene; note it, Trim. I love to understand the English as I go.
 

TRIMTRAM
What’s the English of hippicrene?
 

CHOUGH
Why, bronstrops!
 

USHER
Thou dost obtrect my flesh and blood.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Again I denounce, thy sister is a fructifer.
 

CHOUGH
What’s that, tutor?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
That is in English a fucus or a minotaur.
 

CHOUGH
[Writing] A minotaur.
 

[TRIMTRAM]
[Writing] A fucus.
 

USHER
I say thy mother is a calicut, a panagron, a duplar, and a sindicus.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Dislocate thy [blade]!
 

USHER
Bladud shall conjure, if his demons once appear!
 

[They draw their swords.] Enter Roarer with wine, and Vapour with tobacco.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Advance thy respondency!
 

CHOUGH
Nay, good [gentlemen], do not fall out. A cup of wine quickly,
 

USHER
See, my steel hath a glister!
 

CHOUGH
Pray wipe him and put him up again, good usher.
 

USHER
Sir, at your request I pull down the flag of defiance.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Give me a bowl of wine, my fury shall be quenched. Here, usher.
 

USHER
I pledge thee in good friendship.
 

[They drink.]
 

CHOUGH
I like the conclusion of roaring very well, i’faith.
 

TRIMTRAM
It has an excellent conclusion indeed, if the wine be good, always provided.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Oh, the wine must be always provided, be sure of that.
 

USHER
Else you spoil the conclusion, and that you know crowns all.
 

CHOUGH
’Tis much like wrestling, i’faith, for we shake hands ere we begin; now that’s to avoid the law, for then if he throw him a furlong into the ground, he cannot recover himself upon him, because ’twas done in cold friendship.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
I believe you, sir.
 

CHOUGH
And then we drink afterwards, just in this fashion: wrestling and roaring are as like as can be, i’faith, even like long sword and half-pike.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Nay, they are reciprocal, if you mark it, for as there is a great roaring at wrestling, so there is a kind of wrestling and contention at roaring.
 

CHOUGH
True, i’faith, for I have heard ‘em roar from the six windmills to Islington; those have been great falls then.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Come, now a brief rehearsal of your other day’s lesson, betwixt your man and you, and then for today we break up school.
 

CHOUGH
Come, Trimtram. If I be out, tutor, I’ll be bold to look in my tables, because I doubt I am scarce perfect.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Well, well, I will not see small faults.
 

CHOUGH
The wall!
 

TRIMTRAM
The wall of me? To thy kennel, spaniel!
 

CHOUGH
Wilt thou not yield precedency?
 

TRIMTRAM
To thee? I know thee and thy brood.
 

CHOUGH
Know’st thou my brood? I know thy brood too: thou art a rook.
 

TRIMTRAM
The nearer akin to the choughs!
 

CHOUGH
The rooks akin to the choughs?
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Very well maintained.
 

CHOUGH
[Dungcart], thou liest!
 

TRIMTRAM
Lie? Enucleate the kernel of thy scabbard!
 

CHOUGH
Now, if I durst draw my sword, ‘twere valiant, i’faith.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Draw, draw, howsoever.
 

CHOUGH
Have some wine ready to make us friends, I pray you.
 

TRIMTRAM
Chough, I will make thee fly and roar.
 

CHOUGH
I will roar if thou strik’st me.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
So, ’tis enough; now conclude in wine. I see you will prove an excellent practitioner: wondrous well performed on both sides!
 

CHOUGH
Here, Trimtram, I drink to thee.
 

TRIMTRAM
I’ll pledge you in good friendship.
 

[They drink.] Enter a Servant [Dick].
 

[DICK]
Is there not one Master Chough here?
 

USHER
This is the gentleman, sir.
 

[DICK]
My master, sir, your elected father-in-law desires speedily to speak with you.
 

CHOUGH
Friend, I will follow thee. I would thou hadst come a little sooner; thou shouldst have seen roaring sport, i’faith.
 

[DICK]
Sir, I’ll return that you are following.
 

CHOUGH
Do so.
 

Exit [Dick].
 

I’ll tell thee, tutor, I am to marry shortly, but I will defer it a while till I can roar perfectly, that I may get the upper hand of my wife on the wedding-day; ‘t must be done at first or never.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
‘Twill serve you to good use in that, sir.
 

CHOUGH
How lik’st thou this, whiffler?
 

VAPOUR
Very valiantly, i’faith, sir.
 

CHOUGH
Tush, thou shalt see more by and by.
 

VAPOUR
I can stay no longer indeed, air. Who pay me for my tobacco?
 

CHOUGH
How! Pay for tobacco? Away, ye sooty-mouthed piper! You rusty piece of Martlemas bacon, away!
 

TRIMTRAM
Let me give him a mark for’t.
 

CHOUGH
No, Trimtram, do not strike him; we’ll only roar out a curse upon him.
 

TRIMTRAM
Well, do you begin then.
 

CHOUGH
May thy roll rot, and thy pudding drop in pieces, being sophisticated with filthy urine!
 

TRIMTRAM
May sergeants dwell on either side of thee to fright away thy twopenny customers!
 

CHOUGH
And for thy penny ones, let them suck thee dry!
 

TRIMTRAM
When thou art dead, mayst thou have no other sheets to be buried in but mouldy tobacco-leaves!
 

CHOUGH
And no strawings to stick thy carcass but the bitter stalks!
 

TRIMTRAM
Thy mourners all greasy tapsters!
 

CHOUGH
With foul tobacco-pipes in their hats instead of rotten rosemary! And last of all, may my man and I live to see all this performed, and to piss reeking even upon thy grave!
 

TRIMTRAM
And last of all for me, let this epitaph be remembered over thee:
Here coldly now within is laid to rot
A man that yesterday was piping hot:
Some say he died by pudding, some by prick,
Others by roll and ball, some leaf; all stick
Fast in censure, yet think it strange and rare,
He lived by smoke, yet died for want of air:
But then the surgeon said, when he beheld him,
It was the burning of his PIPE that killed him.
 

CHOUGH
So, are you paid now, whiffler?
 

VAPOUR
All this is but smoke out of a stinking pipe.
 

CHOUGH
So, so, pay him now, usher.
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Do not henceforth neglect your schooling, Master Chough.
 

CHOUGH
Call me rook if I do, tutor.
 

TRIMTRAM
And me raven, though my name be Trimtram.
 

CHOUGH
Farewell, tutor.
 

TRIMTRAM
Farewell, usher.
 

[Exeunt Chough and Trimtram.]
 

SECOND FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Thus, when the drum’s unbraced and trumpet cease,
Soldiers must get pay for to live in peace.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

The Colonel’s bedchamber
 

[The Colonel discovered lying in a bed, his two Friends attending him.] Enter the Colonel’s Sister, meeting the Surgeon.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Oh, my most worthy brother, thy hard fate ’twas!
Come hither, honest surgeon, and deal faithfully
With a distressed virgin. What hope is there?
 

SURGEON
Hope? Chilis was ‘scaped miraculously, lady.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
What’s that, sir?
 

SURGEON
Cava vena. I care but little for his wound i’ th’ [oesophag], not thus much [snaps his fingers], trust me, but when they come to diaphragma once, the small intestines, or the spinal medul, or i’ th’ roots of the emunctories of the noble parts, then straight I fear a [syncope]; the flanks retiring towards the back, the urine bloody, the excrements purulent, and the dolour pricking or pungent.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Alas, I’m ne’er the better for this answer!
 

SURGEON
Now I must tell you his principal dolour lies i’ th’ region of the liver, and there’s both inflammation and [tumefaction] feared: marry, I made him a [quadrangular] plumation, where I used sanguis draconis, by my faith, with powders incarnative, which I tempered with oil of hypericon, and other liquors mundificative.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Pox o’ your mundies figatives! I would they were all fired!
 

SURGEON
But I purpose, lady, to make another experiment at next dressing with a [sarcotic] medicament made of iris of Florence: thus, mastic, calaphena, opoponax, sacrocolla — 
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Sacro-halter! What comfort is i’ this to a poor gentlewoman?
Pray tell me in plain terms what you think of him.
 

SURGEON
Marry, in plain terms I know not what to say to him. The wound, I can assure you, inclines to paralism, and I find his body cacochymic; being then in fear of fever and inflammation, I nourish him altogether with viands refrigerative, and give for potion the juice of [sanicula] dissolved with water cerefolium: I could do no more, lady, if his best [ginglymus] were dissevered.
 

Exit.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
What thankless pains does the tongue often take
To make the whole man most ridiculous!
I come to him for comfort, and he tires me
Worse than my sorrow. What a precious good
May be delivered sweetly in few words,
And what a mount of nothing has he cast forth!
[Aside] Alas, his strength decays. — How cheer you, sir,
My honoured brother?
 

COLONEL
In soul, never better:
I feel an excellent health there, such a stoutness
My invisible enemy flies me; seeing me armed
With penitence and forgiveness, they fall backward,
Whether through admiration, not imagining
There were such armoury in a soldier’s soul
As pardon and repentance, or through power
Of ghostly valour. But I have been lord
Of a more happy conquest in nine hours now
Than in nine years before. Oh, kind lieutenants,
This is the only war we should provide for,
Where he that forgives largest, and sighs strongest,
Is a tried soldier, a true man in deed,
And wins the best field, makes his own heart bleed!
Read the last part of that will, sir.
 

FIRST [FRIEND OF THE COLONEL]
reads
‘I also require at the hands of my most beloved sister, whom I make full executrix, the disposure of my body in burial at St. Martin’s i’ th’ Field; and to cause to be distributed to the poor of the same parish forty mark, and to the hospital of maimed soldiers a hundred; lastly, I give and bequeath to my kind, dear, and virtuous sister the full possession of my present estate in riches, whether it be in lands, leases, money, goods, plate, jewels, or what kind soever, upon this condition following, that she forthwith tender both herself and all these infeoffments to that noble captain, my late enemy, Captain Ager.’
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
How, sir?
 

COLONEL
Read it again, sir; let her hear it plain.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Pray spare your pains, sir; ’tis too plain already.
Good sir, how do you? Is your memory perfect?
This will makes question of you. I bestowed
So much grief and compassion o’ your wound,
I never looked into your sense’s epilepsy:
The sickness and infirmity of your judgment
Is to be doubted now more than your body’s.
Why, is your love no dearer to me, sir,
Than to dispose me so upon the man
Whose fury is your body’s present torment,
The author of your danger, one I hate
Beyond the bounds of malice? Do you not feel
His wrath upon you? I beseech you, sir,
Alter that cruel article.
 

COLONEL
Cruel, sister?
Forgive me, natural love; I must offend thee,
Speaking to this woman. Am I content,
Having much kindred, yet to give thee all,
Because in thee I’d raise my means to goodness,
And canst thou prove so thankless to my bounty,
To grudge my soul her peace? Is my intent
To leave her rich, whose only desire is
To send me poorer into the next world
Than ever usurer went, or politic statist?
Is it so burdensome for thee to love
Where I forgive? Oh, wretched is the man
That builds the last hopes of his saving comforts
Upon a woman’s charity! He’s most miserable:
If it were possible, her obstinate will
Will pull him down in his midway to heaven.
I’ve wronged that worthy man past recompense,
And in my anger robbed him of fair fame;
And thou the fairest restitution art
My life could yield him: if I knew a fairer,
I’d set thee by and thy unwilling goodness,
And never make my sacred peace of thee.
But there’s the cruelty of a fate debarred:
Thou art the last, and all, and thou art hard!
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
Let your grieved heart hold better thoughts of me:
I will not prove so, sir; but since you enforce it
With such a strength of passion, I’ll perform
What by your will you have enjoined me to,
Though the world never show me joy again.
 

COLONEL
Oh, this may be fair cunning for the time,
To put me off, knowing I hold not long;
And when I look to have my joys accomplished,
I shall find no such things: that were vild cozenage,
And not to be repented.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
By all the blessedness
Truth and a good life looks for, I will do’t, sir.
 

COLONEL
Comforts reward you for’t, whene’er you grieve!
I know if you dare swear, I may believe.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

Lady Ager’s house
 

Enter Captain Ager.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
No sooner have I entrance i’ this house now
But all my joy falls from me, which was wont
To be the sanctuary of my comforts:
Methought I loved it with a reverend gladness,
As holy men do consecrated temples,
For the saint’s sake, which I believed my mother;
But proved a false faith since, a fearful heresy.
Oh, who’d erect th’ assurance of his joys
Upon a woman’s goodness, whose best virtue
Is to commit unseen, and highest secrecy
To hide but her own sin? There’s their perfection.
And if she be so good, which many fail of too,
When these are bad, how wondrous ill are they!
What comfort is’t to fight, win this day’s fame,
When all my after-days are lamps of shame?
 

Enter Lady Ager.
 

[LADY AGER]
[Aside] Blessings be firm to me! He’s come, ’tis he! — 
A surgeon speedily!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
A surgeon? Why, madam?
 

LADY AGER
Perhaps you’ll say ’tis but a little wound;
Good to prevent a danger. Quick, a surgeon!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Why, madam?
 

LADY AGER
Ay, ay, that’s all the fault of valiant men;
They’ll not be known o’ their hurts till they’re past help,
And then too late they wish for’t.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Will you hear me?
 

LADY AGER
’Tis no disparagement to confess a wound;
I’m glad, sir, ’tis no worse. A surgeon, quickly!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Madam — 
 

LADY AGER
Come, come, sir, a wound’s honourable,
And never shames the wearer.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
By the justice
I owe to honour, I came off untouched.
 

LADY AGER
I’d rather believe that.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
You believe truth so.
 

LADY AGER
My tears prevail then. Welcome, welcome, sir,
As peace and mercy to one new departed!
Why would you go though, and deceive me so,
When my abundant love took all the course
That might be to prevent it? I did that
For my affection’s sake, goodness forgive me for’t,
That were my own life’s safety put upon’t,
I’d rather die than do’t. Think how you used me then,
And yet would you go, and hazard yourself too;
’Twas but unkindly done.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
What’s all this, madam?
 

LADY AGER
See then how rash you were, and short in wisdom:
Why, wrong my faith I did, slandered my constancy,
Belied my truth; that which few mothers will,
Or fewer can, I did, out of true fear
And loving care, only to keep thee here.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I doubt I am too quick of apprehension now,
And that’s a general fault when we hear joyfully,
With the desire of longing for’t. I ask it:
Why, were you never false?
 

LADY AGER
May death come to me
Before repentance then!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I heard it plain, sure.
Not false at all?
 

LADY AGER
By the reward of truth,
I never knew that deed that claims the name on’t.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
May then that glorious reward you swore by
Be never-failing to you! All the blessings
That you have given me, since obedient custom
Taught me to kneel and ask ‘em, are not valuable
With this immaculate blessing of your truth:
This is the palm to victory,
The crown for all deserts past and to come;
Let ‘em be numberless! They are rewarded,
Already they’re rewarded. [Kneeling] Bless this frame,
I feel it much too weak to bear the joy on’t.
 

LADY AGER
Rise, sir.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, pardon me!
I cannot honour you too much, too long:
I kneel not only to a mother now,
But to a woman that was never false.
Ye’re dear, and ye’re good too; ay, think o’ that:
What reverence does she merit! ’Tis fit such
Should be distinguished from the prostrate sex;
And what distinction properer can be shown
Than honour done to her that keeps her own?
 

LADY AGER
Come, sir, I’ll have you rise.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
To do a deed, then,
That shall forever raise me.
 

Rises.
 

Oh, my glory,
Why, this, this is the quarrel that I looked for!
The tother but a shift to hold time play.
You sacred ministers of preservation,
For heaven’s sake send him life,
And with it mighty health, and such a strength
May equal but the cause! I wish no foul things:
If life but glow in him, he shall know instantly
That I’m resolved to call him to accompt for’t.
 

LADY AGER
Why, hark you, sir — 
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I bind you by your honour, madam,
You speak no hindrance to’s; take heed, you ought not.
 

LADY AGER
What an unhappiness have I in goodness!
’Tis ever my desire to intend well,
But have no fortunate way in’t. For all this
Deserve I yet no better of you
But to be grieved again? Are you not well
With honest gain of fame, with safety purchased?
Will you needs tempt a ruin that avoids you?
 

Exit Lady.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
No, y’ave prevailed: things of this nature sprung,
When they use action, must use little tongue.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

Now, sir, the news?
 

SERVANT
Sir, there’s a gentlewoman
Desires some conference with you.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
How! With me?
A gentlewoman? What is she?
 

SERVANT
Her attendant
Delivered her to be the colonel’s sister.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, for a storm then!
‘Las, poor virtuous gentlewoman,
I will endure her violence with much pity;
She comes to ease her heart, good, noble soul.
’Tis e’en a charity to release the burden:
Were not that remedy ordained for women,
Their hearts would never hold three years together.
 

Enter the Colonel’s Sister.
 

And here she comes. I never marked so much of her:
That face can be the mistress of no anger
But I might very well endure a month, methinks.
I am the man: speak, lady; I’ll stand fair.
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
And I’m enjoined by vow to fall thus low,
 

She kneels.
 

And from the dying hand of a repentant
Offer for expiation of wrongs done you
Myself, and with myself all that was his,
Which upon that condition was made mine,
Being his soul’s wish to depart absolute man,
In life a soldier, death a Christian.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Oh, heaven has touched him nobly: how it shames
My virtue’s slow perfection! Rise, dear brightness,
I forget manners too; up, matchless sweetness!
 

COLONEL’S SISTER
I must not, sir; there is not in my vow
That liberty. I must be received first,
Or all denied; if either, I am free.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
He must be without soul should deny thee;
And with that reverence I receive the gift
As it was sent me. Worthy colonel,
H’as such a conquering way i’ th’ blessed things!
Whoever overcomes, he only wins.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act IV Scene 4.
 

A street
 

Hem, within. Enter Captain Albo, a bawd [Meg], and a whore [Priss].
 

MEG
Hark [off] these hard-hearted bloodhounds! These butchers are e’en as merciless as their dogs: they knock down a woman’s fame e’en as it walks the streets by ‘em.
 

PRISS
And the captain here, that should defend us, walks by like John of the apple-loft.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
What for interjections, Priss? Hem, evax, vah! Let the carnifexes scour their throats! Thou knowest there is a curse hangs over their bloody heads: this year there shall be more butchers’ pricks burnt than of all trades besides.
 

MEG
I do wonder how thou camest to be a captain.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
As thou camest to be a bawd, Meg, and Priss to be a whore; every one by their deserts.
 

MEG
Bawd and whore? Out, you unprofitable rascal! Hast not thou been at the new play yet, to teach thee better manners? Truly they say they are the finest players, and good speakers of gentlewomen of our quality: bawd and whore is not mentioned amongst ‘em, but the handsomest narrow-mouthed names they have for us, that some of them may serve as well for a lady as for one of our occupation.
 

PRISS
Prithee, patroness, let’s go see a piece of that play; if we shall have good words for our money, ’tis as much as we can deserve, i’faith.
 

MEG
I doubt ’tis too late now; but another time, servant.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Let’s go now, sweet face; I am acquainted with one of the pantomimics. The bulchins will use the Irish captain with respect, and you two shall be boxed amongst the better sort.
 

PRISS
Sirrah Captain Albo, I doubt you are but white-livered: look that you defend us valiantly, you know your penance else. Patroness, you remember how you used him once?
 

MEG
Ay, servant, and I shall never forget it till I use him so again. Do you remember, Captain?
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Mum, Meg; I will not hear on’t now.
 

MEG
How I and my Amazons stripped you as naked as an Indian?
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Why, Meg!
 

MEG
And then how I bound you to the good behaviour in the open fields?
 

PRISS
And then you strowed oats upon his hoppers.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Prithee, sweet face!
 

PRISS
And then brought your ducks to nibble upon him. You remember?
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Oh, the remembrance tortures me again! No more, good sweet face.
 

MEG
Well, lead on, sir; but hark a little.
 

Enter Chough and Trimtram.
 

CHOUGH
Didst thou bargain for the bladders with the butcher, Trim?
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, sir, I have ‘em here. I’ll practise to swim too, sir, and then I may roar with the water at London Bridge: he that roars by land and by water both is the perfect roarer.
 

CHOUGH
Well, I’ll venture to swim too: if my father-in-law gives me a good dowry with his daughter, I shall hold up my head well enough.
 

TRIMTRAM
Peace, sir; here’s practice for our roaring: here’s a centaur and two hippocrenes.
 

CHOUGH
Offer the justle, Trim.
 

Justle.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Ha! What meanest thou by that?
 

TRIMTRAM
I mean to confront thee, cyclops.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll tell thee what ‘a means. Is this thy sister?
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
How then, sir?
 

CHOUGH
Why then, I say she is a bronstrops, and this is a fucus.
 

PRISS
No indeed, sir; we are both fucusses.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Art thou military? Art thou a soldier?
 

CHOUGH
A soldier? No, I scorn to be so poor; I am a roarer.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
A roarer?
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, sir, two roarers.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Know then, my freshwater friends, that I am a captain.
 

CHOUGH
What, and have but two to serve under you?
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
I am now retiring the field.
 

TRIMTRAM
You may see that by his bag and baggage.
 

CHOUGH
Deliver up thy panagron to me.
 

TRIMTRAM
And give me thy sindicus.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Deliver?
 

MEG
I pray you, Captain, be contented; the gentlemen seem to give us very good words.
 

CHOUGH
Good words? Ay, if you could understand ‘em; the words cost twenty pound.
 

MEG
What is your pleasure, gentlemen?
 

CHOUGH
I would enucleate my fructifer.
 

PRISS
What says he, patroness?
 

MEG
He would inoculate: I understand the gentleman very pithily.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Speak, are you gentle or plebeian? Can you give arms?
 

CHOUGH
Arms? Ay, sir, you shall feel our arms presently.
 

TRIMTRAM
‘Sault you the women, I’ll pepper him till he stinks again. I perceive what countryman he is; let me alone with him.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Dar’st thou charge a captain?
 

TRIMTRAM
Yes, and discharge upon him too.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Foh, ’tis poison to my country; the slave has eaten pippins! Oh, shoot no more, turn both thy broadsides rather than thy poop! ’Tis foul play: my country breeds no poison. I yield; the great O’Toole shall yield on these conditions.
 

CHOUGH
I have given one of ‘em a fair fall, Trim.
 

TRIMTRAM
Then thus far we bring home conquest. Follow me, Captain; the cyclops doth command.
 

CHOUGH
Follow me, tweaks; the centaur doth command.
 

MEG
Anything, sweet gentlemen. Will ‘t please you to lead to the tavern, where we’ll make all friends?
 

TRIMTRAM
Why, now you come to the conclusion.
 

CHOUGH
Stay, Trim; I have heard your tweaks are like your mermaids, they have sweet voices to entice the passengers: let’s have a song, and then we’ll set ‘em at liberty.
 

TRIMTRAM
In the commendation of roaring, not else, sir.
 

CHOUGH
Ay, in the commendation of roaring.
 

MEG
The best we can, gentlemen.
 

Sing bawd.
 

Then here thou shalt resign
Both captain and commander;
That name was never thine,
But apple-squire and pander:
And henceforth will we grant,
In pillage or in monies,
In clothing or provant,
Whate’er we get by conies.
With a hone, a hone, a hone,
No cheaters nor decoys
Shall have a share, but alone
The bravest roaring boys.
 

Whate’er we get by gulls,
Of country or of city,
Old flatcaps or young heirs,
Or lawyers’ clerks so witty;
By sailors newly landed,
To put in for fresh waters;
By wand’ring gander-mooners,
Or muffled late night-walkers.
With a, etc.
 

Whate’er we get by strangers,
The Scotch, the Dutch, or Irish,
Or to come nearer home,
By masters of the parish,
It is concluded thus,
By all and every wench,
To take of all their coins,
And pay ‘em back in French.
With a, etc.
 

CHOUGH
Melodious minotaur!
 

TRIMTRAM
Harmonious hippocrene!
 

CHOUGH
Sweet-breasted bronstrops!
 

TRIMTRAM
Most tunable tweak!
 

CHOUGH
Delicious duplar!
 

TRIMTRAM
Putrefactious panagron!
 

CHOUGH
Calumnious calicut!
 

TRIMTRAM
And most singular sindicus!
 

MEG
We shall never be able to deserve these good words at your hands, gentlemen.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Shake golls with the captain, he shall be thy valiant friend.
 

CHOUGH
Not yet, Captain; we must make an end of our roaring first.
 

TRIMTRAM
We’ll serve ‘em as we did the tobacco-man, lay a curse upon ‘em; marry, we’ll lay it on gently, because they have used us so kindly, and then we’ll shake golls together.
 

PRISS
As gently as you can, sweet gentlemen.
 

CHOUGH
For thee, oh, pander, mayst thou trudge till the damned soles of thy boots fleet into dirt, but never rise into air!
 

TRIMTRAM
Next, mayst thou fleet so long from place to place, till thou beest kicked out of Fleet Street!
 

CHOUGH
As thou hast lived by bad flesh, so rotten mutton be thy bane!
 

TRIMTRAM
When thou art dead, may twenty whores follow thee, that thou mayst go a squire to thy grave!
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Enough for me, sweet faces, let me sleep in my grave.
 

CHOUGH
For thee, old sindicus, may I see thee ride in a caroche with two wheels, and drawn with one horse!
 

TRIMTRAM
Ten beadles running by, instead of footmen!
 

CHOUGH
With every one a whip, ‘stead of an Irish dart!
 

TRIMTRAM
Forty barbers’ basins sounding before, instead of trumpets!
 

MEG
This will be comely indeed, sweet gentlemen roarers.
 

TRIMTRAM
Thy ruff starched yellow with rotten eggs!
 

CHOUGH
And mayst thou then be drawn from Holborn to Hounslow Heath!
 

TRIMTRAM
And then be burnt to Colebrook, for destroying of Maidenhead!
 

MEG
I will study to deserve this kindness at your hands, gentlemen.
 

CHOUGH
Now for thee, little fucus: mayst thou first serve out thy time as a tweak, and then become a bronstrops, as she is!
 

TRIMTRAM
Mayst thou have a reasonable good spring, for thou art like to have many dangerous foul falls!
 

CHOUGH
Mayst thou have two ruffs torn in one week!
 

TRIMTRAM
May spiders only weave thy cobweb-lawn!
 

CHOUGH
Mayst thou set up in Rogue Lane!
 

TRIMTRAM
Live till thou stink’st in garden-alleys!
 

CHOUGH
And die sweetly in Tower Ditch!
 

PRISS
I thank you for that, good sir roarer.
 

CHOUGH
Come, shall we go now, Trim? My father-in-law stays for me all this while.
 

TRIMTRAM
Nay, I’ll serve ‘em as we did the tobacco-man: I’ll bury ‘em altogether, and give ‘em an epitaph.
 

CHOUGH
All together, Trim? Why, then the epitaph will be accessary to the sin.
 

[TRIMTRAM]
Alas, he has kept the door all his lifetime; for pity let ‘em lie together in their graves.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
E’en as thou wilt, Trim, and I thank you too, sir.
 

TRIMTRAM
He that the reason would know, let him hark
Why these [three] were buried near Marybone Park:
These three were a pander, a bawd, and a whore
That sucked many dry to the bones before.
Will you know how they lived? Here ‘t may be read:
The Low Countries did ever find ‘em bread;
They lived by Flushing, by Sluys, and the Groyne,
Sickened in France, and died under the Line.
Three letters at last commended ‘em hither,
But the hangman broke one in putting together;
P was the first, who cries out for a pardon,
O craves his book, yet could not read such a hard one,
An X was the last, which in conjunction
Was broke by Brandon, and here’s the conclusion:
By three trees, three letters, these three, pander, bawd, whore,
Now stink below ground, stunk long above before.
 

CHOUGH
So, now we have done with you, remember roaring boys.
 

TRIMTRAM
Farewell, centaur.
 

CHOUGH
Farewell, bronstrops.
 

TRIMTRAM
Farewell, fucus.
 

Exeunt Chough and Trimtram.
 

CAPTAIN ALBO
Well, Meg, I will learn to roar, and still maintain the name of captain over these lancepresadoes.
 

MEG
If thou dost not, mayst thou be buried under the roaring curse!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Master Russell’s house
 

Enter Physician, Jane as a bride.
 

PHYSICIAN
Will you be obstinate?
 

JANE
Torment me not,
Thou ling’ring executioner to death,
Greatest disease to nature, that striv’st by art
To make men long a-dying! Your practice is
Upon men’s bodies; as men pull roses
For their own relish, but to kill the flower,
So you maintain your lives by others’ deaths:
What eat you then [but] carrion?
 

PHYSICIAN
Fie, bitterness;
Y’ad need to candy o’er your tongue a little,
Your words will hardly be digested else.
 

JANE
You can give yourself a vomit to return ‘em
If they offend your stomach.
 

PHYSICIAN
Hear my vow:
You are to be married today — 
 

JANE
A second torment,
Worse than the first, ‘cause unavoidable.
I would I could as soon annihilate
My father’s will in that as forbid thy lust!
 

PHYSICIAN
If you then tender an unwilling hand
Meet it with revenge: marry a cuckold.
 

JANE
If thou wilt marry me, I’ll make that vow,
And give my body for satisfaction
To him that should enjoy me for his wife.
 

PHYSICIAN
Go to, I’ll mar your marriage.
 

JANE
Do, plague me so:
I’ll rather bear the brand of all that’s past
In capital characters upon my brow,
Than think to be thy whore or marry him.
 

PHYSICIAN
I will defame thee ever.
 

JANE
Spare me not.
 

PHYSICIAN
I will produce thy bastard,
Bring thee to public penance.
 

JANE
No matter, I care not:
I shall then have a clean sheet; I’ll wear twenty
Rather than one defiled with thee.
 

PHYSICIAN
Look for revenge!
 

JANE
Pursue it fully then. [Aside] Out of his hate
I shall [escape], I hope, a loathed fate.
 

Exit Jane.
 

PHYSICIAN
Am I rejected, all my baits nibbled off,
And not the fish caught? I’ll trouble the whole stream,
And choke it in the mud: since hooks not take,
I’ll throw in nets that shall or kill or break.
This is the bridegroom’s man.
 

Enter Trimtram with rosemary.
 

Hark, sir, a word.
 

TRIMTRAM
’Tis a busy day, sir, nor I need no physic;
You see I scour about my business.
 

PHYSICIAN
Pray you a word, sir. Your master is to be married today?
 

TRIMTRAM
Else all this rosemary’s lost.
 

PHYSICIAN
I would speak with your master, sir.
 

TRIMTRAM
My master, sir, is to be married this morning, and cannot be within while soon at night.
 

PHYSICIAN
If you will do your master the best service
That e’er you did him, if he shall not curse
Your negligence hereafter slacking it,
If he shall bless me for the dearest friend
That ever his acquaintance met withal,
Let me speak with him ere he go to church.
 

TRIMTRAM
A right physician! You would have none go to the church nor churchyard till you send them thither: well, if death do not spare you yourselves he deals hardly with you, for you are better benefactors and send more to him than all diseases besides.
 

CHOUGH within
What, Trimtram, Trimtram!
 

TRIMTRAM
I come, sir. Hark you, you may hear him: he’s upon the spur, and would fain mount the saddle of matrimony; but, if I can, I’ll persuade him to come to you.
 

PHYSICIAN
Pray you do, sir.
 

Exit Trimtram.
 

I’ll teach all peevish niceness
To beware the strong advantage of revenge.
 

Enter Chough.
 

CHOUGH
Who’s that would speak with me?
 

PHYSICIAN
None but a friend, sir;
I would speak with you.
 

CHOUGH
Why, sir, and I dare speak with any man under the universe. Can you roar, sir?
 

PHYSICIAN
No, in faith, sir;
I come to tell you mildly for your good,
If you please to hear me. You are upon marriage?
 

CHOUGH
No, sir, I [am] towards it, but not upon it yet.
 

PHYSICIAN
Do you know what to do?
 

CHOUGH
Yes, sir, I have practised what to do before now; I would be ashamed to be married else: I have seen a bronstrops in my time, and a hippocrene, and a tweak too.
 

PHYSICIAN
Take fair heed, sir; the wife that you would marry
Is not fit for you.
 

CHOUGH
Why, sir, have you tried her?
 

PHYSICIAN
Not I, believe it, sir; but believe withal
She has been tried.
 

CHOUGH
Why, sir, is she a fructifer, or a fucus?
 

PHYSICIAN
All that I speak, sir, is in love to you:
Your bride that may be has not that portion
That a bride should have.
 

CHOUGH
Why, sir, she has a thousand and a better penny.
 

PHYSICIAN
I do not speak of rubbish, dross, and ore,
But the refined metal, honour, sir.
 

CHOUGH
What she wants in honour shall be made up in worship, sir; money will purchase both.
 

PHYSICIAN
To be plain with you, she’s naught.
 

Draws his sword.
 

CHOUGH
If thou canst not roar, th’art a dead man! My bride naught?
 

PHYSICIAN
Sir, I do not fear you that way; what I speak
My life shall maintain: I say she’s naught.
 

CHOUGH
Dost thou not fear me?
 

PHYSICIAN
Indeed I do not, sir.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll never draw upon thee while I live for that trick. Put up and speak freely.
 

PHYSICIAN
Your intended bride is a whore; that’s freely, sir.
 

CHOUGH
Yes, faith, a whore’s free enough, and she hath a conscience. Is she a whore? Foot, I warrant she has the pox then!
 

PHYSICIAN
Worse, the plague; ’tis more incurable.
 

CHOUGH
A plaguy whore? A pox on her, I’ll none of her!
 

PHYSICIAN
Mine accusation shall have firm evidence;
I will produce an unavoided witness,
A bastard of her bearing.
 

CHOUGH
A bastard? ‘Snails, there’s great suspicion she’s a whore then! I’ll wrestle a fall with her father for putting this trick upon me, as I am a gentleman.
 

PHYSICIAN
Good sir, mistake me not; I do not speak
To break the contract of united hearts:
I will not pull that curse upon my head,
To separate the husband and the wife;
But this, in love, I thought fit to reveal
As the due office betwixt man and man,
That you might not be ignorant of your ills.
Consider now of my premonishment
As yourself shall please.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll burn all the rosemary to sweeten the house, for in my conscience ’tis infected. Has she drunk bastard? If she would piss me wine vinegar now nine times a day, I’d never have her, and I thank you too.
 

Enter Trimtram.
 

TRIMTRAM
Come, will you come away, sir? They have all rosemary, and stay for you to lead the way.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll not be married today, Trimtram. Hast e’er an almanac about thee? This is the nineteenth of August: look what day of the month ’tis.
 

TRIMTRAM looks in an almanac
’Tis tenty-nine indeed, sir.
 

CHOUGH
What’s the word? What says Bretnor?
 

TRIMTRAM
The word is, sir, ‘There’s a hole in her coat’.
 

CHOUGH
I thought so: the physician agrees with him; I’ll not marry today.
 

TRIMTRAM
I pray you, sir, there will be charges for new rosemary else; this will be withered by tomorrow.
 

CHOUGH
Make a bonfire on’t to sweeten Rosemary Lane. Prithee, Trim, entreat my father-in-law that might have been to come and speak with me.
 

TRIMTRAM
The bride cries already and looks t’other way; and you be so backward too, we shall have a fine arseward wedding on’t.
 

Exit Trimtram.
 

CHOUGH
You’ll stand to your words, sir?
 

PHYSICIAN
I’ll not fly the house, sir; when you have need, call me to evidence.
 

CHOUGH
If you’ll prove she has borne a bastard, I’ll stand to’t she’s a whore.
 

Exit Physician. Enter Russell and Trimtram.
 

RUSSELL
Why, how now, son? What causeth these delays?
All stay for your leading.
 

CHOUGH
Came I from the Mount to be confronted?
 

RUSSELL
How’s that, sir?
 

CHOUGH
Canst thou roar, old man?
 

RUSSELL
Roar? How mean you, sir?
 

CHOUGH
Why then, I’ll tell thee plainly, thy daughter [is] a bronstrop.
 

RUSSELL
A bronstrop? What’s that, sir?
 

TRIMTRAM
Sir, if she be so, she is a hippocrene.
 

CHOUGH
Nay, worse, she is a fructifer.
 

TRIMTRAM
Nay then, she is a fucus, a minotaur, and a tweak.
 

RUSSELL
Pray you speak to my understanding, sir.
 

CHOUGH
If thou wilt have it in plain terms, she is a calicut and a panagron.
 

TRIMTRAM
Nay then, she is a duplar and a sindicus.
 

RUSSELL
Good sir, speak English to me.
 

CHOUGH
All this is Cornish to thee; I say thy daughter has drunk bastard in her time.
 

RUSSELL
Bastard? You do not mean to make her a whore?
 

CHOUGH
Yes, but I do; if she make a fool of me, I’ll ne’er make her my wife till she have her maidenhead again.
 

RUSSELL
A whore? I do defy this calumny.
 

CHOUGH
Dost thou? I defy thee then.
 

TRIMTRAM
Do you, sir? Then I defy thee too: fight with us both at once in this quarrel, if thou darest!
 

CHOUGH
I could have had a whore at Plymouth.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, or at Pe’ryn.
 

CHOUGH
Ay, or under the Mount.
 

TRIMTRAM
Or as you came, at Evil.
 

CHOUGH
Or at Hockey Hole in Somersetshire.
 

TRIMTRAM
Or at the Hanging Stones in Wiltshire.
 

CHOUGH
Or at Maidenhead in Berkshire. And did I come in by Maidenhead to go out by Staines? Oh, that man, woman, or child would wrestle with me for a pound of patience!
 

RUSSELL
Some thief has put in poison at your ears
To steal the good name of my child from me;
Or if it be a malice of your own,
Be sure I will enforce a proof from you.
 

CHOUGH
He’s a goose and a woodcock that says I will not prove any word that I speak.
 

TRIMTRAM
Ay, either goose or woodcock; he shall, sir, with any man.
 

CHOUGH
Phy-si-ci-an! Mauz avez, physician!
 

[Enter Physician.]
 

RUSSELL
Is he the author?
 

PHYSICIAN
Sir, with much sorrow for your sorrow’s sake,
I must deliver this most certain truth:
Your daughter is an honour-stained bride,
Indeed she is the mother to a child
Before the lawful wife unto a husband.
 

CHOUGH
Law, that’s worse than I told thee; I said she had borne a bastard, and he says she was the mother on’t too.
 

RUSSELL
I’m yet an infidel against all this,
And will believe the sun is made of brass,
The stars of amber — 
 

CHOUGH
And the moon of a Holland cheese.
 

RUSSELL
Rather than this impossibility.
 

Enter Jane and Anne.
 

Oh, here she comes.
Nay, come, daughter, stand at the bar of shame;
Either now quit thyself, or kill me ever:
Your marriage-day is spoiled if all be true.
 

JANE
A happy misery! Who’s my accuser?
 

PHYSICIAN
I am, that knows it true I speak.
 

CHOUGH
Yes, and I’m his witness.
 

TRIMTRAM
And I.
 

CHOUGH
And I again.
 

TRIMTRAM
And I again too. There’s four; that’s enough, l hope.
 

RUSSELL
How can you witness, sir, that nothing know
But what you have received from his report?
 

CHOUGH
Must we not believe our physicians? Pray you, think I know as much as every fool does.
 

TRIMTRAM
Let me be Trimtram: I pray you too, sir.
 

JANE
Sir, if this bad man have laid a blemish
On my white name, he is a most false one,
Defaming me for the just denial
Of his foul lust. [To Physician] Nay, now you shall be known, sir.
 

ANNE
Sir, I’m his sister, and do better know him
Than all of you: give not too much belief
To his wild words; he’s oftentimes mad, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
I thank you, good sister.
 

ANNE
[Aside to Physician] Are you not mad to do this office?
Fie upon your malice!
 

PHYSICIAN
I’ll presently produce both nurse and child,
Whose very eyes shall call her mother before it speaks.
 

[Exit.]
 

CHOUGH
Ha, ha, ha, ha! By my troth, I’d spend a shilling on that condition to hear that. I think in my conscience I shall take the physician in a lie: if the child call her mother before it can speak, I’ll never wrestle while I live again.
 

TRIMTRAM
It must be a she child if it do, sir; and those speak the soonest of any living creatures, they say.
 

CHOUGH
Baw, waw! A dog will bark a month sooner; he’s a very puppy else.
 

RUSSELL
[Aside to Jane] Come, tell truth ‘twixt ourselves; here’s none but friends.
One spot a father’s love will soon wipe off;
The truth, and [thereby] try my love abundant:
I’ll cover it with all the care I have,
And yet, perhaps, make up a marriage-day.
 

JANE
[Aside to Russell] Then it’s true, sir, I have [a] child.
 

RUSSELL
Hast thou?
Well, wipe thine eyes, I’m a grandfather then;
If all bastards were banished, the city would be thin
In the thickest term-time. Well now, let me alone,
I’ll try my wits for thee. Richard, Francis, Andrew!
None of my knaves within?
 

Enter his servant [Dick].
 

[DICK]
Here’s one of ‘em, sir: the guests come in apace.
 

RUSSELL
Do they, Dick? Let ‘em have wine and sugar; we’ll be for ‘em presently. But hark, Dick. [Whispers to him.]
 

CHOUGH
I long to hear this child speak, i’faith, Trim; I would this foolish physician would come [at] once.
 

TRIMTRAM
If it calls her mother, I hope it shall never call you father.
 

CHOUGH
No; and it do, I’ll whip it, i’faith, and give thee leave to whip me.
 

RUSSELL
Run on thy best legs, Dick.
 

[DICK]
I’ll be here in a twinkling, sir.
 

Exit [Dick]. Enter Physician, Nurse with the child.
 

PHYSICIAN
Now, gentlemen, believe your eyes if not my tongue.
Do not you call this your child?
 

CHOUGH
Phew, that’s not the point: you promised us the child should call her mother; if it does this month, I’ll ne’er go to the roaring-school again.
 

RUSSELL
Whose child is this, nurse?
 

NURSE
Dis gentleman’s, so he to me readen.
 

Points to the Physician.
 

CHOUGH
‘Snails, she’s the physician’s bronstrops, Trim!
 

TRIMTRAM
His fucus, his very tweak, i’faith!
 

CHOUGH
A glister in his teeth! Let him take her with a purgation to him!
 

RUSSELL
’Tis as your sister said, you are stark mad, sir;
This much confirms it. You have defamed
Mine honest daughter; I’ll have you punished for’t,
Besides the civil penance of your sin
And keeping of your bastard.
 

PHYSICIAN
This is fine!
All your wit and wealth must not thus carry it.
 

RUSSELL
[Taking Chough and Trimtram aside] Sir Chough, a word with you.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll not have her, i’faith, sir; if Trimtram will have her, and he will, let him.
 

TRIMTRAM
Who, I, sir? I scorn it. If you’ll have her, I’ll have her too; I’ll do as you do, and no otherwise.
 

RUSSELL
I do not mean ‘t to either; this only, sir,
That whatsoe’er y’ave seen, you would be silent:
Hinder not my child of another husband,
Though you forsake her.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll not speak a word, i’faith.
 

RUSSELL
As you are a gentleman?
 

CHOUGH
By these basket-hilts, as I am a youth,
A gentleman, a roarer.
 

RUSSELL
Charm your man, I beseech you, too.
 

CHOUGH
I warrant you, sir, he shall do nothing but what I do before him.
 

RUSSELL
I shall most dearly thank you.
 

Enter [Dick] with Fitzallen.
 

Oh, are you come?
Welcome, son-in-law! This was beyond your hope:
We old men have pretty conceits sometimes;
Your wedding-day’s prepared, and this is it.
How think you of it?
 

FITZALLEN
As of the joyfull’st
That ever welcomed me! You show yourself now
A pattern to all kind fathers. My sweetest Jane!
 

RUSSELL
Your capacity I meant but as a sauce
Unto your wedding-dinner; now I’m sure
’Tis far more welcome in this short restraint
Than had it freely come.
 

FITZALLEN
A thousandfold.
 

JANE
I like this well.
 

CHOUGH
[Taking Trimtram aside] I have not the heart to see this gentleman gulled so; I will reveal. I make it mine own case: ’tis a foul case.
 

TRIMTRAM
Remember you have sworn by your hilts.
 

CHOUGH
I’ll break my hilts rather than conceal. I have a trick: do thou follow me; I will reveal it, and yet not speak it neither.
 

TRIMTRAM
’Tis my duty to follow you, sir.
 

CHOUGH sings
Take heed in time, oh, man, unto thy head.
 

TRIMTRAM sings
All is not gold that glistereth in bed.
 

RUSSELL
Why, sir! Why, sir!
 

CHOUGH
[Singing] Look to’t, I say, thy bride’s a bronstrops.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Singing] And knows the thing that men wear in their slops.
 

FITZALLEN
How’s this, sir?
 

CHOUGH
[Singing] A hippocrene, a tweak, for and a fucus.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Singing] Let not fond love with foretops so rebuke us.
 

RUSSELL
Good sir!
 

CHOUGH
[Singing] Behold a baby of this maid’s begetting.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Singing] A deed of darkness after the sunsetting.
 

RUSSELL
Your oath, sir!
 

CHOUGH
[Singing] I swear and sing thy bride has taken physic.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Singing] This was the doctor cured her of that phthisic.
 

CHOUGH
[Singing] If you’ll believe me, I will say no more.
 

TRIMTRAM
[Singing] Thy bride’s a tweak, as we do say that roar.
 

CHOUGH
Bear witness, gentlemen, I have not spoke a word:
My hilts are whole still.
 

FITZALLEN
This is a sweet epithalamium
Unto the marriage-bed, a musical,
Harmonious Io! Sir, y’ave wronged me
And basely wronged me. Was this your cunning fetch,
To fetch me out of prison, forever
To marry me unto a strumpet?
 

RUSSELL
None of those words, good sir;
’Tis but a fault, and ’tis a sweet one too.
Come, sir, your means is short, lengthen your fortunes
With a fair proffer: I’ll put a thousand pieces
Into the scale, to help her to weigh it up,
Above the first dowry.
 

FITZALLEN
Ha? You say well,
Shame may be bought out at a dear rate;
A thousand pieces added to her dowry!
 

RUSSELL
[Giving him money] There’s five hundred of ‘em to make the bargain.
I have worthy guests coming, and would not delude ‘em;
Say: speak like a son to me.
 

FITZALLEN
Your blessing, sir,
We are both yours. Witness, gentlemen,
These must be made up a thousand pieces,
Added to a first thousand for her dowry,
To father that child.
 

PHYSICIAN
Oh, is it out now?
 

CHOUGH
For t’other thousand I’ll do’t myself yet.
 

TRIMTRAM
Or I, if my master will.
 

FITZALLEN
The bargain’s made, sir, I have the tender
And possession both, and will keep my purchase.
 

CHOUGH
Take her e’en to you with all her moveables; I’ll wear my bachelors’ buttons still.
 

TRIMTRAM
So will I, i’faith; they are the best flowers in any man’s garden, next to heart’s-ease.
 

FITZALLEN
[Taking up the child] This is as welcome as the other, sir,
And both as the best bliss that e’er on earth
I shall enjoy. Sir, this is mine own child,
You could not have found out a fitter father;
Nor is it basely bred, as you imagine,
For we were wedded by the hand of heaven
Ere this work was begun.
 

CHOUGH
At Pancridge, I’ll lay my life on’t.
 

TRIMTRAM
I’ll lay my life on’t too, ’twas there.
 

FITZALLEN
Somewhere it was, sir.
 

RUSSELL
Was’t so, i’faith, son?
 

JANE
And that I must have revealed to you, sir,
Ere I had gone to church with this fair groom;
But thank this gentleman, he prevented me.
[To Physician] I am much bound unto your malice, sir.
 

PHYSICIAN
I am ashamed.
 

JANE
Shame to amendment then.
 

RUSSELL
Now get you together for a couple of cunning ones!
But son, a word: the latter thousand pieces
Is now more than bargain.
 

FITZALLEN
No, by my faith, sir,
Here’s witness enough on’t: must serve to pay my fees;
Imprisonment is costly.
 

CHOUGH
By my troth, the old man has gulled himself finely! Well, sir, I’ll bid myself a guest, though not a groom; I’ll dine and dance, and roar at the wedding for all this.
 

TRIMTRAM
So will I, sir, if my master does.
 

RUSSELL
Well, sir, you are welcome; but now no more words on’t
Till we be set at dinner, for there will mirth
Be the most useful for digestion.
 

Enter Captain Ager, Surgeon, Lady Ager, Colonel’s Sister, [Captain Ager’s] two Friends.
 

See, my best guests are coming.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Recovered, say’st thou?
 

SURGEON
May I be excluded quite out of Surgeons’ Hall else! Marry, I must tell you the wound was fain to be twice corroded; ’twas a plain [gastrorrhaphy], and a deep one; but I closed the lips on’t with bandages and sutures, which is a kind conjunction of the parts separated against the course of nature.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Well, sir, he is well.
 

SURGEON
I feared him, I assure you, Captain; before the suture in the belly, it grew almost to a convulsion, and there was like to be a bloody issue from the hollow vessels of the kidneys.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
There’s that, to thank thy news and thy art together.
 

Gives him money.
 

SURGEON
And if your worship at any time stand in need of incision, if it be your fortune to light into my hands, I’ll give you the best.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
Uncle, the noble colonel’s recovered.
 

RUSSELL
Recovered?
Then honour is not dead in all parts, coz.
 

Enter Colonel with his two Friends.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Behold him yonder, sir.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
My much unworthiness is now found out;
Th’ast not a face to fit it.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF THE COLONEL
Sir, yonder’s Captain Ager.
 

COLONEL
Oh, lieutenant, the wrong I have done his fame
Puts me to silence; shame so confounds me
That I dare not see him.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
I never knew how poor my deserts were
Till he appeared. No way to give requital!
Here, shame me lastingly, do’t with his own;
Return this to him, tell him I have riches
In that abundance in his sister’s love:
These come but to oppress me and confound
All my deservings everlastingly;
I never shall requite my wealth in her, say.
 

[He gives the will to his First Friend, who takes it to the Colonel.]
 

How soon from virtue and an honoured spirit
May man receive what he may never merit!
 

COLONEL
This comes most happily to express me better,
For since this will was made there fell to me
The manor of Fitzdale; give [‘em] that too.
 

[Returns the will with other papers.]
 

He’s like to have charge:
There’s fair hope of my sister’s fruitfulness;
For me, I never mean to change my mistress,
And war is able to maintain her servant.
 

FIRST FRIEND OF CAPTAIN AGER
Read there, a fair increase, sir, by my faith;
He hath sent it back, sir, with new additions.
 

CAPTAIN AGER
How miserable he makes me! This enforces me
To break through all the passages of shame,
And headlong fall.
 

COLONEL
Into my arms, dear worthy!
 

CAPTAIN AGER
You have a goodness
Has put me past my answers; you may speak
What you please now, I must be silent ever.
 

COLONEL
This day has shown me joy’s unvalued treasure;
I would not change this brotherhood with a monarch,
Into which blessed alliance sacred heaven
Has placed my kinsman, and given him his ends:
Fair be that quarrel makes such happy friends.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 

FINIS
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Dramatis Personæ
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PARTHENIA, daughter to Lisander
AGATHA, wife to Gnotho[s]
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Scene: Epire
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A street in Epire
 

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
He’s 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 there’s no ‘scaping it.
What age is your mother, sir?
 

SIMONIDES
Faith, near her days too;
Wants some two of three score.
 

FIRST LAWYER
So! She’ll drop away
One of these days too. Here’s 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
I’m of that mind too.
 

FIRST LAWYER
I will maintain, sir,
Draco’s oligarchy, that the government
Of community reduced into few,
Framed a fair state; Solon’s [chreokopia],
That cut off poor men’s 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 husband’s 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 Epire’s 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, here’s 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 old’s thy father?
 

CLEANTHES
Jubilee! No, indeed, ’tis a bad year with me.
 

SIMONIDES
Prithee, how old’s thy father? Then, I can tell thee.
 

CLEANTHES
I know not how to answer you, Simonides.
He’s too old, being now exposed
Unto the rigour of a cruel edict,
And yet not old enough by many years,
‘Cause I’d not see him go an hour before me.
 

SIMONIDES
These very passions I speak to my father.
Come, come, here’s 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 they’ll 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
You’ll 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 o’erthrow 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! That’s 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, I’ll 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, there’s 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!
He’s fourscore years old, sir.
 

FIRST LAWYER
That helps more, sir.
He begins to be old at fifty; so, at fourscore,
He’s 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 e’er I heard!
Give him his fee again, ’tis not worth two dinars.
 

FIRST LAWYER
There’s 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 watchmen’s 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 ta’en ‘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 sorrow’s 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 nature’s 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. Where’s 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 villain’s hand
[Been] basely lost in [his] star’s ignorance;
And so must I die by a tyrant’s sword.
 

FIRST LAWYER
Oh, say not so, sir, it is by the law!
 

CREON
And what’s that, sir, but the sword of tyranny
When it is brandished against innocent lives?
I’m 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. I’ll be as ready,
With one hour’s 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, she’ll 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 I’ll 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
They’ll go together; I would they would, i’faith,
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 that’s above the law may mitigate
The rigour of the law. How a good meaning
May be corrupted by misconstruction!
 

CREON
Thou corrup’st 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 died’st not on’t.
 

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 life’s 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. There’s nothing to be hoped
But the duke’s 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 we’ll part; five years hence I’ll look for thee.
 

SIMONIDES
[Aside] I hope she’ll not stay so long behind you.
 

CREON
Do not bait him an hour by grief and sorrow,
Since there’s a day prefixed, haste it not.
Suppose me sick, Antigona, dying now,
Any disease thou wilt may be my end,
Or when death’s slow to come, say tyrants send.
 

Exeunt [Creon and Antigona].
 

SIMONIDES
Cleanthes, if you want money, tomorrow
Use me; I’ll trust you while your father’s dead.
 

Exeunt [Simonides and Lawyers].
 

CLEANTHES
Why, here’s 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 he’s 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, here’s 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? What’s 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
I’ll prevent ‘em
And die the way I told thee, in the wonder
Of this good woman. I tell thee there’s 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 ne’er
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 she’s now possessed of it. But, good sir,
If you have aught received from her advice,
Let’s follow it, or else let’s better think
And take the surest course.
 

LEONIDES
I’ll 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 Epire’s 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 Epire’s 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?
I’m in my second infancy, and children
Ne’er sleep so sweetly in their nurse’s cradle
As in their natural mother’s.
 

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 that’s yet in me;
I’ll 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, there’s 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 where’s 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;
We’ll seem to weep and seem to joy withal
That death so gently has prevented you
The law’s 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,
I’ll smile upon him then, and laughing go.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

The court
 

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,
Whene’er he came to die. I’d 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 that’s 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 father’s weakness and unfitness
To live or sway the living, though he want five
Or ten years of his number, that’s 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 we’d 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 ne’er 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 son’s should be
That lives in the fashion, where our diseased fathers,
[Wood] with the sciatica and aches,
Brought up your pan’d hose first, which ladies laughed at,
Giving no reverence to the place, lie ruined.
They love a doublet that’s 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
We’ll spare for no cost, sir, to appear worthy.
 

EVANDER
Why, you’re 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! I’m not for you yet;
Your company’s too costly; after the old man’s
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 you’re above fourscore.
 

SIMONIDES
Upon my life
Not four-and-twenty hours, my lord; I searched
The church-book yesterday. Does your grace think
I’d let my father wrong the law, my lord?
‘Twere pity a’ my life then! No, your act
Shall not receive a minute’s wrong by him
While I live, sir; and he’s 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
I’m troublesome to life now, and the state
Can hope for nothing worthy from me now,
Either in force or counsel. I’ve 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, they’re worthy,
Judicious, able, and religious.
 

SIMONIDES
I’ll help you to a courtier of nineteen, mother.
 

ANTIGONA
Away, unnatural!
 

SIMONIDES
Then I am no fool, I’m sure,
For to be natural at such a time
Were a fool’s part indeed.
 

ANTIGONA
Your grace’s pity, sir,
And ’tis but fit and just.
 

CREON
The law, my lord,
And that’s the justest way.
 

SIMONIDES
[Aside] Well said, father, i’faith;
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. There’s the business now
Wherein there are some precepts for a son too,
How he should learn to live, but I ne’er looked upon it;
For when he’s 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:
They’re 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,
You’ve but three years to scold, then comes your payment.
 

FIRST COURTIER
Simonides.
 

SIMONIDES
Push, I’m 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
I’ll 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? What’s 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 t’other 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 father’s 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
That’s 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
That’s never constant to one passion long;
I wonder whence that tear came when I smiled
In the production on it. Sorrow’s 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 father’s 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
I’m 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! I’d see ‘em hanged else
E’er I’d follow one of them and they could find the way.
Now I’ve enough to begin to be horrible covetous.
 

Enter Butler, Tailor, [Bailiff], Cook, Coachman, and Footman.
 

BUTLER
We come to know your worship’s pleasure, sir;
Having long served your father, how your good will
Stands towards our entertainment.
 

SIMONIDES
Not a jot, i’faith:
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, I’m a tailor, you’ve most need of me, sir.
 

SIMONIDES
Thou madest my father’s clothes, that I confess,
But what son and heir will have his father’s 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
There’s least need of thee, fellow, I shall ne’er 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 ne’er 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
I’ll firk ‘em into foam else.
 

SIMONIDES
Speaks brave matter!
And I’ll firk some too, or shall cost hot water.
 

[Exeunt Simonides, Coachman, and Footman.]
 

COOK
Why, here’s an age to make a cook a ruffian and scald the devil! Indeed, do strange mad things, make mutton-pasties of dog’s flesh, bake snakes for lamprey pies, and cats for conies!
 

BUTLER
Come, will you be ruled by a butler’s advice once? For we must make up our fortunes somewhere now, as the case stands. Let’s even, therefore, go seek out widows of nine-and-fifty and we can; that’s within a year of their deaths and so we shall be sure to be quickly rid of ‘em, for a year’s 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. 
 

Lisander’s house
 

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 woman’s 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 ne’er 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. There’s 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 sweetbrier’s but a counterfeit to her!
It does exceed you only in the prickle,
But that it shall not long, if you’ll be ruled, lady.
 

EUGENIA
What means this sudden visitation, gentlemen?
So passing well performed too! Who’s your milliner?
 

FIRST COURTIER
Love and thy beauty, widow.
 

EUGENIA
Widow, sir?
 

FIRST COURTIER
’Tis sure, and that’s as good. In truth, we’re suitors,
We come a-wooing, wench; plain dealing’s best.
 

EUGENIA
A-wooing? What, before my husband’s dead?
 

SECOND COURTIER
Let’s lose no time. Six months will have an end, you know,
I know it by all the bonds that e’er I made yet.
 

EUGENIA
That’s 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
Who’s this? Simonides?
 

SECOND COURTIER
Brave Sim, i’faith!
 

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, you’re 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; I’m 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
What’s thy wild business here?
 

SIMONIDES
Old man, I’ll 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, ne’er 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,
We’re 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.
I’ll carry an even hand to all the world.
Let other women make what haste they will;
What’s that to me? But I profess unfeignedly,
I’ll have my husband dead before I marry.
Ne’er look for other answer at my hands, gentlemen.
 

SIMONIDES
Would he were hanged, for my part looks for other!
 

EUGENIA
I’m at a word.
 

SIMONIDES
And I’m at a blow then;
I’ll lay you on the lips and leave you.
 

[Kisses her.]
 

FIRST COURTIER
Well struck, Sim!
 

SIMONIDES
He that dares say he’ll mend it, I’ll 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 time’s 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 man’s worth all, be he young or gray.
 

Enter Hippolita.
 

Yonder’s 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 affliction’s past;
The worst of mine’s to come. I have one to die.
Your husband’s 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 can’t 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. He’s the quietest man,
Especially in bed.
 

HIPPOLITA
Be comforted.
 

EUGENIA
How can I, lady? None knows the terror of
A husband’s 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 I’m pitiful.
I must impart a good, if I know it once,
To them that stand in need on it. I’m 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 he’s 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, ne’er 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.
I’ll go count o’er my suitors, that’s 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
 

Enter [Gnothos] the clown and [Parish] Clerk.
 

GNOTHOS
You have searched o’er 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 you’ll have it so, I’ll 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, let’s hear what it speaks.
 

CLERK
Mark, sir: [reading] “Agatha, the daughter of Pollux” — this is your wife’s 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 ne’er 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
I’ll show you on the backside of your book. Look you, what figure’s this?
 

CLERK
Four with a cipher; that’s forty.
 

GNOTHOS
So, forty; what’s 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 wife’s 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 wife’s 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
That’s 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 do’t?
 

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, there’s 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? Here’s 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
That’s 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 lord’s 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 worship’s 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; there’s 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, I’ll put a venture with you, if you will. I have a lusty old quean to my wife, sound of wind and limb, yet I’ll 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 I’ll give, if she have but two teeth in her head.
 

GNOTHOS
A match! There’s 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 I’ll 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, she’ll make none to go to him.
 

BUTLER
I know her; she’s a lusty woman. I’ll take the venture.
 

GNOTHOS
There’s five drachmas for ten at my next wife.
 

BUTLER
A bargain.
 

COOK
Nay, then we’ll 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
I’ll remember it hereafter, sir. You have done with me, gentlemen?
 

Enter [Gnothos’s] wife, [Agatha].
 

ALL
For this time, honest register.
 

CLERK
Fare you well then; if you do, I’ll 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
I’m afraid she’s broken-winded; she holds silence so long.
 

COOK
We’ll now leave our venture to the event. I must a-wooing.
 

BUTLER
I’ll 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
What’s 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 what’s 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 there’s 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 there’s 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
There’s 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. There’s 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, that’s 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] I’ll 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 I’m afraid the tolling of the bell will wake her again. If she be so wise as to go now — She stirs again; there’s 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,
I’ll 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 spite’s 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. 
 

Lisander’s house
 

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; I’m 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;
I’ll 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,
They’ll betray his hoariness.
 

EUGENIA
Why, there
You are wide: he’s 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 he’ll outlive me now
And deceive law and all.
 

SIMONIDES
Marry, gout forbid!
 

EUGENIA
You little think he was at fencing school
At four o’clock this morning.
 

SIMONIDES
How, at fencing school!
 

EUGENIA
Else give no trust to woman.
 

SIMONIDES
By this light
I do not like him, then; he’s 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
I’m sure his head and beard, as he has ordered it,
Looks not past fifty now. He’ll 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;
There’s 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, he’s 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 fairy’s 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, there’s 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 where’s 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, I’m afraid.
 

EUGENIA
Marry, take heed, sir.
 

SIMONIDES
Nay, and I should be hanged, I can’t leave it.
Pup! There ’tis! [Bursts out laughing.]
 

EUGENIA
Peace! Oh, peace!
 

LISANDER
Come, I am ready, sir.
I hear the church-book’s 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 Cupid’s 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, I’d fain learn that.
 

DANCING MASTER
That’s a hard trick for an old man especially;
The horse-trick comes the nearest.
 

LISANDER
Thou sayest true, i’faith;
They must be horsed indeed, else there’s no keeping on ‘em,
And horseplay at fourscore is not so ready.
 

DANCING MASTER
Look you, here’s your worship’s 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, here’s 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, I’ll stand to it.
 

LISANDER
Faith, and I’ve other weapons for the rest too.
I have prepared for ‘em, if e’er 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! I’m 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
We’re for you, sir.
 

SECOND COURTIER
Fencing, I.
 

LISANDER
We’ll answer you too.
 

SIMONIDES
I’m 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 that’s 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; I’ll observe court rules.
Always the worst goes foremost, so ‘twill prove, I hope.
 

[Music. The First Courtier dances a galliard: “La Mignarde”.]
 

So, sir, you’ve 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
You’ve done well, i’faith, 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
I’ve breath enough at all times, Lucifer’s 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
I’m 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
There’s two, pentweezle!
 

DANCING MASTER
Excellently touched, sir!
 

SECOND COURTIER
Had ever man such luck? Speak your opinion, gentlemen.
 

SIMONIDES
Methinks your luck’s good that your eyes are in still;
Mine would have dropped out like a pig’s 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
You’re 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;
They’ll bruise no flesh, I’m sure, nor break no bones.
 

FIRST COURTIER
Yet you may drink your eyes out, sir.
 

SIMONIDES
Ay, but that’s nothing: then they go voluntarily;
I do not love to have ‘em thrust out
Whether they will or no.
 

LISANDER
Here’s your first weapon, duck’s 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
I’ll pay you speedily [ ] with a trick
I learned once amongst drunkards. Here’s half-pike.
 

[Drinks again.]
 

SIMONIDES
Half-pike comes well after Dutch what-you-call-’em;
They’d 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
There’s 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.
Here’s 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, what’s 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] Here’s 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, that’s 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 man’s miserable!
 

EUGENIA
I told you there would be
A shower anon.
 

SECOND COURTIER
We’ll in and hide our noddles.
 

Exeunt Courtiers and Eugenia.
 

CLEANTHES
What devil brought this colour to your mind,
Which since [my] childhood I ne’er 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 ne’er 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,
You’d 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 men’s 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, i’faith, sir.
 

CLEANTHES
Oh, you’re 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 ne’er 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 man’s 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; h’as 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!
I’ve 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, she’ll 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; that’s my prayer.
Were all like thee, so impudently common,
No man would be found to wed a woman.
 

Exit.
 

EUGENIA
I’ll fit you gloriously!
He that attempts to take away my pleasure,
I’ll take away his joy, and I can, sure.
His concealed father pays for it! I’ll even tell
Him that I mean to make my husband next,
And he shall tell the duke.
 

Enter Simonides.
 

Mass! Here he comes.
 

SIMONIDES
H’as had a bout with me too.
 

EUGENIA
What? No! Since, sir?
 

SIMONIDES
A flirt, a little flirt; he called me strange names,
But I ne’er 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;
There’s 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
 

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 air’s best.
 

DRAWER
What wine will [it] please you drink, gentlemen?
 

BUTLER
De Clare, sirrah.
 

[Exit Drawer.]
 

GNOTHOS
What! You’re all sped already, bullies?
 

COOK
My widow’s 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 weather’s hot.
 

COOK
Why, drawer!
 

Enter Drawer.
 

DRAWER
By and by! Here, gentlemen, here’s 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, let’s 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, we’ll 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
Siren’s 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 here’s 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
We’ll 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,] Gnothos’s 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, I’m 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, I’ll 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 woman’s 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, I’ll tear the strumpet from him!
 

GNOTHOS
Dar’st thou call my wife strumpet, thou preter-pluperfect tense of a woman? I’ll make thee do penance in the sheet thou shalt be buried in. Abuse my choice, my two to one!
 

AGATHA
[Aside] No, unkind villain, I’ll deceive thee yet! — I have a reprieve for five years of life: I am with child!
 

SIREN
Cud, so, Gnothos; I’ll 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
I’ll 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, you’d 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 t’other 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 death’s 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; here’s 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 I’ll prove it. I said I was with child; thou knew’st 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; I’ll be sworn to it!
 

GNOTHOS
Ha, ha, ha; I told thee ’twas a cushion! Go get thy sheet ready; we’ll see thee buried as we go to the church to be married.
 

Ex[eunt Gnothos and Siren].
 

AGATHA
Nay, I’ll follow thee and show myself a wife. I’ll plague thee as long as I live with thee, and I’ll bury some money before I die that my ghost may haunt thee afterward!
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 2. 
 

Outside Leonides’ lodge in the woods
 

Enter Cleanthes.
 

CLEANTHES
What’s 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 life’s 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! I’m 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, where’er it keeps,
There will the fear keep still.
 

Enter Hippolita.
 

Yonder’s 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, we’re safe here;
I prithee, call him forth, the air’s 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!
I’ve 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. They’re 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,
Man’s only portion for his heavenly marriage.
 

LEONIDES
Rise, thou art all obedience, love, and goodness.
I dare say that which thousand fathers cannot,
And that’s 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;
Let’s set a pleasant face upon our fears
Though our hearts shake with horror. Ha, ha, ha!
 

EVANDER
Hark!
 

CLEANTHES
Prithee, proceed.
[Loudly] I’m taken with these light things infinitely
Since the old man’s decease. Ha, so they parted, ha, ha, ha!
 

EVANDER
Why, how should I believe this? Look, he’s 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 father’s 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.
I’d 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; you’re 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 father’s 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 I’ve 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; you’ve 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 that’s known to be contentful to thee
Shall in the use prove deadly. Your life’s mine
If ever thy presumption do but lead thee
Into these walks again, ay, or that woman.
[To Courtiers] I’ll 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 we’re 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 let’s say nothing.
 

FIRST COURTIER
You’ve 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
H’as the lapwing’s cunning, I’m afraid, my lord,
That cries most when she’s farthest from the nest.
 

CLEANTHES
Oh, we’re 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 power’s 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! Thou’rt a man of sorrow,
But reverently becom’st it, that’s 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 e’en eclips’d together. [Kneels before Evander.] I transgressed
Your law, my lord; let me receive the sting on’t.
Be once just, sir, and let the offender die;
He’s 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
He’s going! Oh, he’s 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, he’s 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 ne’er 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 hope’s 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, here’s 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, that’s but your opinion: a young wench
Becomes the time at all times.
Now, coz, we’re 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, that’s she and you!
I will not lose so glorious a revenge
Not to be understood in it. I betray him,
And now we’re even, you’d 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 we’re 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
I’ll show my love too, afar off.
 

EUGENIA
I love to be so courted! Woo me, there!
 

SIMONIDES
I love to keep good weapons though ne’er fought;
I’m 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;
I’d either be destroying men or getting.
 

Enter Officers.
 

FIRST OFFICER
Forbear, on your allegiance, gentlemen!
He’s the duke’s 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 you’d 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, I’m 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
You’ll prove a bawdy bachelor, Sim, to have a cut upon your finger before you are married.
 

SIMONIDES
I’ll never draw sword again to have such a jest put upon me.
 

[Exeunt.]
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

The court
 

Sword and Mace carried before them, enter Simonides and the Courtiers.
 

SIMONIDES
Be ready with your prisoner; we’ll 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, whatsoe’er 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; howsoe’er,
’Twas wickedly attempted, that’s 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
Father’s 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, I’m sure.
 

EUGENIA
September the seventeenth,
I will not bate an hour on it; and tomorrow
His latest hour’s expired.
 

SECOND COURTIER
Bring him to judgment;
The jury’s panelled and the verdict given
[Ere] he appears, we have ta’en 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, what’s 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 I’ll proclaim you [reverend] and repeat,
“Once in my lifetime I have seen grave heads
Placed upon young men’s 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
You’re more than monstrous. In the very act,
You change yourself to devils.
 

FIRST COURTIER
She’s 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 dar’st 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 women’s ends;
When husbands are distressed, provide them friends.
 

SIMONIDES
I’ll 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. We’ll 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 time’s 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 beard’s 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 [pepper’d] 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. Who’s 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 their’s 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 hangman’s 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 hand’s 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 we’ll 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! Where’s 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, there’s none can be
A good son and a bad subject, for if princes,
Becalled the people’s 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 earth’s 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 I’ll begin
And end.
 

EVANDER
’Tis time I now begin,
Where your commission ends. Cleanthes,
You come from the bar. Because I know
You’re 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 that’s 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
Here’s 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,
I’m fouler than all these! Seize on me,
Officers, and bring me to new sentence.
 

[EVANDER]
What’s all this?
 

CLEANTHES
A fault not to be pardoned!
Unnaturalness is but sun’s 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 that’s 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
What’s 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 law’s too long by nine years and a half;
I’ll 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, I’ll 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 women’s 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, whatsoe’er 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 Clown’s 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, let’s 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 hat’s too high-crowned: the duke in presence.
 

GNOTHOS
The duke? As he is my sovereign, I do give him two crowns for it, and that’s 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 you’ll 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; you’ll run yourself into danger if the law finds you with two wives at once. There’s a shrewd praemunire.
 

GNOTHOS
I have taken leave of the old, my lord; I have nothing to say to her: she’s 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, she’ll 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. Here’s
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: she’s threescore by the book.
 

LEONIDES
Peace, sirrah, you’re too loud!
 

COOK
[Aside to Gnothos] Take heed, Gnothos, if you move the duke’s 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, I’ll 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
I’ll 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, we’ll venture still, and I’m 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 sav’d 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 ne’er 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 you’ll 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, you’re a just prince.
 

GNOTHOS
All hopes dashed, the clerk’s 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 ne’er 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, there’s 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,
Here’s humility able to bind up
The punishing hands of the severest masters,
Much more the gentle fathers’.
 

SIMONIDES
I had ne’er thought to have been brought so low as my knees again, but, since there’s 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.] We’ll [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 woman’s breast,
I have received a myriad which confirms me
To find a happy renovation.
 

CLEANTHES
[To Leonides] Here’s virtue’s throne,
Which I’ll 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 regent’s 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, I’m 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.
All’s 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 man’s awe.
 

[Exeunt omnes.]
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Dramatis Personæ
 

Chorus: RAYNULPH, monk of Chester
CONSTANTIUS, King of the Britons
VORTIGER
HENGIST, King of Kent
AURELIUS and UTHER, brothers to Constantius
HORSUS
DEVONSHIRE and STAFFORD, two lords
LUPUS and GERMANUS, two monks
CASTIZA, daughter to Devonshire
ROXENA, daughter to Hengist
Two LADIES
SIMON, a tanner, Mayor of Quinborough
OLIVER, a fustian weaver
Three GRAZIERS
GLOVER
BARBER
TAILOR
FELLMONGER
BUTTONMONGER
[Honeysuckle, a] BRAZIER
Petitioners
GENTLEMEN
[AMINADAB, a] clerk
FOOTMAN
SAXONS, soldiers, captain, guard, and officers
[MONKS]
[Villains]
[Vortimer, son of Vortiger]
[British lords]
[CHEATERS, including a CLOWN]
 




Chorus I.
 

Enter Raynulph, a monk, the presenter.
 

RAYNULPH
What Raynulph monk of Chester can
Raise from his [Polychronicon],
That raises him as works do men
To see light so long parted with again,
That best may please this round, fair ring
With sparkling judgments [circled] in
[I] shall produce; if all my powers
Can win the grace of two poor hours,
Well a-paid I go to rest.
Ancient stories have been best.
Fashions that are now call’d new
Have been worn by more than you;
Elder times have us’d the same,
Though these new ones get the name:
So in story what’s now told
That takes not part with days of old?
Then to prove time’s mutual glory
Join new time’s love to old time’s story.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

Before a monastery
 

Shout. Enter Vortiger.
 

VORTIGER
Will that wide-throated beast, the multitude,
Never lin bellowing? Courtiers are ill-advis’d
When they first make such monsters.
How near was I to a sceptre and a crown!
Fair power was e’en upon me; my desires
Were tasting glory till this forked rabble
With their infectious acclamations
Poisoned my fortune. They will here have none
As long as Constantine’s three sons survive,
As if vassals knew not how to obey
But in that line, like their professions
That all their lifetime hammer out one way,
Beaten into their pates with seven years’ bondage.
Well, though I rise not king, I’ll seek the means
To grow as close to one as policy can,
And choke their expectations.
 

Enter Devonshire, Stafford.
 

Now, [good] lords,
In whose [kind] loves and wishes I am built
As high as human dignity can aspire,
Are yet those trunks that have no other souls
But noise and ignorance something more quiet?
 

DEVONSHIRE
Nor are they like to be for ought we gather.
Their wills are up still: nothing will appease ‘em;
Good speeches are but cast away upon ‘em.
 

VORTIGER
Then, since necessity and fate withstand me,
I’ll strive to enter at a [straighter] passage.
Your sudden aids and counsels, good my lords.
 

STAFFORD
They’re ours no longer than they do you service.
 

Music. Enter certain Monks [including Lupus and] Germanus, Constantius being one, singing as [at] precession[, and Aurelius and Uther]. 
 

Song.
 

[MONKS]
Boast not of high birth or blood;
To be great is to be good.
Holy and religious things,
Those are vestures fit for kings;
By how much man in fame shines clearer,
He to heaven should draw the nearer,
He deserving best of praises
Whom virtue raises.
It is not state, it is not birth;
The way to heaven is grace on earth.
Sing to the temple him so holy
Sin may blush to think on folly.
 

VORTIGER
Vessels of sanctity, be pleas’d a while
To give attention to the public peace,
Wherein heaven is serv’d too, though not so purely:
Constantius, eldest son of Constantine,
We here seize on thee for the general good,
And in thy right of birth.
 

CONSTANTIUS
On me! For what, lords?
 

VORTIGER
The kingdom’s government.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Oh, powers of blessedness!
Keep me from [growing] downwards into earth again;
I hope I am further on my way than so.
[To Monks] Set forward.
 

VORTIGER
You must not.
 

CONSTANTIUS
How!
 

VORTIGER
I know your wisdom
Will light upon a way to pardon us
When you shall read in every Briton’s brow
The urg’d necessity of the times.
 

CONSTANTIUS
What necessity
Can be i’ th’ world but prayer and repentance?
And that business I am about.
 

[Shout.]
 

VORTIGER
Hark, afar off still!
We lose [and] hazard much. Holy Germanus
And reverend Lupus, with all expedition
Set the crown on him.
 

CONSTANTIUS
No such mark of fortune
Comes near my head.
 

VORTIGER
My lord, we are forc’d to rule you.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Dare you receive heaven’s light in at your eyelids
And offer violence to religion? Take heed,
The very beam let in to comfort you
May be the fire to burn you; on these knees,
Hardened with zealous prayers, I entreat you
Bring not my cares into the world again.
Think with how much unwillingness and anguish
A glorified soul parted from the body
Would to that loathsome [gaol] return again;
With such great pain a well subdued affection
Reenters worldly business.
 

VORTIGER
Good my lord,
I know you cannot lodge so many virtues,
But patience must be one. As low as earth
We beg the freeness of your own consent,
Which else must be constrain’d, and time it were
Either agreed or forc’d. Speak, good my lord,
For you bind up more sin in this delay
Than thousand prayers can absolve again.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Were ‘t but my death, you should not kneel so long for’t.
 

VORTIGER
‘Twill be the death of millions if you rise not,
And that betimes too. Lend your helps, my lords,
For fear all come too late.
 

CONSTANTIUS
This is a cruelty
That peaceful man did never suffer yet,
To make me die again that was once dead,
And begin all that ended long before.
Hold, Lupus and Germanus, you are lights
Of holiness and religion. Can you offer
The thing that is not lawful? Stand not I
Clear from all temporal charge by my profession?
 

GERMANUS
Not when a time so violent calls upon you.
Who’s born a prince is born [for] general peace,
Not his [own] only; heaven will look for him
In others’ business and require him there.
What is in you religious must be shown
In saving many more souls than your own.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Did not great Constantine, our noble father,
Deem me unfit for government and rule,
And therefore [pressed] me into this profession,
Which I have held strict and love it above glory?
Nor is there want in me; yourselves can witness
Heaven has provided largely for your peace
And bless’d you with the lives of my two brothers:
Fix your obedience there, leave me a servant.
 

VORTIGER
[To Lupus and Germanus] You may even at this instant.
 

[Constantius is crowned.]
 

CONSTANTIUS
Oh, this cruelty!
 

ALL
Long live Constantius, son of Constantine, King of the Britons!
 

Flourish.
 

AURELIUS
They have chang’d their tune already.
 

CONSTANTIUS
I feel want
And extreme poverty of joy within me:
The peace I had is parted ‘mongst rude men;
To keep them quiet I have lost it all.
What can the kingdom gain by my undoing?
That riches is not bless’d, though it be mighty,
That’s purchas’d with the spoil of any man,
Nor can the peace so filch’d ever thrive with ‘em;
And if’t be worthily held sacrilege
To rob a temple, ’tis no less offence
To ravish meditations from a soul,
The consecrated altar in a man,
And all their hopes will be beguil’d in me.
I know no more the way to temporal rule
Than he that’s born and has his year[s] to him
In a rough desert; well may the weight kill me,
And that’s the fairest good I look for from’t.
 

VORTIGER
Not so, great king: here stoops a faithful servant
Would sooner perish under it with cheerfulness
Than your meek soul should feel oppression
Of ruder cares; such common, coarse employments
Cast upon me your subject, upon Vortiger.
I see you are not made for noise and pains,
Clamours of suitors, injuries and redresses,
Millions of rising actions with the sun,
Like laws still ending and yet never done,
Of power to turn a great man to the state
Of his insensible monument with o’erwatching.
To be oppress’d is not required of you, my lord,
But only to be king: the broken sleeps
Let me take from you, sir; the toils and troubles,
All that is burthensome in authority,
Please you lay’t on me, and what is glorious
Receive it to your own brightness.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Worthy Vortiger,
If ‘twere not sin to grieve another’s patience
With what we cannot tolerate ourselves,
How happy were I in thee and thy charity.
There’s nothing makes man feel his miseries
But knowledge only: reason, that is plac’d
For man’s director, is his chief afflicter,
For though I cannot bear the weight myself,
I cannot have that barrenness of remorse
To see another groan under my burthen.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] I’m quite blown up a conscionable way;
There’s even a trick of murdering in some pity.
The death of all my hopes I see already:
There was no other likelihood, for religion
Was never friend of mine yet.
 

CONSTANTIUS
[To Monks] Holy partners
In strictest abstinence, fastings and vigils,
Cruel necessity has forc’d me from you.
We part I fear forever, but in mind
I will be always here; here let me stay.
 

DEVONSHIRE
My lord, you know the times.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Farewell, bless’d souls, I fear I much offend;
He that draws tears from you takes your best friend.
 

Flourish. [Exeunt all but Vortiger.]
 

VORTIGER
Can this great motion of ambition stand
Like wheels false wrought by an unskillful hand?
Then, time, stand thou too; let no hopes arrive
At their sweet wishfulness till mine set forward.
Would I could stay this [existence] as I can
Thy glassy counterfeit in hours of sand!
I’d keep thee turn’d down till my wishes rose,
Then we’d both rise together.
What several inclinations are in nature!
How much is he disquieted, and wears royalty
Disdainfully upon him like a curse.
Calls a fair crown the weight of his afflictions,
When here’s a soul would sing under the burthen!
Yet well recovered: I will seek all ways
To vex authority from him; I will weary him
As low as the condition of a hound
Before I give him over, and in all
Study what most may discontent his blood,
Making my mask my zeal to th’ public good.
Not possible a richer policy
Can have conception in the thought of man.
 

Enter [three] Graziers.
 

FIRST GRAZIER
An honourable life enclose your lordship.
 

VORTIGER
Now, what are you?
 

SECOND GRAZIER
Graziers, an’t like your lordship.
 

VORTIGER
So it should seem by your enclosures;
What’s your affairs with me?
 

FIRST GRAZIER
We are your petitioners, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
What? Depart!
Petitioners to me! Y’have well deserv’d
My grace and friendship, have you not a ruler
After your own election? Hie to court,
Get near and close, be loud and bold enough,
You cannot choose but speed.
 

[Exit.]
 

SECOND GRAZIER
And that will do’t,
We have throats wide enough, we’ll put ‘em to’t.
 

Exeunt.
 

[Dumb show I.
 

Music. Dumb show: Fortune is discovered upon an altar, in her hand a golden round full of lots. Enter Hengist and Horsus with others; they draw lots and hang them up with joy: so all depart saving Hengist and Horsus, who kneel and embrace each other as partners in one fortune. To them enter Roxena, seeming to take her leave of Hengist her father, but especially privately and warily of Horsus her lover; she departs weeping, and Hengist and Horsus go to the door and bring in their soldiers with drum and colours, and so march forth.
 




Chorus II.
 

 [Enter Raynulph.]
 

RAYNULPH
When Germany was overgrown
With sons of peace too thickly sown,
Several guides were chosen then
By destin’d lots to lead out men,
And they whom Fortune here withstands
Must prove their fates in other lands.
On these two captains fell that lot;
But that which must not be forgot,
Was Roxena’s cunning grief,
Who from the father like a thief,
Hid her best and truest tears
Which her lustful lover wears,
In many a stol’n and wary kiss
Unseen of father: that maids will do this
Yet highly scorn to be call’d strumpets too,
But what they lack on’t I’ll be [judg’d] by you.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A hall in the palace
 

Enter Vortiger, Fellmonger, Buttonmonger, [Brazier,] Grazier[s], [and other] petitioners.
 

VORTIGER
This way his majesty comes.
 

ALL
Thank your good lordship.
 

VORTIGER
When you hear yon door open — 
 

FELLMONGER
Very good, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Be ready with your [several] suits; put forward.
 

FIRST GRAZIER
That’s a thing every man does naturally, sir,
That’s a suitor, if he mean to speed.
 

VORTIGER
’Tis well y’are so deep-learn’d; take no denials.
 

FELLMONGER
No, my good lord.
 

VORTIGER
Not any, if you love
The prosperity of your [suits]; you mar all utterly
And overthrow your fruitful hopes forever
If either fifth or sixth, nay, tenth repulse
Fasten upon your bashfulness.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Say you so, my lord?
We can be troublesome and we list.
 

VORTIGER
I know’t.
[Aside] I felt it but too late in the [general] sum
Of your rank brotherhood, which now I’ll thank you for.
While this vexation is in play, I’ll study
To raise a second, then a third to that,
One still to back another. I’ll make quietness
As dear and precious to him as night’s rest
To a man in suits in law: he shall be glad
To yield up power; if not, it shall be had.
 

Exit.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Hark! I protest my heart was coming upward, I thought the door had open’d.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Marry, would it had, sir.
 

BUTTONMONGER
I have such a treacherous heart of mine own, ‘twill throb at the very fall of a farthingale.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Not if it fall on the rushes.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Yes, truly, if there be no light in the room I shall throb presently. The first time it took me my wife was i’ th’ company; I remember the room was not half so light as this, but I’ll be sworn I was a whole hour a-finding on her.
 

BRAZIER
Byrlady, y’had a long time of throbbing on’t then!
 

BUTTONMONGER
Still I felt men, but I could feel no women; I thought they had been all sunk. I have made a vow for’t, I’ll never have a meeting by candlelight again.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Yes, sir, in lanthorns.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Yes, sir, in lanthorns, but I’ll never trust a naked candle again, take ‘t on my word.
 

Enter Constantius and two Gentlemen.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Hark there, stand close! It opens now indeed.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Oh, majesty, what art thou! I’d give any man half my suit to deliver my petition now; ’tis in the behalf of button-makers, and so it seems by my flesh.
 

CONSTANTIUS
[To the Gentlemen] Pray do not follow me, unless you do’t
To wonder at my garments; there’s no cause
I give you why you should. ’Tis shame enough
Methinks for me to look upon myself;
It grieves me that more should: the other weeds
Became me better, but the lords are pleas’d
To force me to wear these; I would not else.
I pray be satisfied, I call’d you not.
Wonder of madness, can you stand so idle
And know [that] you must die?
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We are all commanded, sir;
Besides it is our duty to your grace
To give attendance.
 

CONSTANTIUS
What a wild thing’s this!
We marvel though you tremble at death’s name
When you’ll not see the cause why you are [cowards].
All our attendances are far too little
On our own selves, yet you’ll give me attendance
Who looks to you the whilst, and so you vanish
Strangely and fearfully. For charity’s sake,
Make not my presence guilty of your sloth;
Withdraw, young men, and find you honest business.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
[Aside to First Gentleman] What hopes have we to rise by following him?
I’ll give him over shortly.
 

FIRST GENTLEMAN
[Aside to Second Gentleman] He’s too nice,
Too holy for young gentlemen to follow
That have good faces and sweet running fortunes.
 

Exeunt Gentlemen.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Eight hours a day in serious contemplation
Is but a bare allowance, no higher food
To th’ soul than bread and water to the body,
And that’s but needful then: more would do better.
 

FIRST GRAZIER
Let’s all kneel together; [‘twill] move pity:
I have been at begging a hundred suits.
 

[The petitioners kneel.]
 

CONSTANTIUS
How happy am I in the sight of you!
Here are religious souls that lose no time.
With what devotion do they kneel to heaven
And seem to check me that am so remiss!
I bring my zeal amongst you, holy men;
[If I see any kneel and I sit out,]
That hour is not well serv’d, methinks. Strict souls,
You have been of some order in your times?
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Graziers and braziers some, and this a fellmonger.
 

BRAZIER
Here’s my petition.
 

BUTTONMONGER
Mine, an’t like your grace.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Look upon mine, I am the longest suitor:
I was undone seven years ago, my lord.
 

CONSTANTIUS
I have mock’d my good hopes. Call you these petitions?
Why, there’s no form of prayer among ‘em all!
 

BUTTONMONGER
Yes, i’ th’ [bottom] there’s [some] half a line
Prays for your majesty if you look on mine.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Make your request to heaven, not to me.
 

BUTTONMONGER
‘Las, mine’s a supplication for brass buttons, sir.
 

FELLMONGER
There’s a great enormity in wool, I beseech your grace consider ‘t.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Pastures rise to twopence an acre, my lord. What will this world come to?
 

BUTTONMONGER
I do beseech your grace!
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Good your grace!
 

CONSTANTIUS
Oh, this is one of my afflictions
That with the crown enclos’d me! I must bear it.
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
Your grace’s answer to my supplication!
 

BRAZIER
To mine, my lord!
 

CONSTANTIUS
No violent storm lasts ever,
That’s all the comfort on’t.
 

FELLMONGER
Your highness’ answer!
 

[FIRST] GRAZIER
We are almost half undone, the country beggar’d!
 

BRAZIER
See, see, he points to heaven, as who should say
There’s enough there; but ’tis a great way thither.
There’s no good to be done here, I see that; we may all spend our mouths like a company of hounds in the chase of a royal deer, and go home and fall to cold mutton bones, when we have done.
 

BUTTONMONGER
My wife will hang me; that’s my destiny.
 

Exeunt [all but Constantius].
 

CONSTANTIUS
Thanks, heaven, ’tis over; we should never know rightly
The sweetness of a calm but for a tempest.
Here’s a [wish’d] hour for contemplation now,
All still and silent; this is a true kingdom.
 

Enter Vortiger.
 

VORTIGER
My lord.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Again?
 

VORTIGER
Alas, this is but early
And gentle to the troops of businesses
That flock about authority, my lord.
You must forthwith settle your mind to marry.
 

CONSTANTIUS
To marry!
 

VORTIGER
Suddenly there’s no pause given;
The peoples’ wills are violent,
And covetous of succession from your loins.
 

CONSTANTIUS
From me there can come none: a profess’d abstinence
Hath set a virgin [seal] upon my blood
And alter’d all the course; the heat I have
Is all enclos’d within a zeal to [virtue],
And that’s not fit for earthly propagation.
Alas, I shall but forfeit all their hopes;
I’m a man made without desires, tell ‘em.
 

VORTIGER
This gives no satisfaction to their wills, my lord:
I prov’d them with such words, but all were fruitless;
Their sturdy voices blew ‘em into clouds.
A virgin of the highest subject’s blood
They have pick’d out for your embrace, and send her
Bless’d with their general wishes into fruitfulness.
 

Enter Castiza.
 

See where she comes, my lord.
 

CONSTANTIUS
[Moving aside]
[I] never felt
Unhappy hand of misery till this touch;
A patience I could find for all but this.
 

CASTIZA
My lord, your vow’d love ventures me but dangerously.
 

VORTIGER
’Tis but to strengthen a vexation politicly.
 

CASTIZA
That’s an uncharitable practice, trust me, sir.
 

VORTIGER
No more of that.
 

CASTIZA
But say he should affect me, sir,
How should I ‘scape him then? I have but one faith, my lord,
And that you have already; our late contract’s
A divine witness to’t.
 

VORTIGER
Leave it to me still;
I am not without shifting rooms and helps
For all my projects [I] commit with you.
 

Exit Vortiger.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] ’Tis an ungodly way to come to honour;
I do not like ‘t; I love Lord Vortiger,
But not these practices; th’are too uncharitable.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Are you a virgin?
 

CASTIZA
Never yet, my lord,
Known to the will of man.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Oh, blessed creature!
And does too much felicity make you surfeit?
Are you in soul assured there is a state
Prepared for you, for you, a glorious one,
In midst of heaven, now in the state you stand?
And had you rather, after much known misery,
Cares and hard labours, mingled with a curse,
Throng but to th’ door and hardly get a place there?
Think, has the world a folly like this madness?
Keep still that holy and immaculate fire,
You chaste lamp of eternity; ’tis a treasure
Too precious for death’s moment to partake,
This twinkling of short life. Disdain as much
To let mortality know you as stars
To kiss the pavements; y’have a substance
As excellent as theirs, holding your pureness:
They look upon corruption, as you do,
But are stars still; be you a virgin too.
 

CASTIZA
I’ll never marry, what though my troth be engag’d
To Vortiger. Forsaking all the world
I save it well and do my faith no wrong.
Y’have mightily prevail’d, great virtuous lord;
I’m bound eternally to praise your goodness.
 

Enter Vortiger and [First] Gentleman.
 

I carry thoughts away as pure from man
As ever made a virgin’s name immortal.
 

CONSTANTIUS
I will do that for joy I never did
Nor ever will again.
 

[He kisses her.] Exit Castiza.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
My lord, he’s taken.
 

VORTIGER
I’m sorry for’t; I like not that so well:
They’re somewhat too familiar for their time methinks;
This way of kissing is no course to vex him.
Why, I that have a weaker faith and patience
Could endure more than that coming from woman.
Dispatch and bring his answer speedily.
 

Exit Vortiger.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
My lord, my gracious lord.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Beshrew thy heart.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
They all attend your grace.
 

CONSTANTIUS
I would not have ‘em;
’Twould please me better and they’ld all depart
And leave the court to me, or put me out
And take it to theirselves.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
The noon is past, my lord;
Meat’s upon the table.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Meat! Away, get from me;
Thy memory’s diseas’d. What saint’s eve’s this?
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
Saint Agatha, I take [it].
 

CONSTANTIUS
Oh, is it so?
I am not worthy to be serv’d before her,
And so return I pray.
 

[FIRST] GENTLEMAN
He’ll starve the guard and this be suffer’d; if we set court bellies by a monastery clock, he that breaks a fellow’s pate now will scarce be able to crack a louse within this twelvemonth.
 

[Exit.]
 

CONSTANTIUS
Sure ’tis forgetfulness and not man’s will
That leads him forth into licentious ways;
He cannot certainly commit such errors
And think upon ‘em truly as they are acting.
Why’s abstinence ordain’d but for such seasons?
 

Enter Vortiger, Devonshire and Stafford.
 

VORTIGER
My lord, y’have pleas’d to put us to much pains,
But we confess ’tis portion of our duties.
Will your grace please to walk? Dinner stays for you.
 

CONSTANTIUS
I have answer’d that already.
 

VORTIGER
But, my lord,
We must not so yield to you, pardon me:
’Tis for the general good; you must be rul’d, sir.
Your health and life is dearer to us now;
Think where you are, at court: this is no monastery.
 

CONSTANTIUS
But, sir, my conscience keeps still where it was;
I may not eat this day.
 

VORTIGER
We have sworn you shall,
And plentifully too; we must preserve you, sir,
Though you’ll be wilful: ’tis no slight condition
To be a king.
 

CONSTANTIUS
Would I were less than man.
 

VORTIGER
What, will you make the people rise, my lord,
In great despair of your continuance
If you neglect the means that must sustain you?
 

CONSTANTIUS
I never eat on [eves].
 

VORTIGER
But now you must:
It concerns others’ healths that you take food;
Y’have chang’d your life, you well may change your mood.
 

CONSTANTIUS
This is beyond all cruelty.
 

VORTIGER
’Tis our care, my lord.
 

Exeunt omnes. Music.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

A room in the palace
 

[Enter Vortiger] and Castiza.
 

CASTIZA
My lord, I am resolv’d; tempt me no further:
’Tis all to fruitless purpose.
 

VORTIGER
Are you well?
 

CASTIZA
Never so perfect in the truth of health
As at this instant.
 

VORTIGER
Then I doubt my own,
Or that I am not waking.
 

CASTIZA
Would you were then;
You would praise my resolution.
 

VORTIGER
This is wondrous.
Are you not mine by contract?
 

CASTIZA
’Tis most true, my lord,
And I’m better bless’d in’t than I look’d for,
In that I am confin’d in faith so strictly:
I’m bound, my lord, to marry none but you;
You’ll grant me that, and you I’ll never marry.
 

VORTIGER
It draws into me violence and hazard!
I saw you kiss the king.
 

CASTIZA
I grant you so, sir.
Where could I take my leave of the world better?
I wrong’d not you in that; you will acknowledge
A king is the best part on’t.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, my passion!
 

CASTIZA
I see you somewhat yielding to infirmity, sir;
I take my leave.
 

VORTIGER
Why, ’tis not possible!
 

CASTIZA
The fault is in your faith; time I was gone
To give it better strengthening.
 

VORTIGER
Hark you, lady.
 

CASTIZA
Send your intent to the next monastery;
There you shall find my answer ever after.
And so with my last duty to your lordship,
For whose perfections I will pray as heartily
As for mine own.
 

[Bows and] exit.
 

VORTIGER
How am I serv’d in this!
I offer a vexation to the king;
He sends it home into my blood with vantage.
I’ll put off time no longer. I have wrought him
Into most men’s neglect, calling his zeal
A deep pride hallowed over, love of ease
More than devotion or the public benefit,
Which catches many men’s beliefs. I am stronger too
In peoples’ wishes; their affections point to me.
I lose much time and glory; that redeem’d,
She that now flies returns with joy and wonder:
Greatness and woman’s wish never keep asunder.
 

Exit.
 

[Dumb show II.
 

Hoboys. Dumb show. Enter two villains, to them Vortiger seeming to solicit them, gives them gold, then swears them. Exit Vortiger. Enter to them Constantius in private meditation; they rudely come to him, strike down his book and draw their swords upon him. He fairly spreads his arms and yields to their furies, at which they seem to be overcome with pity, but looking on the gold kill him as he turns his back and hurry away his body. Enter Vortiger, Devonshire, Stafford in private conference; to them enter the murderers presenting the head to Vortiger. He seems to express much sorrow, and before the astonished lords makes officers lay hold on ‘em, who offering to come towards Vortiger are commanded to be hurried away as to execution. Then the lords, all seeming respect, crown Vortiger; then bring in Castiza, who seems to be brought in unwillingly [by] Devonshire and Stafford who crown her and then give her to Vortiger, she going forth with him with a kind of constrain’d consent. Then enter Aurelius and Uther the two brothers who much astonished seem to fly for their safety.
 




Chorus III.
 

 [Enter Raynulph.]
 

RAYNULPH
When nothing could prevail to tire
The good king’s patience, death had hire
In wicked strengths to take his life,
In whom awhile there fell a strife
[Of] pity and fury, but the gold
Made pity faint and fury bold.
Then to Vortiger they bring
The head of that religious king,
Who, feigning grief, to clear his guilt
Makes the [slaughterers’] blood be spilt.
Then crown they him and force the maid,
That vow’d a virgin life, to wed.
Such a strength great power extends:
It conquers fathers, kin and friends.
And since fate’s pleas’d to change her life,
She proves as holy in a wife.
More to tell were to betray
What deeds in their own tongues must say;
Only this, the good king dead,
The brothers poor in safety fled.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

A hall in the palace
 

Enter Vortiger, a Gentleman [meeting him].
 

GENTLEMAN
My lord!
 

VORTIGER
I fear thy news will fetch a curse,
It comes with such a violence.
 

GENTLEMAN
The people are up in arms against you!
 

VORTIGER
Oh, this dream of glory! I could wish
A sting unto thee; there’s no such felt in hell
The fellow but to mine I feel now.
Sweet power, before I can have [time] to taste thee
Must I forever lose thee? What’s the impostume
That swells ‘em now?
 

GENTLEMAN
The murder of Constantius.
 

Exit Gentleman.
 

VORTIGER
Ulcers of realms! They hated him alive,
Grew weary of the minute of his reign
Compared with some kings’ time, and poisoned him
Often before he died in their black wishes,
Call’d him an evil of their own electing.
And is their ignorant zeal so fiery now
When all [their] thanks are cold? The mutable hearts
That move in their false breasts! Provide me safety!
 

Shout.
 

Hark, I hear ruin threaten me with a voice
That imitates thunder.
 

Enter Gentleman.
 

GENTLEMAN
Where’s the king?
 

VORTIGER
Who takes him?
 

GENTLEMAN
Send peace to all your royal thoughts, my lord;
A fleet of valiant Saxons newly landed
Offer the truth of all their service to you.
 

VORTIGER
Saxons! My wishes! Let ‘em have free entrance
And plenteous welcomes from all hearts that love us;
They never could come happier.
 

Enter Hengist, Horsus, drum and soldiers.
 

HENGIST
Health, power, and victory to Vortiger.
 

VORTIGER
There can be no more wish’d to a king’s pleasure
If all the languages earth speaks were ransack’d.
Your names I know not, but so much good fortune
And warranted worth lightens your fair aspects,
I cannot but in arms of love enfold you.
 

HENGIST
The mistress of our births, hope-[fruitful] Germany,
Calls me Hengistus, and this Captain Horsus,
A man low built but, sir, in acts of valour
Flame is not swifter. We are all, my lord,
The sons of fortune; she has sent us forth
To thrive by the red sweat of our own merits,
And since after the rage of many a tempest
Our fate has cast us upon Britain’s bounds,
We offer you the first fruits of our wounds.
 

VORTIGER
Which we shall dearly prize; the mean’st blood spent
Shall at wealth’s fountain make his own content.
 

HENGIST
You double vigour in us then, my lord:
Pay is the soul of them that thrive by th’ sword.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

Near the palace
 

Alarums and skirmish. Enter Vortiger and Gentleman.
 

GENTLEMAN
My lord, these Saxons bring a fortune with ‘em
Stains any Roman success.
 

VORTIGER
On, speak forward;
I will not take a moment from thy tidings.
 

GENTLEMAN
The main supporters of this insurrection
They have taken prisoners, and the rest so tame
They stoop to the least grace that flows from mercy.
 

VORTIGER
Never came power guided by better stars
Than these men’s fortitudes, yet [th’are] misbelievers;
’Tis to my reason wondrous.
 

Enter Hengist, Horsus, with drum, colours, soldiers leading prisoners.
 

Y’have given me such a first taste of your worth,
‘Twill never from my love; sure when life’s gone
The memory sure will follow, my soul still
Participating immortality with it.
And here’s the misery of earth’s limited glory:
There’s not a way reveal’d to give you honour
Above the sum which your own praises give you.
 

HENGIST
Indeed, my lord, we hold, when all’s summ’d up
That can be made for worth to be express’d,
The fame that a [man wins] himself is best;
That he may call his own: honours put to him
Make him no more a man than his clothes do,
And as soon taken off, for as in warmth
The heat comes from the body, not the weeds,
So man’s true fame must strike from his own deeds.
And since by this event which fortune speaks us
This land appears the fair predestin’d soil
Ordain’d for our good hap, we crave, my lord,
A little earth to thrive on, what you please,
Where we’ll but keep a nursery of good spirits
To fight for you and yours.
 

VORTIGER
Sir, for our treasure,
’Tis open to your merits as our love,
But for y’are strangers in religion chiefly,
Which is the greatest alienation can be
And breeds most factions in the bloods of men,
I must not grant you that.
 

Enter Simon with a hide.
 

HENGIST
[Aside] ‘S precious! — My lord,
I see a pattern, be it but so little
As yon poor hide will compass.
 

VORTIGER
How! The hide?
 

HENGIST
Rather than nothing, sir.
 

VORTIGER
Since y’are so reasonable,
Take so much in the best part of our kingdom.
 

HENGIST
We thank your grace.
 

[Exit Vortiger.]
 

Rivers from [bubbling] springs
Have rise at first, and great from abject things.
Stay yonder fellow. He came luckily,
And he shall fare well for’t, whate’er he be;
We’ll thank our fortune in rewarding him.
 

HORSUS
Stay, fellow.
 

SIMON
How, fellow! ’Tis more than you know
Whether I be your fellow or no, for I am sure
You see me not.
 

HENGIST
Come, what’s the price of your hide?
 

SIMON
[Aside] Oh, unreasonable villain! He would buy the house o’er a man’s head. I’ll be sure now to make my bargain wisely; they may buy me out of my skin else. — Whose hide would you have, mine or the beast’s? There’s little difference in their complexions; I think mine [be] th’ better o’ th’ twain: you shall see for your love and buy for your money. [Aside] A pestilence on you all, how have you gull’d me! You buy an ox hide! You buy a good calf’s gather! They are all hungry soldiers and I took ‘em for shoemakers.
 

HENGIST
Hold fellow, prithee hold. Right a fool wordling
That kicks at all good fortune! Whose man art thou?
 

SIMON
I am a servant, yet I am a masterless man, sir.
 

HENGIST
How! Prithee how’s that now?
 

SIMON
Very nimbly, sir: my master’s dead, and I serve my mistress. I am a masterless man, sir; she’s now a widow, and I am the foreman of her tan-pit.
 

HENGIST
[Giving him money] Hold you and thank your fortune, not your wit.
 

SIMON
Faith, and I thank your bounty and not your wisdom; you are not troubled greatly with wit neither it seems. [Aside] Now by this light, a nest of yellowhammers! What will become of me? If I can keep all these without hanging of myself, I am happier than a hundred of my neighbours. — You shall have my skin into the bargain too, willingly, sir, then if I chance to die like a dog, the labour will be saved of fleaing. I’ll undertake, sir, you shall have all the skins of our parish at this rate, man and woman’s.
 

HENGIST
Sirrah, give ear to me: now take your hide
And cut it all into the slenderest thongs
That can bear strength to hold.
 

SIMON
That were a jest indeed! Go and spoil all the leather? Sin and pity, why, ’twould shoe half your army!
 

HENGIST
Do’t, I bid you.
 

SIMON
What, cut it all in thongs? Hunch, [this] is like the vanity of your Roman gallants, that cannot wear good suits but they must have ‘em cut and slash’d into giggets, that the very crimson taffety sits blushing at their follies. I would I might persuade you, sir, from the humour of cutting; ’tis but a kind of swaggering condition and nothing profitable. What an’t were but well pinked? ’Twould last longer for a summer suit.
 

HENGIST
What a gross lump of ignorance have I lighted on!
I must be forc’d to beat my drift into him.
Look you, to make you wiser than your parents,
I have so much ground given me as this hide will compass,
Which, as it is, is nothing.
 

SIMON
Nothing, quoth ‘a!
Why, ‘twill not keep a hog!
 

HENGIST
Now with the vantage
Cut into several parcels, ‘twill stretch [far]
And make a liberal circuit.
 

SIMON
A shame on your crafty hide! Is this your cunning? I have learn’d more knavery now than ever I shall shake off while I live. I’ll go purchase lands by cows’ tails and undo the parish; three good bulls’ pizzles would set up a man forever. This is like a pin a day doubled to set up a haberdasher of small wares.
 

HENGIST
Thus men as mean to thrive as we must learn, captain,
Set in a foot at first.
 

SIMON
A foot do you call it?
The devil’s in that foot, it takes up all
This leather.
 

HENGIST
Dispatch, away, and cut it carefully
With all the advantage, sirrah.
 

SIMON
You could never have lighted upon such a fellow, captain, to serve your turn. I have such a trick of stretching too — I learnt it of a tanner’s man that was hang’d last sessions — that I’ll warrant you I’ll get you in a mile and a half more than y’are aware of.
 

HENGIST
Pray serve me so as oft as you will, sir.
 

SIMON
I’m casting about for nine acres to make you a garden plot out of one of the buttocks.
 

HENGIST
‘Twill be a good soil for nosegays.
 

SIMON
‘Twill be a good soil for cabbages to stuff out the guts of your fellows there.
 

Exit Simon.
 

HENGIST
You, sirs, go see it carefully perform’d;
It is the first foundations of our fortunes
On Britain’s earth and ought to be embrac’d
With a respect near-link’d to adoration.
 

[Exeunt soldiers.]
 

Methinks it sounds to me a fair assurance
Of large honours and hopes, does’t not, captain?
 

HORSUS
How many have begun with less at first
That have departed emperors from their bodies,
And left their carcasses as much in monument
As would erect a college?
 

HENGIST
There’s the fruits
Of their religious shows too, to lie rotting
Under a million spent in gold and marble,
When thousands left behind dies without shelter,
Having nor house nor food.
 

HORSUS
A precious charity.
But where shall we make choice of our ground, captain?
 

HENGIST
About the fruitful banks of [uberous] Kent,
A fat and olive soil; there we came in.
Oh, captain, h’as given [he knows] not what!
 

HORSUS
Long may he give so.
 

HENGIST
I tell thee, sirrah, he that begg’d a field
Of fourscore acres for a garden plot,
’Twas pretty well, but he came short of this.
 

HORSUS
Send over for more Saxons.
 

HENGIST
With all speed, captain.
 

HORSUS
Especially for Roxena.
 

HENGIST
Who, my daughter?
 

HORSUS
That star of Germany, forget not her, sir,
She is a fair, fortunate maid — [aside] I shall betray myself — 
Fair is she, and most fortunate may she be.
[Aside] But in maid lost forever: my desire
Has been the close confusion of that name.
A treasure ’tis, able to make more thieves
Than cabinets set open to entice,
Which learns one theft that never knew the vice.
 

HENGIST
Some I’ll dispatch with speed.
 

HORSUS
Do you forget not.
 

HENGIST
Marry, pray help my memory if I should.
 

HORSUS
Roxena, you remember?
 

HENGIST
What more dear, sir?
 

HORSUS
I see you need no help; your memory’s clear, sir.
 

Shout and flourish.
 

HENGIST
Those shouts leapt from our army.
 

HORSUS
They were too cheerful
To voice a bad event.
 

Enter Gentleman Saxon.
 

HENGIST
Now, sir, your news?
 

GENTLEMAN SAXON
Roxena the fair.
 

HENGIST
True, she shall be sent for.
 

GENTLEMAN SAXON
She’s here.
 

HENGIST
What sayst?
 

GENTLEMAN SAXON
She’s come, sir.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] A new youth
Begins me o’er again!
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Followed you close, sir,
With such a zeal as daughter never equall’d,
Expos’d herself to all the merciless dangers
Set in mankind or fortune, not regarding
Aught but your sight.
 

HENGIST
Her love is infinite to me.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] Most charitably censor’d! ’Tis her cunning,
The love of her own lust, which makes a woman
Gallop down hill as fearless as a drunkard;
There’s no true lodestone i’ th’ world but that.
It draws ‘em through all storms by sea or shame:
Life’s loss is thought too small to pay that game.
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
What follows more of her will take you strongly.
 

HENGIST
How!
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Nay, ’tis worth your wonder.
 

HENGIST
I thirst for’t.
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Her heart joy-ravish’d at your late success,
Being the early morning of your fortunes
So prosperously new-opening at her coming,
She takes a cup of gold and midst the army,
Teaching her knee a current cheerfulness
Which well became her, drank a liberal health
To the king’s joys and yours, the king in presence,
Who with her sight, but her [behaviour] chiefly — 
Or chief I know not which, but one or both — 
But he’s so far ‘bove my expression caught,
‘Twere art enough for [one] man’s time and portion
To speak him and miss nothing.
 

HENGIST
This is astonishing!
 

HORSUS
[Aside] Oh, this ends bitter now! Our close hid flame
Will break out of my heart: I cannot keep it.
 

HENGIST
Gave you attention to this, captain? How now, man?
 

HORSUS
A kind of grief about these times o’ th’ moon still;
I feel a pain like a convulsion,
A cramp at heart, I know not what name fits it.
 

HENGIST
Nor never seek [one] for’t; let it go
Without a name. Would all griefs were serv’d so;
Our using of ‘em mannerly makes ‘em grow.
 

Flourish. Enter Vortiger, Roxena, attendants.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] A love knot already, arm in arm!
 

VORTIGER
What’s he lays claim here?
 

HENGIST
In right of fatherhood
I challenge an obedient part, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Take ‘t, and send back the rest.
 

HENGIST
What means your grace?
 

VORTIGER
You’ll keep no more than what belongs to you, will you?
 

HENGIST
That’s all, my lord, it all belongs to me; yet
I keep a husband’s interest till he come.
Yet out of duty and respect of majesty,
I send her back your servant.
 

VORTIGER
My mistress, sir, or nothing.
 

HENGIST
Come again;
I [never] thought to have heard so ill of thee.
 

VORTIGER
How, sir! So ill?
 

HENGIST
So beyond detestable,
To be an honest vassal is some calling;
Poor is the worst of that, shame comes not to’t.
But mistress: that’s the only common bait
Fortune sets at all hours, catching whore[s] with it,
And plucks ‘em up by clusters. There’s my sword, my lord,
And if your strong desires aim at my blood,
Which runs too purely there, a nobler way
Quench it in mine.
 

VORTIGER
I ne’er took sword in vain.
Hengist, we here create thee Earl of Kent.
 

HORSUS
[Aside, and falling down] Oh, that will do’t, ‘twill do’t!
 

VORTIGER
What ails our friend? Look to him.
 

ROXENA
Oh, ’tis his epilepsy, I know it well;
I [holp] him once in Germany. Com’st again?
A virgin’s right hand strok’d upon his heart
Gives him ease straight, but ‘t must be a pure virgin,
Or else it brings no comfort.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] What a task
She puts upon herself! Unurg’d-for purity!
The proof of this will bring love’s rage upon me.
 

[Roxena kneels by Horsus, and they talk aside.]
 

ROXENA
Oh, this would mad a woman! There’s no plague
In love to indiscretion.
 

HORSUS
Pish, this cures not.
 

ROXENA
Dost think I’ll ever wrong thee?
 

HORSUS
Oh, most feelingly!
But I’ll prevent it now and break thy neck
With thy own cunning; thou hast undertook
To give me help, to bring in royal credit,
Thy crack’d virginity, but I’ll spoil all:
I will not stand on purpose, though I could,
But fall still, to disgrace thee.
 

ROXENA
What, you will not?
 

HORSUS
I have no other way to help myself,
For when thou’t known to be a whore impost’rous,
I shall be sure to keep thee.
 

ROXENA
Oh, sir, shame me not!
Y’have had what’s precious; try my faith yet once more:
Undo me not at first in chaste opinion.
 

HORSUS
All this art shall not make me find my legs.
 

ROXENA
I prithee wilt thou wilfully confound me?
 

HORSUS
Well, I’m content for this time to recover
To save thy credit and bite in my pain,
But if thou ever fail’st me, I will fall
And thou shalt never get me up again.
 

ROXENA
Agreed ‘twixt you and I, sir. — [Raising him] See, my lord,
A poor maid’s work: the man may pass for health now
Among the clearest bloods and whose are nicest.
 

VORTIGER
I have heard of women bring men on their knees,
But few that [e’er restor’d] ‘em. How now, captain?
 

HORSUS
My lord, methinks I could do things past man,
I’m so renew’d in vigour; I long most
For violent exercise to take me down:
My joy’s so high in blood I am above [frailty].
 

VORTIGER
My Lord of Kent?
 

HENGIST
Your love’s unworthy creature.
 

VORTIGER
Seest thou this fair [chain]? Think upon the means
To keep it link’d forever.
 

HENGIST
Oh, my lord,
’Tis many degrees sund’red from that hope!
Besides your grace has a young, virtuous queen.
 

VORTIGER
I say think on’t, think on’t.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] And this wind hold
I shall even fall to my old disease again.
 

VORTIGER
[To Roxena] There’s no fault in thee but to come so late;
All else is excellent, I chide none but fate.
 

Flourish, cornets. Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

A room in the palace
 

Enter Horsus, Roxena.
 

ROXENA
I have no conceit now that you ever lov’d me,
But as lust held you for the time.
 

HORSUS
So, so.
 

ROXENA
Do you pine at my advancement, sir?
 

HORSUS
Oh, barrenness
Of understanding! What a right love is this!
’Tis you that fall, I that am reprehended!
What height of honours, eminence and fortune
Should ravish me from you?
 

ROXENA
Who can tell that, sir? What’s he can judge
Of a man’s appetite before he sees him eat?
Who knows the strength of any’s constancy
That never yet was tempted? We can call
Nothing our own if they be deeds to come;
They are only ours when they are pass’d and done.
How bless’d are you above your apprehension
If your desire would lend you so much patience
To examine the adventurous condition
Of our affections, which are full of hazard,
And draw in the time’s goodness to defend us!
First, this bold course of ours can’t last long,
Or never does in any without shame,
And that, you know, brings danger; and the greater
My father is in blood, as he’s well risen,
The greater will the storm of his rage be
‘Gainst his blood[‘s] wronging; I have cast for this.
’Tis not advancement that I love alone,
’Tis love of shelter, to keep shame unknown.
 

HORSUS
Oh, were I sure of thee, as ’tis impossible
There to be ever sure where there’s no hold,
Your pregnant hopes should not be long arising!
 

ROXENA
By what assurance have you held me thus far
Which you found firm, despair you [not] in that.
 

HORSUS
True, that was good security for the time,
But admit a change of state. When y’are advanc’d
You women have a French toy in your pride;
You make your friend come crouching, or perhaps,
To bow i’ th’ hams the better, he is put
To complement three hours with your chief gentlewoman,
Then perhaps not admitted, nay, nor never:
That’s the more noble fashion. Forgetfulness:
’Tis the pleasing’st virtue anyone can have
That rises up from nothing, for by the same
Forgetting all they forget from whence they came,
An excellent property for oblivion.
 

ROXENA
I pity all the fortunes of poor women
Now in mine own unhappiness. When we have given
All that we have to men, what’s our requital?
An ill-[fac’d] jealousy, which resembles much
The mistrustfulness of an insatiate thief
That scarce believes he has all, though he has stripp’d
The true man naked and [left] nothing on him
But the hard cord that binds him: so are we
First robb’d and then left bound by jealousy.
Sure he that finds us now has a great purchase,
And well he [gains] that builds another’s ruins,
Yet man — the only seed that’s sown in envy,
Whom little would suffice as any creature
Either in food or pleasure — yet ’tis known
What would give ten enough contents not one.
A strong diseas’d conceit may tell strange tales to you
And so abuse us both: take but th’ opinion
Of common reason, and you’ll find ‘t impossible
That you should lose me in this king’s advancement,
Who here’s a usurper. As he has the kingdom,
So shall he have my love by usurpation;
The right shall be in thee still: my ascension
To dignity is but to waft thee upward,
And all usurpers have a falling-sickness,
They cannot keep up long.
 

HORSUS
May credulous man
Put all his confidence in so weak a bottom
And make a saving voyage?
 

ROXENA
Nay, as gainful
As ever man yet made.
 

HORSUS
Go, take thy fortune,
Aspire with my consent, so thy ambition
Will be sure to prosper. Speak the fair certainty
Of Britain’s queen home to thy wishes.
 

ROXENA
Speak
In hope I may, but not in certainty.
 

HORSUS
I say in both: hope and be sure I’ll quickly
Remove her that stands between [thee and] thy glory.
 

ROXENA
Life is love!
If lost virginity can win such a day,
I’ll have no daughter but shall learn my way.
 

Exit Roxena.
 

HORSUS
‘Twill be good work for him that first instructs ‘em,
Maybe some son of mine, got by this woman too.
Man’s scattered lust brings forth most strange events,
An’ ‘twere but strictly thought on. How many brothers
Wantonly got through ignorance of their births
May match with their own sisters!
 

Enter Vortiger.
 

[Aside] Peace, ’tis he.
Invention fail me not; ’tis a gallant’s credit
To marry his whore bravely.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] Have I power
Of life and death, and cannot command ease
In mine own blood? After I was a king
I thought I never should have felt pain more,
That there had been a ceasing of all passions
And common stings, which subjects use to feel,
That were created with a [patience] fit
For all extremities: but such as we
Know not the way to suffer; then to do’t,
How most prepost’rous ’tis! What’s all our greatness
If we that prescribe bounds to meaner men
Must not pass these ourselves? Oh, most ridiculous!
This makes the vulgar merry to endure,
Knowing our state is strict and less secure.
I’ll break through custom. Why should not the mind,
The nobler part that’s of us, be allow’d
Change of affections, as our bodies are
Still change of food and raiment? I’ll have’t so.
All fashions appear strange at first production,
But this would be well followed. — Oh, captain!
 

HORSUS
My lord, I grieve for you; [you] scarce fetch breath
But a sigh hangs at end on’t: this is no way
If you’ll give way to counsel.
 

VORTIGER
Set me right then,
And quickly, sir, or I shall curse thy charity
For lifting up my understanding to me
To show that I was wrong: ignorance is safe;
I slept happily. If knowledge mend me not
Thou hast committed a most cruel sin,
To [wake] me into judgment and then leave me.
 

HORSUS
I will not leave you so, sir, that were rudely [done].
First y’have a flame too open and too violent,
Which like blood-guiltiness in an offender
Betrays him when none can: out with it, sir,
Or let some cunning coverture be made
Before our practice enters, ‘twill spoil all else.
 

VORTIGER
Why, look you, sir, I can be as calm as silence
All the whiles music plays; strike on, sweet friend,
As mild and merry as the heart of [innocence].
I prithee take my temper. Has a virgin
A heat more modest?
 

HORSUS
[Aside] He does well to ask me;
I [could] have told that once. — Why, here’s a government!
There’s not a sweeter amity in friendship
Than in this friendly league ‘twixt you and health.
 

VORTIGER
Then since thou find’st me capable of happiness,
Instruct me with the practice.
 

HORSUS
What would you say, my lord,
If I ensnare her in an act of lust?
 

VORTIGER
Oh, there were art to the life! But that’s impossible;
I prithee flatter me no further with’t.
[Fie], so much sin as goes to make up that
Will ne’er prevail with her: why, I tell thee, sir,
She’s so sin-killing modest, that if only
To move the question were enough adultery
To cause a separation, there’s no gallant
So brassy-impudent durst undertake
The words that should belong to’t.
 

HORSUS
Say you so, sir?
There’s nothing made i’ th’ world but has a way to’t,
Though some be harder than the rest to find,
Yet one there is, that’s certain, and I think
I have took the course to light on’t.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, I pray for’t!
 

HORSUS
I heard you lately say, from whence, my lord,
My practice receiv’d life first, that your queen
Still consecrates her time to contemplation,
Takes solitary walks.
 

VORTIGER
Nay, late and early, sir,
Commands her weak guard from her, which are but women
When ’tis at [strongest].
 

HORSUS
I like all this well, my lord.
And now your grace shall know what net is us’d
In many places to catch modest women,
Such as will never yield by prayers or gifts.
Now there be some will catch up men as fast,
But those she-fowlers nothing concerns us:
Their birding is at windows, ours abroad,
Where ring-doves should be caught, that’s married wives
Or chaste maids, what the appetite has a mind to.
’Tis practis’d often, therefore worth discovery
And may well fit the purpose.
 

VORTIGER
Make no pause then.
 

HORSUS
The honest gentlewoman, where’er she be,
When nothing will prevail, I pity her now;
Poor soul, she’s entic’d forth by her own sex
To be betray’d to man, who in some garden-house
[Or] remote walk, taking his lustful time,
Binds darkness on her eyes, surprises her,
And having a coach ready, turns her in,
Hurrying her where he list for the sin’s safety,
Making a rape of honour without words,
And at the low ebbs of his lust, perhaps
Some three days after, sends her coach again
To the same place, and, which would make most mad,
She’s spoil’d of all, yet knows not where she was robb’d:
Wise, dear, precious mischief.
 

VORTIGER
Is this practis’d?
 

HORSUS
Too much, my lord, to be so little known;
A springe to catch a maidenhead after sunset,
Clip it, and send it home again to th’ city:
There ‘twill be ne’er perceiv’d.
 

VORTIGER
My raptures want expression! I conceit
Enough to make me fortunate and thee great.
 

HORSUS
Ay, [practise] it then, my lord. [Aside] I knew ’twould take.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

Grounds near the palace
 

Enter Castiza [with] a book, two Ladies.
 

CASTIZA
Methinks you live strange lives! When I see’t not,
The less it grieves me; you know how to ease me then.
If you but knew how well I lov’d your absence
You would bestow ‘t upon me without asking.
 

FIRST LADY
Faith, for my part, were it no more for ceremony
Than ’tis for love, you should walk long enough
For my attendance; so think all my fellows,
Though they say nothing. Books in women’s hands
They are as much against the hair, methinks,
As to see men [wear] stomachers and night-rails!
She that has the green sickness and should follow her counsel would die like an ass and go to th’ worms like a salad; not I as long as such a creature as man is made: she’s a fool that will not know what he’s good for.
 

Exeunt Ladies.
 

CASTIZA
Though amongst lives’ elections that of virgin
I speak noblest of, yet ‘t has pleas’d just heaven
To send me a contented blessedness
In this of marriage, which I ever doubted;
I see the king’s affection was a true one,
It lasts and holds out long: that[‘s] no mean virtue
In a commanding man, though in great fear
At first I was enforc’d to venture on’t.
 

Enter Vortiger and Horsus [disguised, to one side].
 

VORTIGER
All’s happy, clear and safe.
 

HORSUS
The rest comes gently then.
 

VORTIGER
Be sure you seize on her full sight at first,
For fear of my discovery.
 

HORSUS
I’ll not miss it.
 

VORTIGER
Now fortune, and I am sped.
 

[Horsus seizes and blindfolds Castiza.]
 

CASTIZA
Oh, help, treason, treason!
 

HORSUS
Sirrah, how stand you? Prevent noise and clamour,
Or death shall end thy service.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] A sure cunning.
 

CASTIZA
Oh, rescue!
 

HORSUS
Dead her voice; away, make speed!
 

[Vortiger gags her.] Exeunt and enter again.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

Off a country road
 

CASTIZA
No help, no succour?
 

HORSUS
Louder yet? [Extend]
Your voice to the last rack, you shall have leave now;
Y’are far from any pity.
 

CASTIZA
What’s my sin?
 

HORSUS
Contempt of man, and he’s a noble creature,
And takes it in ill part to be despis’d.
 

CASTIZA
I never despis’d any.
 

HORSUS
No? You hold us
Unworthy to be lov’d. What call you that?
 

CASTIZA
I have a lord disproves you.
 

HORSUS
Pish, your lord!
You’re bound to love your lord, that’s no thanks to you;
You should love those you are not tied to love:
That’s the right trial of a woman’s charity.
 

CASTIZA
I know not what you are nor what my fault is,
But if’t be life you seek, whate’er you be,
Use no immodest words and take it from me:
You kill me more in talking sinfully
Than acting cruelly; be so far pitiful
To end me without words.
 

HORSUS
Long may you live,
The wish of a good subject; ’tis not life
That I thirst after: loyalty forbid
I should commit such treason! You mistake me,
I have no such bloody thought; only your love
Shall content me.
 

CASTIZA
What said you, sir?
 

HORSUS
Thus, thus plainly,
To strip my words as naked as my purpose,
I must and will enjoy you.
 

[Castiza swoons.]
 

Gone already?
Look to her, bear her up, she goes apace.
I fear’d this still, and therefore came provided.
 

[Takes out a vial and gives some of its liquid to Castiza.]
 

There’s that will fetch life from a dying spark
And make it spread a furnace; she’s well straight.
It kept a lord seven years alive together
In spite of nature, that he look’d like one
Had leave to walk out of a grave to air himself
Yet still walked lord.
 

[Castiza recovers.]
 

Pish, let her go; she stands,
Upon my knowledge, or else she counterfeits.
I know the virtue.
 

CASTIZA
Never did sorrows in afflicted woman
Meet with such cruelty; such hard-hearted ways
Human invention never found before.
To call back life to live is but ill-taken
By some departing soul; then to force mine back
To an eternal act of death in lust,
What is it but most execrable?
 

HORSUS
So, so;
But this is from the business. List to me:
Here you are now far from all hope of friendship,
Save what you make mine; ‘scape me you cannot,
Send your soul that assurance. That resolv’d on
You know not who I am nor never shall,
I need not fear you then; but give consent
Then with the faithfulness of a true friend:
I’ll open myself to you, fall your servant,
As I do now in hope, proud of submission,
And seal the deed up with eternal secrecy,
Not death should pick it open, much less [the] king’s
Authority or torture.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] I admire him.
 

CASTIZA
[Kneeling] Oh, sir, whate’er you are, I teach my knee
Thus to requite you; be content to take
Only my sight as ransom for mine honour,
And where you have but mock’d mine eyes with darkness,
Pluck ‘em out quite: all outward light of body
I’ll spare most willingly, but take not from me
That which must guide me to another world
And leave me dark forever, fast without
That cursed pleasure which would make two souls
Endure a famine everlastingly.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] This almost moves.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] By this light, he’ll be taken.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] I’ll wrastle down all pity. — Will you consent?
 

CASTIZA
I’ll never be so guilty.
 

HORSUS
Farewell words then;
You hear no more of me, but thus I seize thee.
 

CASTIZA
Oh, if a power above be [reverenc’d] in thee,
I bind thee by that name, by manhood, nobleness,
And all the charms of honour!
 

Exeunt Vortiger [carrying off] Castiza.
 

HORSUS
Here’s one caught
For an example; never was poor lady
So mock’d into false terror. With what anguish
She lies with her own lord! Now she could curse
All into barrenness and beguile herself by it.
Conceit’s a powerful thing, and is indeed
Plac’d as a palate to taste grief or love,
And as that relishes so we approve:
Hence it comes that our taste is so beguil’d,
Changing pure blood for some that’s mix’d and soil’d.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

A chamber in a castle near Quinborough
 

Enter Hengist.
 

HENGIST
A fair and fortunate constellation reign’d
When we set footing here: from his first gift,
Which to a king’s unbounded eyes seem’d nothing,
The compass of a hide, I have erected
A strong and spacious castle, yet contain’d myself
Within my limits, without check or censure.
Thither, with all the observance of a subject,
The liveliest witness of a grateful mind,
I purpose to invite him and his queen
And feast ‘em nobly.
 

A noise. Barber and Tailor within.
 

BARBER
[Within] We will enter, sir;
’Tis a state business of a twelvemonth long,
The choosing of a mayor.
 

HENGIST
What noise is that?
 

TAILOR
[Within] Sir, we must speak with the good Earl of Kent;
Though we were ne’er brought up to keep a door,
We are as honest, sir, as some that do.
 

Enter Gentleman [Saxon].
 

HENGIST
Now what’s the occasion of their clamours, sir?
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Please you, my lord, a company of townsmen
Are bent against all denials and resistance
To have speech with your lordship, and that you
Must end a difference, which none else can do.
 

HENGIST
Why, then there’s reason in their violence,
Which I never look’d for: let in first but one,
And as we relish him the rest comes on.
 

Exit Gentleman [Saxon].
 

‘Twere no safe wisdom in a rising man
To slight off such as these; nay, rather these
Are the foundation of a lofty work:
We cannot build without them and stand sure;
He that ascends up to a mountain’s top
Must first begin at foot.
 

Enter Gentleman [Saxon].
 

Now, sir, who comes?
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
They cannot yet agree, my lord, of that.
 

HENGIST
How!
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
They say ’tis worse now for ‘em than ever ’twas before,
For where the difference stood but between two,
Upon this coming first [they are] at odds;
One says, sir, he shall lose his place at church by’t,
Another he’ll not do his wife that wrong,
And by their good wills they would come all at first.
The strife continues in most heat, my lord,
Between a country barber and a tailor
Of the same [town], and which your lordship names
’Tis yielded by consent that one shall enter.
 

HENGIST
Here’s no sweet [coil]! I’m glad they’re so reasonable.
Call in the barber: if the tale be long
He’ll cut it short, I trust; that’s all the hope on’t.
 

Enter Barber.
 

Now, sir, are [you] the barber?
 

BARBER
Oh, most barbarous! A corrector of enormities in hair, my lord, a promoter of upper lips, or what your lordship, in the neatness of your discretion, shall vouchsafe call it.
 

HENGIST
Very good, I see this you have without book.
But what’s your business now?
 

BARBER
Your lordship comes
To a high point indeed; the business, sir,
Lies all about the head.
 

HENGIST
That[‘s] work for you.
 

BARBER
No, my good lord, there is a corporation, a kind of body, a body.
 

HENGIST
The barber’s out at body, let in the tailor.
This ’tis to reach beyond your own profession:
When you let go your head, you lose your memory;
You have no business with the body.
 

BARBER
Yes, sir, I am a barber-surgeon: I have had something to do with’t in my time, my lord, and I was never so out o’ th’ body as I have been here of late; send me good luck, I’ll go marry some whore or other but I’ll get in again.
 

Enter Tailor.
 

HENGIST
Now, sir, a good discovery come from you
That we may know the inwards of the business.
 

TAILOR
I will rip [up] the linings to your lordship,
And show what stuff ’tis made on; for the body,
Or corporation — 
 

HENGIST
There the barber left indeed.
 

TAILOR
’Tis piec’d up of two factions.
 

HENGIST
A patch’d town the whilst.
 

TAILOR
Nor can [we] go through stitch, my noble lord,
The choler is so great in the one party.
And as in linsey-woolsey wove together
One piece makes several suits, so, upright earl,
Our linsey-woolsey hearts makes all this coil.
 

HENGIST
What’s all this now?
Call in the rest; I’m ne’er the wiser yet.
I should commend my wit could I but guess
What this would come to.
 

Enter Glover, Buttonmonger, Brazier [and the other tradesmen].
 

Now, sirs, what are you?
 

GLOVER
Sir-reverence on your lordship, I am a glover.
 

HENGIST
What needs that then?
 

GLOVER
Sometimes I deal with dog’s-leather,
Sir-reverence all that while.
 

HENGIST
Well, to the purpose, if there be any towards.
 

GLOVER
I were an ass else, saving your lordship’s presence; we have a body, but our town wants a hand, a hand of justice, a worshipful master mayor.
 

HENGIST
This is well-handed yet,
A man may take some hold on’t. You want a mayor?
 

GLOVER
Right, but there’s two at fisticuffs about it, sir,
As I may say, at daggers drawing, sir,
But that I cannot say, because they have none;
And you being Earl of Kent, the town does say
Your lordship’s voice shall choose and part the fray.
 

HENGIST
This is strange work for me. Well, sir, what be they?
 

GLOVER
The one is a tanner.
 

HENGIST
Fie, I shall be too partial;
I owe too much affection to that trade
To put it to my voice. [What is] his name?
 

GLOVER
Simon, sir.
 

HENGIST
How! Simon, too?
 

GLOVER
Nay, ’tis but Simon one, sir, the very same Simon
That sold your lordship the hide.
 

HENGIST
What sayst thou?
 

GLOVER
That’s all his glory, sir: he got his master’s widow by’t presently after, a rich tanner’s wife. She has set him up; he was her foreman a long time in her other husband’s days.
 

HENGIST
Now let me perish in my first aspiring
If the pretty [simplicity] of his fortune
Do not most highly take me; ’tis a presage, methinks,
Of bright, succeeding happiness to mine
When my fate’s glowworm casts forth such a shine.
And what’s the other that contends with him?
 

TAILOR
Marry, my noble lord, a fustian weaver.
 

HENGIST
How! Will he offer to compare with Simon?
He a fit match for him!
 

Enter Simon and Oliver.
 

BARBER
Hark, hark, my lord!
Here they come both now in a pelting chafe
From the town-house.
 

SIMON
[How]! Before me? I scorn thee,
Thou wattle-[fac’d], sing’d pig!
 

OLIVER
Pig? I defy thee!
My uncle was a Jew and scorn’d the motion.
 

SIMON
I list not brook thy vaunts. Compare with me?
Thou spindle of concupiscence, ’tis well known
Thy first wife was a flax-wench.
 

OLIVER
But such a flax-wench
Would I might never want at my most need,
Nor any friend of mine. My neighbours knew her;
Thy wife was but a hampen halter to her.
 

SIMON
Use better words; I’ll hang thee in my year else,
Let whose will choose thee afterwards.
 

GLOVER
Peace! For shame!
Quench your great spirits. Do not you see his lordship?
 

HENGIST
What, Master Simonides?
 

SIMON
Simonides? What a fine name he has made of Simon! Then he’s an ass that calls me Simon again; I’m quite out of love with’t.
 

HENGIST
Give me thy hand. I love thee and thy fortunes;
I like a man that thrives.
 

SIMON
I took a widow, my lord, to be the best piece of ground to thrive on, and by my faith, there’s a young Simonides, like a green onion, peeping up already.
 

HENGIST
Th’ast a good, lucky hand.
 

SIMON
I have somewhat, sir.
 

HENGIST
But why to me is this election offer’d?
The choosing of a mayor goes by most voices.
 

SIMON
True, sir, but most of our townsmen are so hoarse with drinking, there’s ne’er a good voice amongst ‘em all that are now here in this company.
 

HENGIST
Are you content both to put all to these then,
To whom I liberally resign my interest
To prevent censure?
 

SIMON
I speak first, my lord.
 

OLIVER
Though I speak last, I hope I am not least.
If [they] will cast away a town-born child,
They may; ’tis but dying some forty years or so
Before my time.
 

HENGIST
I’ll leave you to your choice awhile.
 

ALL
Your good lordship.
 

Exit Hengist.
 

SIMON
Look you, neighbours, view us both well ere you be too hasty; let Oliver the fustian weaver stand as fair as I do, and the devil give him good out.
 

OLIVER
I do, thou upstart [callymoocher], I do. ’Tis well known to thee I have been twice alecunner, thou mushrump that shot up in one night with lying with thy mistress.
 

SIMON
Faith, thou art such a spiny bald-rib, all the mistresses in the town would never get thee up.
 

OLIVER
I scorn to rise by a woman, as thou didst; my wife shall rise by me.
 

SIMON
The better for some of thy neighbours when you are asleep.
 

GLOVER
I pray cease of your communication; we can do nothing else.
 

[The tradesmen retire and talk amongst themselves.]
 

OLIVER
[Aside] I gave that barber a fustian suit, and twice redeem’d his cittern; he may remember me.
 

SIMON
[Aside] I fear no false measure but in that tailor;
The glover and the button-maker are both cocksure;
That collier’s eye I like not.
Now they consult, the matter is a-brewing.
Poor Gill my wife lies longing for this news;
‘Twill make her a glad mother.
 

ALL
A Simon, a Simon, a Simon, a Simon!
 

SIMON
My good people, I thank you all.
 

OLIVER
Wretch that I am, tanner, thou hast curry’d favour.
 

SIMON
I curry? I defy thy fustian fume!
 

OLIVER
But I will prove a rebel all thy year
And raise up the seven deadly sins against thee.
 

Exit.
 

SIMON
The deadly sins will scorn to rise by thee, and they have any breeding, as commonly they are well brought up; ’tis not for every scab to be acquainted with ‘em. But leaving scabs, to you good neighbours [now] I bend my speech. First, to say more than a man can say, I hold it not so fit to be spoken, but to say what man ought to say, there I leave you also. I must confess your loves have chosen a weak and unlearn’d man — that I can neither write nor read you all can witness — yet not altogether so unlearn’d but I could set my mark to a bond, if I would be so simple, an excellent token of government. Cheer you then, my hearts, you have done you know not what. There’s a full point; you must all cough and hem now.
 

ALL
Hum, hum, hum, cough!
 

SIMON
Now touching our common adversary, the fustian weaver, who threateneth he will raise the deadly sins amongst us, which as I take it are seven in number, let ‘em come: our town’s big enough to hold ‘em, we will not much disgrace it; besides, you know a deadly sin will lie in a narrow hole. But when they think themselves safest and the web of their iniquity woven, with the horse-strength of my justice I’ll break the looms of their concupiscence, and let the weaver go seek his shuttle. Here you may hem again, if you’ll do me the favour.
 

ALL
Cough and hem!
 

SIMON
Why, I thank you all, and it shall not go unrewarded. Now for the seven deadly sins: first, for pride, which always sits uppermost and will be plac’d without a churchwarden; being a sin that is not like to be chargeable to the parish, I slip it over and think it not worthy of punishment. Now you all know that sloth does not anything; this place, you see, requires wisdom. How can a man in conscience punish that which does nothing? Envy, a poor, lean creature that eats raw liver, perhaps it pines to see me chosen, and that makes me the fatter with laughing; if I punish envy then I punish mine own carcass, a great sin against authority. For wrath, the less we say, the better ’tis; a scurvy, desperate thing it is, that commonly hangs itself and saves justice many a halter by’t. Now for covetousness and gluttony, I’ll tell you more when I come out of mine office; I shall have time to try what they are, I’ll prove ‘em soundly, and if I find gluttony and covetousness to be directly sins, I’ll bury one i’ th’ bottom of a chest, and th’other i’ th’ end of my garden. But, sirs, for lechery, I mean to tickle that home, nay, I’m resolv’d upon’t: I will not leave one whore in all the town.
 

BARBER
Some of your neighbours may go seek their wives i’ th’ country then.
 

SIMON
Barber, be silent; I will cut thy comb else. To conclude, I will learn the villainies of all trades, mine own I know already: if there be any knavery in the baker, I will bolt it out; if in the brewer, I will taste him throughly, and then piss out his iniquity in his own sinkhole. In a word, I will knock out all enormities like a bullock, and send the hide to my fellow tanners.
 

ALL
A Simonides, a true Simonides indeed!
 

Enter Hengist and Roxena.
 

HENGIST
How now, how goes your choice?
 

TAILOR
Here’s he, my lord.
 

SIMON
You may prove I am the man: I am bold to take the upper hand of your lordship a little; I’ll not lose an inch of my honour.
 

HENGIST
Hold, sirs, there’s some few crowns to mend your feast,
Because I like your choice. [Gives them money.]
 

BARBER
Joy bless your lordship!
We’ll drink your health with trumpets.
 

SIMON
Ay, with sackbutts,
That’s the more solemn drinking for my state;
No malt this year shall fume into my pate.
 

Exeunt [all but Hengist and Roxena].
 

HENGIST
Continues still that fervour in his love?
 

ROXENA
Nay, with increase, my lord, the flames grows greater,
Though [he] has learn’d a better art of late
[To set a screen before it.]
 

Enter Vortiger and Horsus.
 

HENGIST
[Canst] speak low?
 

[Hengist and Roxena retire to one side, Hengist pretending to have fallen asleep reading a book.]
 

HORSUS
Heard every word, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Plainly?
 

HORSUS
Distinctly;
The course I took was dangerous, but not failing,
For I convey’d [myself] behind the [hangings]
Even first before [her] entrance.
 

VORTIGER
’Twas well ventur’d.
 

HORSUS
I had such a woman’s first and second longing in me
To hear her how she would bear her mock’d abuse
After she was half return’d to privacy,
I could have fasted out an ember week,
And never thought of hunger, to have heard her;
She fetch’d three short turns, I shall ne’er forget ‘em,
Like an imprison’d lark that offers still
Her wing at liberty and returns check’d:
So would her soul fain have been gone, and even hung
Flittering upon the bars of poor mortality,
Which ever as it offer’d, drove her back again.
Then came your holy Lupus and Germanus.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, two holy confessors.
 

HORSUS
At whose sight
I could perceive her fall upon her breast
And cruelly afflict herself with sorrow;
I never heard a sigh till I heard hers,
Who after her confession, pitying her,
Put her into a way of patience,
Which now she holds, to keep it hid from you.
There’s all the pleasure that I took in’t now,
When I heard that my pains was well rememb’red.
So with applying comforts and relief,
They have brought it low now to an easy grief,
But yet the taste is not quite gone.
 

VORTIGER
Still fortune
Sits bettering our [invention].
 

Enter Castiza.
 

HORSUS
Here she comes.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] Yonder’s my lord. Oh, I’ll return again;
Methinks I should not dare to look on him.
 

HORSUS
She’s gone again.
 

VORTIGER
It works the kindlier, sir;
Go [now] and call her back. She winds herself
Into the snare so prettily, ’tis a pleasure
To set toils for her.
 

[Horsus brings Castiza back to Vortiger.]
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] He may read my shame
Now in my blush.
 

VORTIGER
Come, y’are so link’d to holiness,
So taken up with contemplative desires,
That the world has you yet enjoys you not;
You have been weeping too.
 

CASTIZA
Not I, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Trust me, I fear you have; y’are much to blame
And you should yield so to passion without cause.
Is not [there] time enough for meditation?
Must it lay title to your health and beauty,
And draw them into time’s consumption too?
’Tis too exacting for a holy faculty.
[Noticing Hengist] My Lord of Kent? I pray [wake] him, captain;
He reads himself asleep sure.
 

HORSUS
My lord?
 

HENGIST
Your pardon, sir.
 

VORTIGER
Nay, I’ll take away your book and bestow ‘t here.
Lady, you that delight in virgin[s’] stories
And all chaste works, here’s excellent reading for you;
Make of that book as rais’d men make of favour,
Which they grow sick to part from. And now, my lord,
You that have so conceitedly gone beyond me
And made such large use of a slender gift,
Which we never minded: I commend your thrift,
And for your building’s name shall to all ages
Carry the stamp and impress of your wit,
It shall be call’d Thong Castle.
 

HENGIST
How, my lord!
Thong Castle! There your highness quits me kindly.
 

VORTIGER
’Tis fit art should be known by her right name;
You that can spread my gift, I’ll spread your fame.
 

HENGIST
I thank your grace for that, sir.
 

VORTIGER
And, lov’d lord,
So well we do accept your invitation,
With all speed we’ll set forward.
 

HENGIST
Your love honours me.
 

Music. Exeunt omnes.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

A road near Thong Castle
 

Enter Vortiger, Castiza, two Ladies, Roxena, Devonshire, Stafford at one door, Simon and his brethren at the other[, a mace and a sword before him].
 

SIMON
Lo, I the mayor of Quinborough town by name,
With all my brethren, saving one that’s lame,
Are come as fast as fiery mill-horse gallops
To meet thy grace, thy queen and thy fair trollops.
For reason of our coming do not look,
It must be done, I found it i’ th’ town book;
And yet not I myself: I scorn to read,
I keep a clerk to do those jobs for need.
And now expect a rare conceit before Thong Castle [see] thee.
Reach me the thing to give the king, the other too I prithee.
Now here they be for queen and thee, the gifts all steel and leather,
But the conceit of mickle weight, and here they’re come together:
To show two loves must join in one, our town presents to thee
This gilded scabbard to the queen, this dagger unto thee.
 

VORTIGER
Forbear your tedious and ridiculous duties!
I hate ‘em, as I do the rotten roots of you,
You inconstant rabble; I have felt your fits.
Sheath up your bounty with your [iron] wits
And get you gone.
 

Music. Exeunt King [Vortiger, Castiza], lords [and ladies. Manent Simon and citizens].
 

SIMON
Look, sir[s], is his back turn’d?
 

ALL
’Tis, ’tis.
 

SIMON
Then bless the good Earl of Kent, say I;
I’ll have this dagger turn’d into a pie
And eaten up for anger, every bit on’t.
And when that pie is new cut up by some rare, cunning pie-man,
They shall all lamentably sing, “Put up thy dagger, Simon.”
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A hall in Thong Castle
 

Hoboys. The king [Vortiger] and his train met by Hengist and Horsus; they salute and exeunt. While the banquet is brought forth, music plays. Enter Vortiger, [Hengist,] Horsus, Devonshire, Stafford, Castiza, Roxena, and two Ladies.
 

HENGIST
A welcome, mighty lord, may appear costlier,
More full of talk and toil, show and conceit,
But one more stor’d with thankful love and truth
I forbid all the sons of men to boast of.
 

VORTIGER
Why, here’s a fabric that implies eternity,
The building plain, but [most] substantial;
Methinks it looks as if it mock’d all [ruin],
Save that great masterpiece of consumation,
The end of time, which must consume even [ruin]
And eat that into cinders.
 

HENGIST
There’s no brass
Would last your praise, my lord; ’twould last beyond it
And shame our durablest metal.
 

VORTIGER
[Taking him aside] Horsus.
 

HORSUS
My lord.
 

VORTIGER
This is the time I have chosen; here’s [a full] meeting,
And here will I disgrace her.
 

HORSUS
‘Twill be sharp, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, ‘twill be best, sir.
 

HORSUS
Why, here’s the earl her father.
 

VORTIGER
Ay, and the lord her uncle, that’s the height on’t,
Invited both a’ purpose to rise sick
Full of shame’s surfeit.
 

HORSUS
And that’s shrewd, byrlady;
It ever sticks close to the ribs of honour.
Great men are never sound men after it;
It leaves some ache or other in their names still,
Which their posterity feels at every weather.
 

VORTIGER
Mark but the least presentment of occasion;
As such times yields enough, and then mark me.
 

HORSUS
My observance is all yours, you know’t, my lord.
[Aside] What careful ways some take t’abuse themselves!
But as there be assurers of men’s goods
‘Gainst storm or pirate, which gives [venturers] courage,
So such there must be to make up man’s theft,
Or there would be no woman [venturer] left.
See, now the[y] find their seats. What a false knot
Of amity he ties about her arm,
Which rage must part! In marriage ’tis no wonder
Knots knit with kisses are oft broke with thunder.
 

Music.
 

Music? Then I have done, I always learn
To give my betters place.
 

VORTIGER
Where’s Captain Horsus?
 

HORSUS
My lord.
 

VORTIGER
Sit, sit, we’ll have a health anon
To all good services.
 

HORSUS
Th’are poor in these days;
They had rather have the cup than the health, my lord.
[Aside] I sit wrong now; he hears me not, and most
Great men are deaf on that side.
 

Song.
If in music were a power
To breath a welcome to thy worth,
This should be the ravishing hour
To vent her spirit’s treasure forth.
Welcome, oh, welcome; in that word alone
She’ld choose to dwell and draw all parts to one.
 

VORTIGER
My Lord of Kent, I thank you for this welcome;
It came unthought of in the sweetest language
That ever my soul relish’d.
 

HENGIST
You are pleas’d, my lord,
To raise my happiness from slight deservings,
To show what power’s in princes; not in us
Aught worthy, ’tis in you that makes us thus.
I’m chiefly sad, my lord, your queen’s not merry.
 

VORTIGER
[Aside] So honour bless me, he has found the way
To my grief strangely. — Is there no delight?
 

CASTIZA
My lord, I wish not any, nor is’t needful;
I am as I was ever.
 

VORTIGER
That’s not so.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] How? Oh, my fears!
 

VORTIGER
[When] she writ maid, my lord,
You knew her otherwise.
 

DEVONSHIRE
To speak but truth,
I never knew her a great friend to mirth,
Nor taken much with any one delight,
Though there be many seemly and honourable
To give content to ladies without taxing.
 

VORTIGER
My Lord of Kent, this to thy full desert,
Which [intimates] thy higher flow to honour. [Drinks.]
 

HENGIST
Which, like a river, shall return [service]
To the great master-fountain.
 

VORTIGER
[To First Lady] Where’s your lord?
I miss’d him not till now. Lady, and yours?
No marvel then we were so out o’ th’ way
Of all pleasant discourse: they are the keys
Of human music; sure at their nativities
Great nature sign’d a general patent to ‘em
To take up all the mirth in a whole kingdom.
What’s their employment now?
 

FIRST LADY
May’t please your grace,
We never are so far acquainted with ‘em,
Nothing we know but what they cannot keep;
That[‘s] even the fashion of ‘em all, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
It seems you have great faith though in their constancy,
And they in yours, you dare so trust each other.
 

SECOND LADY
Hope well we do, my lord; we have reason for’t,
Because they say brown men are honestest,
But she’s a fool will swear for any colour.
 

VORTIGER
They would for yours.
 

SECOND LADY
Troth, ’tis a doubtful question,
And I’d be loath to put mine to’t, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Faith, dare you swear for yourselves? It’s a plain motion.
 

SECOND LADY
My lord — 
 

VORTIGER
You cannot deny that with honour,
And since ’tis urg’d, I’ll put you to’t in troth.
 

FIRST LADY
May’t please your grace — 
 

VORTIGER
‘Twill please me wondrous well,
And here’s a book; mine never goes without one:
She’s an example to you all for purity.
Come, swear, I have sworn you shall, that you never knew
The will of any man besides your husband’s.
 

SECOND LADY
I’ll swear, my lord, as far as my remembrance.
 

VORTIGER
How! Your remembrance! That were strange.
 

FIRST LADY
Your grace
Hearing our just excuses will not say so.
 

VORTIGER
Well, what’s your just excuse? Y’are ne’er without some.
 

FIRST LADY
I’m often taken with a sleep, my lord,
The loudest thunder cannot waken me,
Not if a cannon’s burthen be discharg’d
Close by mine ear; the more may be my wrong:
There can be no infirmity, my lord,
That’s more excusable in any woman.
 

SECOND LADY
And I’m so troubled with the mother too
I have often call’d in help, I know not whom;
Three at once has been too weak to keep me down.
 

VORTIGER
I perceive there’s no fastening: well fare one then
That ne’er deceives faith’s [anchor] of her hold,
Come at all seasons. [To Castiza] Here, be thou the star
To guide those erring women, show the way
Which I will make ‘em follow. Why dost start,
Draw back, and look so pale?
 

CASTIZA
My lord — 
 

VORTIGER
Come hither,
Nothing but take that oath; thou’lt take a thousand.
A thousand? Poor! A million, nay, as many
As there be angels’ registers of oaths!
Why, look thee, over-holy, fearful chastity,
That sins in nothing but in too much niceness,
I’ll begin first and swear for thee myself:
I know thee a perfection so unstain’d,
So sure, so absolute, I will not pant on’t
But catch time greedily. By all these blessings
That blows truth into fruitfulness, and those curses
That with their barren breaths blast perjury,
Thou art as pure as sanctity’s best shrine
From all man’s mixture but what’s lawful, mine.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] Oh, heaven forgive him, h’as forsworn himself!
 

VORTIGER
Come,
’Tis but going now my way.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] That’s bad enough.
 

VORTIGER
I have clear’d all doubts, you see.
 

CASTIZA
Good my lord,
Spare me.
 

VORTIGER
How! It grows later now, then so
For modesty’s sake make more speed this way.
 

CASTIZA
Pardon me, my lord, I cannot.
 

VORTIGER
What?
 

CASTIZA
I dare not.
 

VORTIGER
Fail all confidence
In thy weak kind forever!
 

DEVONSHIRE
Here’s a storm
Able to [wake] all of our name [inhumed]
And raise ‘em from their sleeps of peace and fame
To set the honour of their bloods right here
Hundred years after; a perpetual motion
Has their true glory been from seed to seed,
And cannot be chok’d now with a poor grain
Of dust and earth. We that remain, my lord,
Her uncle and myself, [wood] in this tempest,
As ever robb’d man’s peace, will undertake
Upon life’s deprivation, lands and honour,
[She shall accept this oath.
 

VORTIGER
You do but call me then
Into a world of more despair and horror;
Yet since so wilfully you stand engag’d
In high scorn to be touch’d, with expedition
Perfect your undertakings with your fames,
Or by the issues of abus’d belief
I’ll take the forfeit of lives, lands and honours,]
And make one ruin serve our joys and yours.
 

CASTIZA
[Aside] Why, here’s a height of misery never reach’d yet;
I lose myself and others.
 

DEVONSHIRE
You may see
How much we lay in balance with your goodness — 
And had we more, it went — for we presume
You cannot be religious and so vild.
 

CASTIZA
As to forswear myself, ’tis true, my lord,
I will not add a voluntary sin
To a constrain’d one. I confess, great sir,
The honour of your bed has been abus’d — 
 

VORTIGER
Oh, beyond patience!
 

CASTIZA
Give me hearing, sir:
But far from my consent, I was surpris’d
By villains, and so ravish’d.
 

VORTIGER
Hear you that, sirs?
Oh, cunning texture to enclose adultery!
Mark but what subtle veil her sin puts on:
Religion brings her to confession first,
Then steps in art to sanctify that lust.
’Tis likely you could be surpris’d.
 

CASTIZA
My lord!
 

VORTIGER
I’ll hear no more! Our guard, seize on those [lords].
 

DEVONSHIRE
We cannot perish now too fast. Make speed
To swift destruction; he breathes most accursed
That lives so long to see his name die first.
 

[Exeunt Devonshire and Stafford, guarded.]
 

HORSUS
[Aside] Ha, ha, here’s no dear villainy!
 

HENGIST
Let him entreat, sir,
That falls in [saddest] grief for this event,
Which ill begins the fortune of this building,
My lord.
 

ROXENA
[Taking Horsus aside] What if he should cause me to swear too, captain?
You know, sir, I’m as far to seek in honesty
As the [worst] here can be; I should be sham’d too.
 

HORSUS
Why, fool, they swear by that we worship not,
So you may swear your heart out and ne’er hurt yourself.
 

ROXENA
That was well thought on; I’d quite lost myself.
 

VORTIGER
You shall prevail in noble suits, my lord,
But this, this shames the speaker.
 

HORSUS
[Aside] I’ll step in now,
Though it shall be to no purpose. — Good my lord,
Think on your noble and most hopeful issue,
Lord [Vortimer] the prince.
 

VORTIGER
A bastard, sir!
Oh, that his life were in my fury now!
 

CASTIZA
That injury stirs my soul to speak the truth
Of his conception. Here I take the book, my lord:
By all the glorified rewards of virtue
And prepared punishments for consents in sin,
A queen’s hard sorrow never supply’d a kingdom
With issue more legitimate than [Vortimer].
 

VORTIGER
Pish, this takes not out the stain of present shame though;
To be once good is nothing when it ceases:
Continuance crowns desert; she ne’er can go
For perfect-honest that’s not always so.
Beshrew this needless urging of this oath;
‘T has justified her somewhat.
 

HORSUS
To small purpose, sir.
 

VORTIGER
Amongst so many women not one here
Dare swear a simple chastity? Here’s an age
To propagate virtue in! Since I have began’t,
I’ll shame you all together and so leave you.
My Lord of Kent.
 

HENGIST
Your highness?
 

VORTIGER
That’s your daughter?
 

HENGIST
Yes, my good lord.
 

VORTIGER
Though I’m your guest today,
And should be less austere to you or yours,
In this [case] pardon me: I will not spare her.
 

HENGIST
Then her own goodness friend her; here she comes, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
[To Roxena] The tender reputation of a maid
Makes up your honour, or else nothing can;
The oath you take is not for truth to man,
But to your own white soul, a mighty task.
What dare you do in this?
 

ROXENA
My lord, as much
As chastity can put a woman to,
I ask no favour; and t’ approve the purity
Of what my habit and my time professes,
As also to requite all courteous censure,
Here I take oath I am as free from man
As truth from death, or sanctity from stain.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, thou treasure that ravishes the possessor!
I know not where to speed so well again;
I’ll keep thee while I have thee. Here’s a fountain
To spring forth princes and the seeds of kingdoms.
Away with that infection of great honour,
And those her leprous pledges, by her poison
Blemish’d and spotted in their fames forever!
Here [we’ll] restore succession with true peace,
And of pure virgins’ grace the poor increase.
 

Music. Exeunt [all but Horsus].
 

HORSUS
Ha ha! He’s well provided now; here [struck] my fortune.
With what an impudent confidence she swore honest,
Having the advantage of the oath! The mischiefs
That peoples a lost honour! Oh, they’re infinite,
For as at a small breach in town or castle
When one has entrance, a whole army follows,
In woman, so abusively once known,
Thousands of sins has passage made with one:
Vice comes with troops, and they that entertain
A mighty potentate must receive his train.
Methinks I should not hear from fortune next
Under an earldom now. She cannot spend
A night so idly but to make a lord
With ease, methinks, and play. The Earl [of] Kent
Is calm and smooth, like a deep, dangerous water.
He has some secret way; I know his blood:
The grave’s not greedier, nor hell’s lord more proud.
Somewhat will hap, for this astonishing choice
[Strikes] pale the kingdom, at which I rejoice.
 

[Exit.]
 

[Dumb show III.
 

Hoboys. Dumb show. Enter Lupus, Germanus, Devonshire, Stafford leading [Vortimer]; they seat him in the throne and crown him king. Enter Vortiger in great passion and submission; they neglect him, then Roxena expressing great fury and discontent. They lead out [Vortimer] and leave Vortiger and Roxena; she suborns two Saxons to murder [Vortimer]; they swear performance and secrecy, and exeunt with Roxena. Then Vortiger left alone draws his sword and offers to run himself thereon. Enter Horsus and prevents him; then the lords enter again and exit Horsus. Then is brought in the body of [Vortimer] in a chair, dead; they all in amazement and sorrow take Vortiger and upon his submission restore him, swearing him against the Saxons. Then enter Hengist with diverse Saxons, Vortiger and the rest with their swords drawn threaten their expulsion, whereat Hengist, amaz’d, sends one to entreat a peaceable parley, which seeming to be granted by laying down their weapons, exeunt severally.
 




Chorus IV.
 

Enter Raynulph.
 

RAYNULPH
Of pagan blood a queen being chose,
Roxena hight, the Britons rose,
For [Vortimer] the[y] crowned king,
But she soon poisoned that sweet spring.
Then to rule they did restore
Vortiger, and him they swore
Against the Saxons; they, constrain’d,
Begg’d peace treaty, and obtain’d.
And now in numbers equally
Upon the plain near Salisbury,
A peaceful meeting they decreen
Like men of love, no weapon seen.
But Hengist, that ambitious lord,
Full of guile, corrupts his word,
As the sequel too well proves;
On that your eyes, on us your loves.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A plain near Salisbury
 

Enter Hengist, Gentleman [Saxon], and Saxons.
 

HENGIST
If we let slip this opportuneful hour,
Take leave of fortune, certainty or thought
Of ever fixing, we are loose at root,
And the least storm may rend us from the bosom
Of this land’s hopes forever. But, dear Saxons,
Fasten we now, and our unshaken firmness
Will assure after ages.
 

SAXON
We are resolv’d, my lord.
 

HENGIST
Observ’d you not how Vortiger the king,
Base in submission, threat’ned our expulsion,
His arm held up against us? Is’t not time
To make our best preventions? What should check me?
H’as perfected that great work in our daughter
And made her queen; she can ascend no higher.
Nor can the incessant flow of his love[‘s] praises,
Which yet still sways, take from that height it raises;
She’s sure enough. What rests then but that I
Make happy mine own hopes, and policy
[Forbids] no way, noble or treacherous ended:
What best effects is of her best commended.
Therefore be quick, dispatch; here, every man
Receive into the service of his vengeance
An instrument of steel, which will unseen
Lurk like the snake under the innocent shade
Of a spread summer’s leaf, and as great substance
Blocks itself up into less room in gold
Than other metals, and less burthensome,
So in the other hand lies all confin’d
Full as much death as ever chang’d mankind.
’Tis all the same time that a small watch shows
As great church dials, and as true as those.
Take heart: the commons love us; those remov’d
That are the nerves, our greatness stands improv’d.
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Give us the word, my lord, and we are perfect.
 

HENGIST
That’s true, the word; I lose myself. Nemp your sexes:
It shall be that.
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Enough, sir, then we strike.
 

HENGIST
But the king’s mine; take heed you touch him not.
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
We shall not be at leisure, never fear’t;
We shall have work enough of our own, my lord.
 

[Enter Vortiger and British Lords.]
 

HENGIST
They come. Calm looks but stormy souls possess you.
 

VORTIGER
We see you keep your word in all points firm.
 

HENGIST
No longer may we boast of so much breath
As goes to a word[‘s] making, than of care
In the preserving of it when ’tis made.
 

VORTIGER
Y’are in a virtuous way, my Lord of Kent,
And since w’are both sides well met like sons of peace,
All other arms laid by in sign of favour
If our conditions be embrac’d — 
 

HENGIST
[Th’are, th’are].
 

VORTIGER
[Preparing to embrace him] We’ll use no other but these only here.
 

HENGIST
Nemp your sexes!
 

[The Saxons seize the Britons.]
 

BRITISH LORDS
Treason, treason!
 

HENGIST
Follow to th’ heart,
My trusty Saxons, ’tis your liberty,
Your wealth and honour! Soft, y’are mine, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
Take me not basely, when all sense and strength
Lies bound up in amazement at this treachery.
What devil hath breath’d this everlasting part
Of falsehood into thee?
 

HENGIST
Let it suffice
I have you and will hold you prisoner,
As fast as death holds your best props in silence.
We know the hard conditions of our peace,
Slavery or diminution, which we hate
With a joint loathing: may all perish thus
That seek to subjugate or lessen us.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, you strange nooks of guile or subtlety,
Where man so cunningly lies hid from man!
Who could expect such treason from [your] breast,
Such thunder from your voice? Or take you pride
To imitate the fair uncertainty
Of a bright day, that teems the sudden’st storm,
When the world least expects one? But of all
I’ll never trust fair sky in a man again;
There’s the deceitful weather. Will you heap
More guilt upon you by detaining me,
Like a cup taken after a full surfeit,
Even in contempt of health and heaven together?
What seek you?
 

HENGIST
Ransom for your liberty
As I shall like of, or you ne’er obtain ‘t.
 

VORTIGER
Here’s a most headstrong, dangerous ambition.
Sow you the seeds of your aspiring hopes
In blood and treason, and must I pay for ‘em?
Have not I rais’d you to this height?
 

HENGIST
My lord,
A work of mine own merit, since you enforce it.
 

VORTIGER
There’s even the general thanks of all aspirers:
When they have all the honours kingdoms can impart,
They write above it still their own desert.
 

HENGIST
I have writ mine true, my lord.
 

VORTIGER
That’s all their sayings.
Have I not rais’d your daughter to a queen?
 

HENGIST
Why, y’have the harmony of your pleasure for’t;
Y’have crown’d your own desires! What’s that to me?
 

VORTIGER
And what will crown yours, sir?
 

HENGIST
Faith, things of reason:
I demand Kent.
 

VORTIGER
Why, y’have the earldom on’t!
 

HENGIST
The kingdom on’t, I mean, without control,
The full possession.
 

VORTIGER
This is strange in you.
 

HENGIST
It seems y’are not acquainted with my blood yet
To call this strange.
 

VORTIGER
Never was king of Kent yet
But who was general king.
 

HENGIST
I’ll be the first then;
Everything has beginning.
 

VORTIGER
No less title?
 

HENGIST
Not if you hope for liberty, my lord.
So dear a happiness would be wrong’d by slighting.
 

VORTIGER
Well, take ‘t, I resign ‘t.
 

HENGIST
Why, I thank your grace.
 

VORTIGER
Is your great thirst suffic’d yet?
 

HENGIST
Faith, my lord,
There’s yet behind a pair of teeming sisters,
Norfolk and Suffolk, and I have done with you.
 

VORTIGER
Y’have got a fearful thirst, my lord, of late,
Howe’er you came by’t.
 

HENGIST
It behooves me then
For my blood’s health to seek all means to quench it.
 

VORTIGER
Them too?
 

HENGIST
There’s nothing will be abated, sir,
Put your assurance in’t.
 

VORTIGER
You have the advantage;
He whom fate captivates must yield to all.
Take ‘em.
 

HENGIST
And you your liberty and peace, my lord,
With our best love and wishes. Here’s an hour
Begins us Saxons in wealth, fame and power.
 

Exit [with all save Vortiger].
 

VORTIGER
Are these the noblest fruits and fair’st requitals
From works of our own raising?
Methinks the murther of Constantius
Speaks to me in the voice on’t, and the wrongs
Of our late queen, slipp’d both into one organ.
Here is no safety for me but what’s most doubtful;
The rank rout love me not, and the strength I had
This foul, devouring treachery has demolish’d.
 

Enter Horsus.
 

Ambition, hell, mine own undoing, lust,
And all the brood of plagues conspire against me.
[I have not a friend left me.]
 

HORSUS
My lord, he dies
That says it but yourself, were’t that thief-king
That has so boldly stol’n his honours from you,
A treason that wrings tears from honest manhood.
 

VORTIGER
So rich am I now in thy love and pity,
I feel no loss at all; but we must part,
My queen and I, to Cambria.
 

HORSUS
My lord,
And I not nam’d, that have vow’d lasting service
To life’s extremest minute to your fortunes?
 

VORTIGER
Is my ruin’d fate bless’d with so dear a friend?
 

HORSUS
My lord, no space in earth nor breadth in sea
Shall divide me from you.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, faithful treasure!
All my lost happiness is made up in thee.
 

Exit.
 

HORSUS
I’ll follow you through the world to cuckold you;
That’s my way now. Everyone has his toy
While he lives here: some men delight in building
A trick of Babel and will ne’er be left,
Some in consuming what was rais’d with toiling,
Hengist in getting honour, I in spoiling.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

A room in Simon’s house
 

Enter Simon, clerk [Aminadab], Glover, Fellmonger, Grazier, etc. [as officers]. Music.
 

SIMON
Is not that rebel Oliver, the fustian weaver,
That traitor to my year, ‘prehended yet?
 

[AMINADAB]
Not yet, so please your worship.
 

SIMON
Not yet, sayst thou?
How dar’st thou say not yet, and see me present?
Thou malapart clerk that’s good for nothing but
To write and read! Is his loom seiz’d on?
 

[AMINADAB]
Yes,
And it like your worship, and sixteen yards of fustian.
 

SIMON
Good; let a yard be sav’d to mend me between the legs, the rest cut in pieces and given to the poor: ’tis heretic fustian, and should be burnt indeed, but being worn threadbare the shame will be as great. How think you, neighbours?
 

GLOVER
Greater, methinks, the longer it is worn,
Where being once burnt it can be burn’d no more.
 

SIMON
True, wise and most senseless.
 

Enter a Footman.
 

How now, sirrah?
What’s he approaching here in dusty pumps
And greasy hair?
 

[AMINADAB]
A footman, sir, to the great King of Kent.
 

SIMON
The King of Kent? Shake him by the hand for me.
Footman, thou art welcome; lo, my deputy shakes thee:
Come when my year’s out and I’ll do’t myself.
An’t were a dog come from the King of Kent,
I keep those officers would shake him, I trow.
And what’s the news with thee, [thou] well-stew’d footman?
 

FOOTMAN
The king my master — 
 

SIMON
Ha?
 

FOOTMAN
With a few Saxons
Intends this night to make merry with you.
 

SIMON
Merry with me? I should be sorry else, fellow,
And take it in evil part, so tell Kent’s king.
Why was I chosen mayor but that great men
Should make merry with me? There’s a jest indeed;
Tell him I look’d for’t, and me much he wrongs
If he forget Simon that cut out his thongs.
 

FOOTMAN
I’ll run with your worship’s answer.
 

Exit.
 

SIMON
[Do, I prithee.]
That fellow will be roasted against supper;
He’s half enough already, his [brows] baste him.
The King of Kent! The king of Kirsendom
Shall not be better welcome to me,
For you must imagine now, neighbours, this is
The time that Kent stands out of Kirsendom,
For he that’s king there now was never kirsen’d.
This for your more instruction I thought fit,
That when y’are dead you may teach your children wit.
Clerk!
 

[AMINADAB]
At your worship’s elbow.
 

SIMON
I must turn you
From the hall to the kitchen tonight.
Give order that pigs be roasted yellow,
Nine geese, and some three larks for piddling meat,
But twenty woodcocks; I’ll bid all my neighbours.
Give charge the mutton come in all blood-raw;
That’s infidel meat! The King of Kent’s a pagan,
And must be serv’d so. And let those officers
That seldom or never go to church bring ‘t in,
‘Twill be well taken; run.
 

[Exit Aminadab.]
 

[To an officer] Come hither you now.
Take all the cushions down and thwack ‘em soundly
After my feast of millers, for their buttocks
Has left a peck of flour in ‘em; beat ‘em carefully
O’er a bolting-hutch: there’ll be enough
For a pan-pudding, as your dame will handle it.
Then put fresh water into both the bough-pots,
And burn a little juniper i’ th’ hall chimney;
Like a beast as I was, I piss’d out the fire last night
And never thought of the king’s coming.
 

[Enter Aminadab.]
 

How now,
Return’d so quickly?
 

[AMINADAB]
Please your worship, there’s a certain company of players.
 

SIMON
Ha, players!
 

[AMINADAB]
Country comedians, interluders, sir, [desire] your worship’s leave and favour to enact in the town hall.
 

SIMON
I’ th’ town hall? ’Tis ten to one I never grant it. Call ‘em before my worship. If my house will not serve their turn, I would fain see the proudest he lend a barn to ‘em.
 

Enter Cheaters.
 

Now, sirs, are you comedians?
 

SECOND CHEATER
We are anything, sir: comedians, tragedians, tragi-comedians, comi-tragedians, pastorists, humourists, clownists, and satirists; we have ‘em, sir, from the smile to the laugh, from the laugh to the handkerchief.
 

SIMON
You are very [strong i’ th’] wrists; and shall these good parts y’are indued withal be cast away upon peddlers and maltmen?
 

FIRST CHEATER
For want of better company, and’t please your worship.
 

SIMON
What think you of me, my masters? Have you audacity enough to play before so high a person? Will not my countenance daunt you? For if you play before me I shall often look at you; I give you that warning beforehand. Take it not ill, my masters; I shall laugh at you, and truly when I’m least offended with you: my humour ’tis, but be not you abash’d.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Sir, we have play’d before a lord ere now,
Though we be country actors.
 

SIMON
A lord? Ha, ha!
You’ll find it a harder thing to please a mayor.
 

FIRST CHEATER
We have a play wherein we use a horse.
 

SIMON
Fellows, you use no horseplay in my house.
My rooms are rubb’d; keep it for hackney-men.
 

FIRST CHEATER
We will not offer ‘t to your worship, sir.
 

SIMON
Give me a play without a beast, I charge you.
 

SECOND CHEATER
That’s hard. Without a cuckold or a drunkard?
 

SIMON
Oh, those beasts are often the best men i’ th’ parish, and must not be kept out! But which is your merriest play now? That I would hearken after.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Why, your worship shall hear the names all o’er and take your choice.
 

SIMON
And that’s plain dealing, trust me. Come, begin, sir.
 

SECOND CHEATER
The Whirligig, The Whibble, Carwidgen — 
 

SIMON
Heyday, what names are these?
 

SECOND CHEATER
New names of late.
The Wild Goose Chase.
 

SIMON
I understand thee now.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Gull upon Gull.
 

SIMON
Why, this is somewhat yet.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Woodcock of Our Side.
 

SIMON
Get you further off then.
 

FIRST CHEATER
The Cheater and the Clown.
 

SIMON
Is that come up again?
That was a play when I was prentice first.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Ay, but the cheater has learn’d more tricks since, sir,
And gulls the clown with new additions.
 

SIMON
Then is [your] clown a coxcomb? Which is he?
 

CLOWN
I am the clown, sir.
 

SIMON
[Fie, fie, your company must fall upon him and beat him]; he’s too fair to make the people laugh.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Not as he may be dress’d, sir.
 

SIMON
Faith, dress him how you will, I’ll give him that gift he’ll never look half scurvily enough. Oh, the clowns that I have seen in my time! The very peeping out of ‘em would have made a young heir laugh if his father had lain a-dying; a man undone in law the day before, the saddest case that can be, might for his twopence have burst himself with laughing and ended all his miseries. Here was a merry world, my masters!
Some talk of things of state, of puling stuff;
There’s nothing in a play to a clown’s part,
If he have the grace to hit on’t, that’s the thing indeed:
The king shows well, but he sets off the king,
But not the King of Kent, I mean not so;
The king I mean is one I do not know.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Your worship speaks with safety, like a rich man,
And for your finding fault, our hope is greater,
Neither with him the clown nor me the cheater.
 

SIMON
Away then; shift, clown, to thy motley crupper:
We’ll see ‘em first, the king shall after supper.
 

[Exeunt] Cheater[s].
 

GLOVER
I commend your worship’s wisdom in that, Master Mayor.
 

SIMON
Nay, ’tis a point of justice, an’t be well examined, not to offer the king worse than I’ll see myself, for a play may be dangerous; I have known a great man poison’d in a play.
 

GLOVER
What, have you, Master Mayor?
 

SIMON
But to what purpose many times I know not.
 

FELLMONGER
Methinks they should destroy one another so.
 

SIMON
No, no, he that’s poison’d is always made privy to it;
That’s one good order they have amongst ‘em.
 

Shout.
 

What joyful throat is that, Aminadab?
What is the meaning of this cry?
 

[AMINADAB]
The rebel is ta’en.
 

SIMON
Oliver the puritan?
 

[AMINADAB]
Oliver, puritan and fustian weaver altogether.
 

SIMON
Fates, I thank you for this victorious day!
Bonfires of pease-straw burn; let the bells ring.
 

GLOVER
There’s two a-mending, sir, you know they cannot.
 

SIMON
‘Las, the tenor’s broken; ring forth the treble.
 

Enter Oliver [guarded].
 

I’m overcloy’d with joy! Welcome, thou rebel.
 

OLIVER
I scorn thy welcome.
 

SIMON
Art thou yet so stout?
Wilt thou not stoop for grace? Then get thee out.
 

OLIVER
I was not born to stoop but to my loom;
That seiz’d upon, my stooping days are done.
In plain terms, if thou hast anything to say to me, send me away quickly; this is no biding place. I understand there’s players in the house. Dispatch me, I charge thee, in the name of all the brethren.
 

SIMON
Nay now, proud rebel, I will make thee stay,
And to thy greater torment see the play.
 

OLIVER
Oh, devil, I conjure thee by Amsterdam!
 

SIMON
Our word is past;
Justice may wink a while but see at last.
 

[A trumpet sounds, and Oliver struggles.]
 

The play begins. Hold, stop him, stop him!
 

OLIVER
Oh, oh, that profane trumpet!
 

SIMON
Set him down there, I charge you, officers.
 

OLIVER
I’ll hide mine ears and stop mine eyes.
 

SIMON
Down with his golls, I charge you!
 

OLIVER
Oh, tyranny! Revenge it, tribulation!
 

SIMON
For rebels there are many deaths, but sure the only way
To execute a puritan is seeing of a play.
 

OLIVER
Oh, I shall swoon!
 

SIMON
But if thou dost, to fright thee,
A player’s boy shall bring thee [aqua-vitae].
 

Enter First Cheater [and another].
 

OLIVER
Oh, I’ll not [swoon] at all for’t, though I die.
 

SIMON
Peace, here’s a rascal; list and edify.
 

FIRST CHEATER
I say still he’s an ass that cannot live by his wits.
 

SIMON
What a bold rascal’s this! He calls us all asses at first dash; sure none of us lives by our wits, neighbours, unless it be Oliver the puritan.
 

OLIVER
I scorn as much to live by my wits as the proudest on you all.
 

SIMON
Why, you are an ass for company, Oliver, and so hold your prating.
 

Enter [Second] Cheater.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Fellows in arms, welcome. The news, the news?
 

SIMON
Fellows in arms, quoth ‘a? He may well call ‘em fellows in arms, for they are all out o’ th’ elbows.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Be lively, my heart, be lively; the booty’s at hand. He’s but a fool of a yeoman’s eldest son; he comes balanc’d on both sides, bully: he’s going to pay rent with th’ one pocket, and buy household stuff with th’ other.
 

SECOND CHEATER
And if this be his last day, my chuck, he shall forfeit his lease, quoth th’ one pocket, and eat his meat i’ th’ old wooden platters, quoth th’ other.
 

SIMON
Faith, then he’s not so wise as he ought to be if he let such tatterdemalions get th’ upper hand on him.
 

Enter Clown.
 

FIRST CHEATER
He comes, he comes.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Ay, but do you mark how he comes? Small to our comfort, with both his hands in’s pockets. How is’t possible to pick a lock when the key’s o’ th’ inside o’ th’ door?
 

SIMON
Ay, here’s the part now, neighbours, that carries away the play. If the clown miscarry, farewell my hopes forever, the play’s spoil’d.
 

CLOWN
They say there’s a foolish thing call’d cheaters abroad that will gull any yeoman’s son of his purse and laugh in’s [face] like an Irishman. I would fain meet with one of those cheaters; I’m in as good state to be gull’d now as ever I was in my life, for I have two purses at this time about me, and I’d fain be acquainted with that rascal that would but take one of ‘em now.
 

SIMON
Faith, thou mayst be acquainted with two or three that will do their good wills I warrant you.
 

FIRST CHEATER
That way’s too plain, too easy I’m afraid.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Come, come, sir, your familiar cheats takes best;
They show like natural things and least suspected:
Give me a round shilling quickly.
 

FIRST CHEATER
‘Twill but fetch one of his hands neither if it take.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Thou art [too] covetous. Let’s have one at first, prithee;
There’s time enough to fetch out th’other after.
[Loudly] Thou liest, ’tis lawful money, current money.
 

[They draw.]
 

FIRST CHEATER
[Loudly] Ay, so is copper in some countries, sir.
 

CLOWN
Here’s a fray towards, but I’ll hold my hands,
Let whose will part ‘em.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Copper! I defy thee,
And now I shall disprove thee. Look you, sir,
Here comes an honest yeoman’s son o’ th’ country,
A man of judgment.
 

CLOWN
Pray be cover’d, sir;
I have eggs in my cap, and cannot put it off.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Will you be tried by him?
 

SECOND CHEATER
I am content, sir.
 

SIMON
They look rather as if they would be tried next sessions.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Pray give your judgment of this piece of coin, sir.
 

CLOWN
Nay, an’t be coin you strive about, let’s see’t;
I love to handle money.
 

FIRST CHEATER
Look on’t well, sir.
 

[They pick his pocket.]
 

SECOND CHEATER
Let him do his worst, sir.
 

CLOWN
Y’ad need to wear cut clothes, gentlemen,
Y’are so choleric.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Nay, rub it and spare’t not, sir.
 

CLOWN
Now by this silver, gentlemen, ’tis good money;
Would y’had a hundred of ‘em.
 

SECOND CHEATER
We hope well, sir.
[Aside to First Cheater] Th’other pocket now and we are made men.
 

[Exeunt Cheaters, manet Clown].
 

SIMON
Oh, neighbours, I begin to be sick to see
This fool so cozen’d; I would make the case mine own.
 

CLOWN
Still would I fain meet with this thing call’d cheaters.
 

SIMON
A whoreson coxcomb! They have met with thee!
I can endure him no longer with patience.
 

CLOWN
Oh, my rent, my whole year’s rent!
 

SIMON
A murrain on you!
This makes us landlords stay so long
Without our money.
 

CLOWN
The cheater[s] have been here!
 

SIMON
A scurvy hobby-horse, that could not leave his money with me, having such a charge about him! A pox on thee for an ass! Thou play a clown? I will commit thee for offering on’t. Officer, away with him.
 

GLOVER
What means your worship? Why, you’ll spoil the play, sir.
 

SIMON
Before the King of Kent shall be thus serv’d,
I’ll play the clown myself. Away with him!
 

CLOWN
With me? An’t please your worship, ’twas my part.
 

SIMON
But ’twas as foolish a part as ever thou play’d’st in thy life, and I’ll make thee smoke for’t. I’ll teach thee to understand to play a clown, thou shalt know; every man is not born to’t. Look thee, away with him quickly,
 

Exit [officer] with Clown.
 

He’ll have the other pocket; I [heard] him say ‘t with mine own ears.
 

[Enter Second Cheater.]
 

See, he comes in another disguise to cheat thee again.
 

SECOND CHEATER
[Aside] Pish, whither goes he now? He spoils all my part.
 

SIMON
Come on, sir, let’s see what your knaveship can do at me now. You must not think now, rascal, you have no fool in hand; I have committed for playing the part so like an ass.
 

[He throws off his gown, discovering his doublet with a satin forepart and a canvas back.]
 

SECOND CHEATER
What’s here to do?
 

GLOVER
Fie, good sir, come away.
Will your worship base yourself to play a clown?
 

SIMON
Away, brother, ’tis not good to scorn anything: a man does not know what he may come to; everyone knows his ending but not his beginning. Proceed, varlet, do thy worst, I defy thee!
 

SECOND CHEATER
I beseech your worship let’s have our own clown; I know not how to go forward else.
 

SIMON
Knave, play out thy part with me or I’ll lay thee by the heels all the days of thy life else. Why, how now, my masters, who’s that laugh’d now? Cannot a man of worship play the clown a little for his pleasure but he must be laugh’d at? Do you know who I am? Is the king’s deputy of no better accompt amongst you? Was I chosen to be laugh’d at? Where’s my clerk?
 

[AMINADAB]
Here, an’t please your worship.
 

SIMON
Take a note of all those that laugh at me, that when I have done I may commit ‘em. Let me see who dares do’t now. And now to you once again, sir cheater; look you, here’s my purse-strings, I defy thee.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Good sir, tempt me not; my part is so written that I should cheat your worship and you were my father.
 

SIMON
I should have much joy to have such a rascal to my son.
 

SECOND CHEATER
Therefore I beseech your worship pardon me; the part has more knavery than when your worship saw it first. I assure you you’ll be deceiv’d in’t, sir; the new additions will take any man’s purse in Kent or Kirsendom.
 

SIMON
And thou canst take mine now, I’ll give’t thee freely,
And do thy worst, I charge thee, as thou’lt answer’t.
 

SECOND CHEATER
I shall offend your worship.
 

SIMON
Knave, do’t quickly!
 

SECOND CHEATER
Say you so? Then there’s for you, and here’s for me then.
 

[Throws meal in his face, takes his purse, and exit.]
 

SIMON
Oh, bless me, neighbours, I am in a fog,
A cheater’s fog! I can see nobody!
 

GLOVER
Run, follow him, officers!
 

[Exeunt Aminadab and officers.]
 

SIMON
Away, let him go! He’ll have all your purses, and he come back. A pox on your new additions! They spoil all the plays that ever they come in; the old way had no such roguery in’t, I remember. Call you this a merry comedy, when as a man’s eyes are put out? Brother Honeysuckle.
 

BRAZIER
What says your sweet worship?
 

SIMON
I make you my deputy to rule the town till I can see again, which I hope will be within nine days at furthest. Nothing grieves me but that I hear Oliver the rebel laugh at me. Pox on your puritan face! This will make you in love with plays ever hereafter; we shall not keep you from ‘em now.
 

OLIVER
In sincerity, I was never better edify’d at an exercise.
 

SIMON
Neighbours, what colour is the rascal’s dust he threw in my face?
 

GLOVER
’Tis meal, an’t please your worship.
 

SIMON
Meal? I’m glad on’t; I’ll hang the miller for selling on’t.
 

GLOVER
Nay, ten to one the cheater never bought it;
He stole it certainly.
 

SIMON
Why, then I’ll hang the cheater for stealing on’t, and the miller for being out of the way when he did it.
 

FELLMONGER
Ay, but your worship was in the fault yourself;
You bade him do his worst.
 

SIMON
His worst? That’s true,
But he has done his best, the rascal, for I know not how a villain could put out a man’s eyes better, and leave ‘em in’s head, than he has done.
 

Enter clerk [Aminadab].
 

[AMINADAB]
Where’s my master’s worship?
 

SIMON
How now, Aminadab? I hear thee though I see thee not.
 

[AMINADAB]
Y’are sure cozen’d, sir; they are all cheaters professed! They have stol’n three silver spoons too, and the clown took his heels with all celerity; they only take the name of country comedians to abuse simple people with a printed play or two they bought at Canterbury last week for sixpence, and which is worst, they speak but what they list on’t and fribble out the rest.
 

SIMON
Here’s no abuse to th’ commonwealth,
If a man could see to look into’t!
But mark the cunning of these cheating slaves:
First they make justice blind, then play the knaves.
 

Enter Hengist.
 

GLOVER
‘Od’s precious brother, the King of Kent’s new lighted!
 

SIMON
The King of Kent? Where is he, where is he?
Oh, that I should live to this day, and yet
Not live to see to bid him welcome!
 

HENGIST
Now where’s Simonides, our friendly host?
 

SIMON
As blind as one that had been fox’d a [se’nnight].
 

HENGIST
Why, how now, man?
 

SIMON
Faith, practising a clown’s part for your grace
I have practis’d both mine eyes out.
 

HENGIST
What need you practise that?
 

SIMON
A man’s never too old to learn; your grace will say so when you hear all the villainy. The truth ’tis, my lord, I meant to have been merry, and now ’tis my luck to weep water and oatmeal; but I shall see again at supper-time, I make no doubt on’t.
 

HENGIST
This is strange to me, sirs.
 

Enter Gentleman [Saxon].
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
Arm, arm, my lord — 
 

HENGIST
What’s that?
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
With swiftest speed,
If ever you’ll behold the queen your daughter
Alive again!
 

HENGIST
Roxena!
 

GENTLEMAN [SAXON]
They’re besieg’d,
Aurelius Ambrose and his brother Uther,
With numbers infinite in Britain forces,
Beset their castle, and they cannot ‘scape
Without your speedy succour.
 

HENGIST
For her safety
I’ll forget food and rest. Away!
 

SIMON
I hope
Your grace will hear the jest afore you go.
 

HENGIST
The jest! Torment me not. Set forward!
 

SIMON
I’ll follow you
To Wales with a dog and a bell, but I’ll tell’t you.
 

HENGIST
Unreasonable folly!
 

Exit [with Gentleman Saxon].
 

SIMON
’Tis sign of war when great ones disagree;
Look to the rebel well till I can see,
And when my sight’s recover’d,
I’ll have his eyes put out for a fortnight.
 

OLIVER
Hang thee! Mine eyes! A deadly sin or two
Shall pluck ‘em out first, that’s my resolution.
 

Exeunt omnes.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

Before a castle in Wales
 

Enter Aurelius and Uther with soldiers.
 

UTHER
My lord, the castle is so fortify’d — 
 

AURELIUS
So fortify’d? Let wildfire ruin it,
That his destruction may appear to him
I’ th’ figure of heaven’s wrath at the last day,
That murtherer of our brother! Haste away;
I’ll send my heart no peace till ‘t be consum’d.
 

Vortiger, Horsus on the walls.
 

UTHER
There he appears again; behold, my lord.
 

AURELIUS
Oh, that the zealous fire on my soul’s altar,
To the high birth of virtue consecrated,
Would fit me with a [lightning] now to blast him
Even as I look upon him!
 

UTHER
Good my lord,
Your anger is too noble and too precious
To waste [itself] on guilt so foul as his;
Let ruin work her will.
 

VORTIGER
Begirt all round?
 

HORSUS
All, all, my lord, ’tis folly to make doubt on’t;
You question things that horror long agone
Resolv’d us on.
 

VORTIGER
Give me leave, Horsus, though — 
 

HORSUS
Do what you will, sir; question ‘em again,
I’ll tell ‘em over to you.
 

VORTIGER
Not so, sir;
I will not have ‘em told again.
 

HORSUS
It rests then.
 

VORTIGER
That’s an ill word put in, when thy heart knows
There is no rest at all but torment-making.
 

HORSUS
True, my heart finds it, that sits weeping blood now
For poor Roxena’s safety. You’ll confess, my lord,
My love to you has brought me to this danger?
I could have liv’d like Hengist, King of Kent,
And London, York, Lincoln, and Winchester
Under the power of my command, the portion
Of my most [just] desert; it fell to’t, enjoy’d now
By lesser deservers.
 

VORTIGER
Say you so, sir,
And you’ll confess? Since you begin confession,
A thing I should have died before I’d thought on:
I’m out of your love’s debt; i’ th’ [same] condition,
Y’have marred the fashion of your affection utterly
In your own wicked counsel. There you paid me;
You could not but in conscience love me afterward.
You were bound to do’t, as men in honesty
That vitiate virgins to give dowries to ‘em:
My faith was pure before to faithful woman.
 

HORSUS
My lord, my counsel — 
 

VORTIGER
’Tis the map now spread
That shows me all my miseries and discovers
Strange newfound ruin to me; all these objects
That in a dangerous ring circle my safety
Are yours and of your fashioning.
 

HORSUS
Death mine!
Extremity breeds the wildness of a desert
Into your soul, and since y’have lost your thankfulness,
Which is the noblest part in king or subject:
My counsel do’t!
 

VORTIGER
Why, I’ll be judg’d by those
That knit [death] in their brows, and think me now
Not worthy the acception of a flattery;
Most of those faces smil’d when I smil’d once.
My lords!
 

UTHER
Reply not, brother.
 

VORTIGER
Seeds of scorn,
I mind you not; I speak to those alone
Whose force makes yours a power, which else were none.
Show me the main food of your hate, my lords,
Which cannot be the murder of Constantius
That crawls in [your] revenges, for your love
Was violent long since that.
 

GENTLEMAN
And had been still,
If from that [pagan] woman thou’dst slept free;
But when thou fledd’st from heaven, we fled from thee.
 

VORTIGER
[To Horsus] Was this your counsel now?
 

HORSUS
Mine? ’Twas the counsel
Of your own lust and blood; your appetite knows it.
 

VORTIGER
May thunder strike me from these walls, my lords,
And leave me many leagues off from your eyes,
If this be not the man whose Stygian soul
Breath’d forth that counsel to me, and sole plotter
Of all these false, injurious disgraces
That have abus’d the virtuous patience
Of our religious queen.
 

HORSUS
A devil in madness!
 

VORTIGER
Upon whose life, I swear, there sticks no stain
But what’s most wrongful, and where now she thinks
A rape dwells on her honour, only I
Her ravisher was, and his the policy.
 

AURELIUS
Inhuman practice!
 

VORTIGER
Now you know the truth,
Will his death serve your fury?
 

HORSUS
Mine? My death?
 

VORTIGER
Will’t do’t?
 

HORSUS
What if it would?
 

VORTIGER
Say, will it do’t?
 

HORSUS
Say they should say it would.
 

VORTIGER
Why, then it must.
 

HORSUS
It must?
 

VORTIGER
It shall; speak but the words, my lord,
He shall be yielded up.
 

HORSUS
I yielded up?
My lords, believe him not; he cannot do’t.
 

VORTIGER
Cannot?
 

HORSUS
’Tis but a false and base insinuation
For his own life, and like his late submission.
 

VORTIGER
Oh, sting to honour, alive or dead thou goest
For that word’s rudeness only!
 

[Stabs him.]
 

GENTLEMAN
See, sin needs
No more destruction than it breeds
In [its] own bosom.
 

VORTIGER
Such another brings him.
 

HORSUS
What, has thy wild rage stamp’d a wound upon me?
I’ll send one to thy soul shall never heal for’t.
 

VORTIGER
How, to my soul?
 

HORSUS
It shall be thy master torment
Both for the pain and the everlastingness.
 

VORTIGER
Ha, ha!
 

HORSUS
Dost laugh? Take leave on’t; all eternity
Shall never see thee do so much again:
Know thou art a cuckold.
 

VORTIGER
What!
 

HORSUS
You change too soon, sir.
Roxena, whom th’ast rais’d to thine own ruin,
She was my whore in Germany.
 

VORTIGER
Burst me open,
You violence [of] whirlwinds!
 

HORSUS
Hear me out first:
For her embrace, which yet my flesh sits warm in,
I was thy friend and follower.
 

VORTIGER
Deafen me,
Thou most imperious noise that starts the world!
 

HORSUS
And to serve [both] our lust[s] I practis’d with thee
Against thy virtuous queen — 
 

VORTIGER
Bane to all comforts!
 

HORSUS
Whose faithful sweetness, too precious for thy blood,
I made thee change for love’s hypocrisy.
 

VORTIGER
Insufferable!
 

HORSUS
Only to make my way to pleasure fearless,
Free and fluent.
 

VORTIGER
Hell’s trump is in that throat!
 

HORSUS
It shall sound shriller.
 

VORTIGER
I’ll dam it up with death first.
 

[They stab each other.]
 

I am at thy heart, I hope!
 

HORSUS
Hold out breath
And I shall find thee quickly.
 

[Roxena enters in fear.]
 

ROXENA
Oh, for succour!
Who’s near me? Help me, save [me], the flame follows me!
It’s the figure of poor [Vortimer] the prince,
Whose life I took by poison.
 

VORTIGER
I’ll tug out
Thy soul here.
 

HORSUS
Do, monster!
 

ROXENA
Vortiger!
 

VORTIGER
Monster!
 

ROXENA
My lord!
 

VORTIGER
Slave!
 

ROXENA
Horsus, Horsus!
 

HORSUS
Murderer!
 

ROXENA
My lord!
 

VORTIGER
Toad, pagan!
 

HORSUS
Viper, Christian!
 

ROXENA
Hear me, help me!
My love, my lord, I’m scorch’d! What, all in blood?
Oh, happy men, that ebb shows you’re near falling.
Have you chose that way yourselves rather to die
By your own swords than feel fire’s keener torment
And will not kill me that most needs that pity?
Captain, my lord, send me some speedier death
And one less painful; I have a woman’s sufferings.
Oh, think upon’t! Go not away so easily
And leave the harder conflict to my weakness.
Most wretched! I’m not worth so much destruction
As would destroy me quickly. And turn back?
I cannot. Oh, ’tis here, my lord, ’tis here!
Horsus, look up, if not to succour me,
To see me yet consum’d. Oh, what is love
When life is not regarded?
 

VORTIGER
What strength’s left
I’ll fix upon thy throat.
 

HORSUS
I have some force yet.
 

[Both stab, Horsus falls.]
 

ROXENA
No way to ‘scape? Is this the end of glory?
Doubly beset with enemy’s wrath and fire!
See, for an arm of lust, I’m now embrac’d
With one that will destroy me, where I read
The horror of dishonest actions, guile,
And dissemblance. It comes nearer now, rivers
And fountains fall; tears were now a blessing.
It sucks away my breath; I cannot give
A curse to sin and hear’t out while I live.
Oh, help, help, help!
 

[She falls.]
 

VORTIGER
Burn, burn; now I can tend thee.
Take time with her in torments, call her life
Afar off to thee, dry up her strumpet blood
And hardly parch the skin; let one heat strangle her,
Another fetch her to her sense again,
And the worst pain be only her reviving!
Follow her eternally; give her not o’er
But in a bitter shape. I shall be cold
Before thy rage reach me. Oh, mystical harlot!
Thou hast thy full due, whom lust crown’d queen before
Flames crown her [now] for a triumphant whore,
And that end crowns ‘em all.
 

Falls.
 

AURELIUS
Our peace is full now
In yon usurper’s fall, nor have I known
A judgment meet more fearfully.
Here, take this ring, deliver the good queen
And those grave pledges of her injur’d honour,
Her worthy father and her noble uncle,
Too long, too much abus’d, whose clear-ey’d fames
I reverence with respect to holiness due,
A spotless name being sanctity now in few.
 

[Trumpets sound.]
 

How now, my lords! The meaning of these sounds?
 

Enter Devonshire, Stafford, leading Hengist prisoner.
 

HENGIST
The consumer has been here; she’s gone, she’s lost,
In glowing cinders now lie all my joys!
The headlong fortune of my rash captivity
Strikes not so fierce a wound into my hopes
As thy dear loss.
 

AURELIUS
Her father and her uncle!
 

GENTLEMAN
They are indeed, my lord.
 

AURELIUS
Part of my wishes.
What fortunate power has prevented me
And, ere my love came, brought ‘em victory?
 

GENTLEMAN
My wonder sticks in Hengist, King of Kent.
 

DEVONSHIRE
My lord, to make that plain which now I see
Fix’d in astonishment: the only name
Of your return and being brought such gladness
To this distracted kingdom, that, to express
A thankfulness to heaven, it grew great
In charitable actions, from which goodness
We tasted liberty that lay engag’d
Upon the innocence of woman’s honour,
A kindness that even threat’ned to undo us;
And having newly but enjoy’d the benefit
And fruits of our enlargement, ’twas our happiness
To intercept this monster of ambition,
Bred in these times of usurpation,
The rankness of whose insolence and treason
Grew to such height, ’twas arm’d to bid you battle,
Whom, as our fames’ redemption, on our knees
We present captiv’d.
 

AURELIUS
Had it needed reason
You rightly came provided. What is he?
 

GENTLEMAN
My lord, that treacherous Hengist, King of Kent.
 

AURELIUS
I understand not your desert till now, my lords.
Is this that German Saxon whose least thirst
Could not be satisfied under a province?
 

HENGIST
Had but my fate directed this bold arm
To thy life, the whole kingdom had been mine,
That was my hope’s great aim; I have a thirst
Could never have been full quench’d under all:
The whole land must, or nothing.
 

AURELIUS
A strange drouth!
And what a little ground shall death now teach you
To be content withal!
 

HENGIST
Why, let it then,
For none else can; y’have nam’d the only way:
When I’m content, it must be when I’m clay.
 

AURELIUS
My lords, the best requital yet we give you
Is a fair inward joy. Speak to your fames
Glories unblemish’d, for the queen your daughter
Lives firm in honour, neither by consent
Or act [of] violence stain’d, as her grief judges;
’Twas her own lord abus’d her honest fear,
Whose ends sham’d him, only to make her clear.
 

DEVONSHIRE
Had your grace given a kingdom for a gift
[It] had not been so welcome.
 

Enter Castiza, a Gentleman.
 

AURELIUS
Here she comes
Whose virtues I must reverence.
 

CASTIZA
[Kneeling] Oh, my lord,
I kneel a wretched woman.
 

AURELIUS
[Raising her] Arise with me,
Great in true joy and honour.
 

HENGIST
This sight splits me;
It brings Roxena’s ruin to my memory.
 

CASTIZA
My lord, it is too great a joy for life.
 

AURELIUS
’Tis truth, and that I know you ever joy’d in,
His end confess’d it.
 

CASTIZA
Are you return’d, soul’s comforts?
 

AURELIUS
Nay, to approve thy pureness to posterity,
The fruitful hopes of a fair, peaceful kingdom
Here will I plant.
 

CASTIZA
Too worthless are my merits.
 

AURELIUS
There speaks thy modesty, and to the firmness
Of truth’s plantation in this land forever,
Which always groans under some curse without it,
As I begin my rule with the destruction
Of this ambitious pagan, so shall all
With his adulterate faith distain’d and soil’d
Either turn Christians, die, or live exil’d.
 

OMNES
A blessing on those virtues!
 

Flourish. Exeunt.
 




Chorus V.
 

Enter Raynulph.
 

[RAYNULPH]
For story of truth compact
I choose these times, these men to act,
As careful now to make you glad
As this were the first day they play’d;
And though some that give none their due
Please to mistake ‘em, do not you,
Whose censures have been ever kind:
We hope ’tis good, but if we find
Your grace and love by pleas’d signs understood,
We cease to hope, for then we know ’tis good.
 

Exit. Music.
 

FINIS
 




WOMEN BEWARE WOMEN
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Women Beware Women was entered into the Stationers’ Register on 9 September 1653 by the bookseller Humphrey Moseley. He entered two other Middleton plays into the Register at the same time and decided to publish Women Beware Women alongside More Dissemblers in octavo form in 1657. The authorship of the work has always been attributed to Middleton and never been in contention, although the date of its composition remains uncertain. It has been argued that the play was written between 1612 and 1627, with a date during the 1620’s being strongly favoured by some scholars. The octavo edition contained verses written by the poet and dramatist Nathanael Richards. There is little known about the performance history of Middleton’s play during his lifetime and there are no records of any productions during the eighteenth or nineteenth centuries. Since the latter half of the twentieth century the play has been staged multiple times including a 2010 National Theatre production, directed by Marianne Elliott and starring Harriet Walter.

Women Beware Women is a bloody tragedy, exploring issues of desire, power and political manoeuvring. A wealthy woman, Bianca, has recently eloped with Leantio. He is neither a rich man nor a noble man and he fears she will betray him, and so has assigned his mother as her guard. Bianca quickly becomes ensnared in the Duke’s plans, which leads to a violent conclusion. The other plot involves an incestuous relationship between an uncle and niece; the machinations of the conniving Livia serve to intertwine the two narratives. An important facet of the work is the playwright’s depiction of gender power relations and the economic and transactional nature of sex and marriage. While the Duke and Leantio are ostensibly very different, being representative of the old aristocracy and the emerging capitalist class respectively, there remains a striking similarity in their attitude and behaviour towards Bianca.

As Antony B. Dawson argues in Women Beware Women and the Economy of Rape (Studies in English Literature, 1500-1700, Vol. 27, No. 2, Elizabethan and Jacobean Drama Spring 1987, Rice University) both men view ‘the sexual exchange in economic terms: the woman is to trade her body for wealth, honour, protection…’ (, p309) and he emphasises that their actions are ‘motivated by a spirit of possession’ (p310). The rape of Bianca by the Duke is ‘an emblem of hierarchy’ as the former ‘accustomed to power, uses his authority to crush Bianca’s resistance’ (pp303-04), and he makes the economic aspect of the exchange explicit when he informs her of all financial advantages he can offer her in contrast to her husband. The sub-plot involving Isabella’s prospective marriage to the Ward, as well as the relationship between Livia and Leantio, reveal further complexities about reading the play as a simple endorsement of conventional social and gender power relations. 
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Harriet Walter in the National Theatre’s 2010 production of the play




Dramatis Personæ
 

BIANCA Capella, a gentlewoman from Venice
LEANTIO, a factor, Bianca’s husband
Leantio’s MOTHER, a widow
 

Lady LIVIA, a widow ISABELLA, Livia’s niece
FABRITIO, Isabella’s father and Livia’s brother
HIPPOLITO, Isabella’s uncle and Livia’s brother
 

The WARD, a foolish rich young heir
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Two LADIES
A LORD
Two other Cardinals
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Two or three BOYS
 

MESSENGER
SERVANTS
A PAGE
 

Other lords, ladies, and attendants
In the Masque:
 

HEBE
HYMEN
GANYMEDE
Two Nymphs
Two Pages as Cupids
 




Act I
 

An outer roam in the house of LEANTIO’S Mother. Enter LEANTIO, BIANCA, and Mother.
 

MOTHER.
Thy sight was never yet more precious to me;
Welcome, with all th’ affection of a mother,
That comfort can express from natural love!
Since thy birth-joy a mother’s chiefest gladness,
After she’s undergone her curse of sorrows
Thou wast not more dear to me than this hour
Presents thee to my heart: welcome again!
 

LEANTIO.
‘Las, poor affectionate soul, how her joys speak to me!
I have observ’d it often, and I know it is
The fortune commonly of knavish children
To have the loving’st mothers. [Aside.
 

MOTHER.
What’s this gentlewoman?
 

LEANTIO.
O, you have nam’d the most unvalu’dst purchase
That youth of man had ever knowledge of!
As often as I look upon that treasure,
And know it to be mine there lies the blessing
It joys me that I ever was ordain’d
To have a being, and to live ‘mongst men;
Which is a fearful living, and a poor one,
Let a man truly think on’t:
To have the toil and griefs of fourscore years
Put up in a white sheet, tied with two knots;
Methinks it should strike earthquakes in adulterers,
When even the very sheets they commit sin in
May prove, for aught they know, all their last garments.
What a mark were there for women then!
But beauty, able to content a conqueror
Whom earth could scarce content, keeps me in compass:
I find no wish in me bent sinfully
To this man’s sister, or to that man’s wife;
In love’s name, let ‘em keep their honesties
And cleave to their own husbands; ’tis their duties.
Now when I go to church I can pray handsomely,
Not come like gallants only to see faces,
As if lust went to market still on Sundays.
I must confess I am guilty of one sin, mother,
More than I brought into the world with me,
But that I glory in. ’Tis theft, but noble
As ever greatness yet shot up withal.
 

MOTHER
How’s that?
 

LEANTIO
Never to be repented, mother,
Though sin be death. I had died if I had not sinned.
And here’s my masterpiece; do you now behold her.
Look on her well, she’s mine. Look on her better.
Now say if t be not the best piece of theft
That ever was committed. And I have my pardon for’t:
’Tis sealed from heaven by marriage.
 

MOTHER
Married to her!
 

LEANTIO
You must keep counsel, mother, I am undone else.
If it be known, I have lost her. Do but think now
What that loss is; life’s but a trifle to’t.
From Venice her consent and I have brought her,
From parents great in wealth, more now in rage;
But let storms spend their furies now we have got
A shelter o’er our quiet innocent loves.
We are contented. Little money she’s brought me.
View but her face, you may see all her dowry,
Save that which lies locked up in hidden virtues
Like jewels kept in cabinets.
 

MOTHER
You’re to blame,
If your obedience will give way to a check,
To wrong such a perfection.
 

LEANTIO
How?
 

MOTHER
Such a creature,
To draw her from her fortune, which no doubt
At the full time might have proved rich and noble!
You know not what you have done. My life can give you
But little helps, and my death lesser hopes;
And hitherto your own means has but made shift
To keep you single, and that hardly, too.
What ableness have you to do her right then
In maintenance fitting her birth and virtues? — 
Which ev’ry woman of necessity looks for,
And most to go above it, not confined
By their conditions, virtues, bloods, or births,
But flowing to affections, wills and humours.
 

LEANTIO
Speak low, sweet mother. You are able to spoil as many
As come within the hearing. If it be not
Your fortune to mar all, I have much marvel.
I pray, do not you teach her to rebel,
When she’s in a good way to obedience:
To rise with other women in commotion
Against their husbands for six gowns a year,
And so maintain their cause, when they’re once up,
In all things else that require cost enough.
They are all of ‘em a kind of spirits soon raised,
But not so soon laid, mother. As for example,
A woman’s belly is got up in a trice;
A simple charge ere it be laid down again.
So ever in all their quarrels and their courses.
And, I’m a proud man, I hear nothing of ‘em.
They’re very still, I thank my happiness,
And sound asleep. Pray let not your tongue wake ‘em.
If you can but rest quiet, she’s contented
With all conditions that my fortunes bring her to:
To keep close as a wife that loves her husband,
To go after the rate of my ability,
Not the licentious swinge of her own will,
Like some of her old schoolfellows. She intends
To take out other works in a new sampler,
And frame the fashion of an honest love
Which knows no wants, but, mocking poverty,
Brings forth more children, to make rich men wonder
At divine providence that feeds mouths of infants,
And sends them none to feed, but stuffs their rooms
With fruitful bags, their beds with barren wombs.
Good mother, make not you things worse than they are
Out of your too much openness, pray take heed on’t,
Nor imitate the envy of old people
That strive to mar good sport because they are perfect.
I would have you more pitiful to youth,
Especially to your own flesh and blood.
I’ll prove an excellent husband, here’s my hand,
Lay in provision, follow my business roundly,
And make you a grandmother in forty weeks.
Go, pray salute her, bid her welcome cheerfully.
 

MOTHER
Gentlewoman, thus much is a debt of courtesy
Which fashionable strangers pay each other
At a kind meeting.
[She kisses Bianca]
Then there’s more than one
Due to the knowledge I have of your nearness.
I am bold to come again, and now salute you
By th’ name of daughter, which may challenge more
Than ordinary respect.
[She kisses Bianca again]
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Why, this is well now,
And I think few mothers of threescore will mend it.
 

MOTHER
What I can bid you welcome to is mean,
But make it all your own. We are full of wants,
And cannot welcome worth.
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Now this is scurvy,
And spake as if a woman lacked her teeth.
These old folks talk of nothing but defects,
Because they grow so full of ‘em themselves.
 

BIANCA
Kind mother, there is nothing can be wanting
To her that does enjoy all her desires.
Heaven send a quiet peace with this man’s love,
And I am as rich as virtue can be poor,
Which were enough, after the rate of mind,
To erect temples for content placed here.
I have forsook friends, fortunes, and my country,
And hourly I rejoice in’t. Here’s my friends,
And few is the good number. [To Leantio] Thy successes,
Howe’er they look, I will still name my fortunes.
Hopeful or spiteful, they shall all be welcome.
Who invites many guests has of all sorts,
As he that traffics much drinks of all fortunes,
Yet they must all be welcome and used well.
I’ll call this place the place of my birth now,
And rightly, too, for here my love was born,
And that’s the birth-day of a woman’s joys.
You have not bid me welcome since I came.
 

LEANTIO
That I did, questionless.
 

BIANCA
No, sure. How was’t?
I have quite forgot it.
 

LEANTIO
Thus.
[He kisses her]
 

BIANCA
O sir, ’tis true.
Now I remember well. I have done thee wrong.
Pray take’t again, sir.
[She kisses him]
 

LEANTIO
How many of these wrongs
Could I put up in an hour, and turn up the glass
For twice as many more!
 

MOTHER
Will’t please you to walk in, daughter?
 

BIANCA
Thanks, sweet mother.
The voice of her that bare me is not more pleasing.
Exeunt Mother and Bianca
 

LEANTIO
Though my own care and my rich master’s trust
Lay their commands both on my factorship,
This day and night I’ll know no other business
But her, and her dear welcome. ’Tis a bitterness
To think upon tomorrow: that I must leave her
Still to the sweet hopes of the week’s end;
That pleasure should be so restrained and curbed,
After the course of a rich workmaster
That never pays till Saturday night.
Marry, it comes together in a round sum then,
And does more good, you’ll say. O fair-eyed Florence,
Didst thou but know what a most matchless jewel
Thou now art mistress of, a pride would take thee
Able to shoot destruction through the bloods
Of all thy youthful sons. But ’tis great policy
To keep choice treasures in obscurest places.
Should we show thieves our wealth, ’twould make ‘em bolder.
Temptation is a devil will not stick
To fasten upon a saint; take heed of that.
The jewel is cased up from all men’s eyes.
Who could imagine now a gem were kept
Of that great value under this plain roof?
But how in times of absence? What assurance
Of this restraint then? Yes, yes, there’s one with her.
Old mothers know the world; and such as these,
When sons lock chests, are good to look to keys.
Exit
 

Enter Guardiano, Fabritio, and Livia
 

GUARDIANO
[to Fabritio]
What, has your daughter seen him yet? Know you that?
 

FABRITIO
No matter, she shall love him.
 

GUARDIANO
Nay, let’s have fair play.
He has been now my ward some fifteen year,
And ’tis my purpose, as time calls upon me,
By custom seconded, and such moral virtues,
To tender him a wife. Now, sir, this wife
I’d fain elect out of a daughter of yours.
You see my meaning’s fair. If now this daughter
So tendered — let me come to your own phrase, sir — 
Should offer to refuse him, I were handselled.
[Aside] Thus am I fain to calculate all my words
For the meridian of a foolish old man,
To take his understanding. — What do you answer, sir?
 

FABRITIO
I say still she shall love him.
 

GUARDIANO
Yet again?
And shall she have no reason for this love?
 

FABRITIO
Why, do you think that women love with reason?
 

GUARDIANO
[aside]
I perceive fools are not at all hours foolish,
No more than wise-men wise.
 

FABRITIO
I had a wife;
She ran mad for me; she had no reason for’t,
For aught I could perceive. — What think you, lady sister?
 

GUARDIANO
[aside]’Twas a lit match, that,
Being both out of their wits. — A loving wife: it seemed
She strove to come as near you as she could.
 

FABRITIO
An if her daughter prove not mad for love too,
She takes not after her; nor after me,
If she prefer reason before my pleasure. — 
You’re an experienced widow, lady sister,
I pray let your opinion come amongst us.
 

LIVIA
I must offend you then, if truth will do’t,
And take my niece’s part, and call’t injustice
To force her love to one she never saw.
Maids should both see and like; all little enough.
If they love truly after that, ’tis well.
Counting the time she takes one man, till death,
That’s a hard task, I tell you; but one may
Enquire at three years’ end amongst young wives,
And mark how the game goes.
 

FABRITIO
Why, is not man
Tied to the same observance, lady sister,
And in one woman?
 

LIVIA
’Tis enough for him.
Besides, he tastes of many sundry dishes
That we poor wretches never lay our lips to,
As obedience, forsooth, subjection, duty, and such kickshaws
All of our making, but served in to them;
And if we lick a finger then sometimes,
We are not to blame; your best cooks use it.
 

FABRITIO
Thou’rt a sweet lady, sister, and a witty.
 

LIVIA
A witty? O, the bud of commendation
Fit for a girl of sixteen. I am blown, man.
I should be wise by this time; and, for instance,
I have buried my two husbands in good fashion,
And never mean more to marry.
 

GUARDIANO
No? Why so, lady?
 

LIVIA
Because the third shall never bury me.
I think I am more than witty. — How think you, sir?
 

FABRITIO
I have paid often fees to a counsellor
Has had a weaker brain.
 

LIVIA
Then I must tell you,
Your money was soon parted.
 

GUARDIANO
[to Fabritio] Light her now, brother.
 

LIVIA
Where is my niece? Let her be sent for straight
If you have any hope ‘twill prove a wedding.
’Tis fit, i’faith, she should have one sight of him,
And stop upon’t, and not be joined in haste
As if they went to stock a new-found land.
 

FABRITIO
Look out her uncle and you’re sure of her.
Those two are ne’er asunder. They’ve been heard
In argument at midnight; moonshine nights
Are noon-days with them; they walk out their sleeps,
Or rather at those hours appear like those
That walk in ‘em, for so they did to me.
Look you, I told you truth. They’re like a chain:
Draw but one link, all follows.
 

Enter Hippolito and Isabella the niece [hand in hand]
 

GUARDIANO
O affinity,
What piece of excellent workmanship art thou!
’Tis work clean wrought, for there’s no lust, but love, in’t,
And that abundantly; when in stranger things
There is no love at all, but what lust brings.
 

FABRITIO
[to Isabella]
On with your mask, for ’tis your part to see now,
And not be seen. Go to, make use of your time.
See what you mean to like; nay, and I charge you,
Like what you see. Do you hear me? There’s no dallying;
The gentleman’s almost twenty, and ’tis time
He were getting lawful heirs, and you a-breeding on ‘em.
 

ISABELLA
Good father!
 

FABRITIO
Tell not me of tongues and rumours.
You’ll say the gentleman is somewhat simple;
The better for a husband, were you wise,
For those that marry fools live ladies’ lives.
On with the mask; I’ll hear no more. He’s rich;
The fool’s hid under bushels.
[Isabella puts on her mask. The Ward is heard within]
 

LIVIA
Not so hid, neither;
But here’s a foul great piece of him, methinks.
What will he be when he comes altogether?
 

Enter the Ward, with a trapstick, and Sordido, his man
 

WARD
[to Sordido] Beat him?
I beat him out o’th’ field with his own catstick,
Yet gave him the first hand.
 

SORDIDO
O, strange!
 

WARD
I did it.
Then he set jacks on me.
 

SORDIDO
What, my ladies’ tailor?
 

WARD
Ay, and I beat him, too.
 

SORDIDO
Nay, that’s no wonder;
He’s used to beating.
 

WARD
Nay, I tickled him
When I came once to my tippings.
 

SORDIDO
Now you talk on ‘em, there was a poulterer’s wife made a great complaint of you last night to your guardianer, that you struck a bump in her child’s head as big as an egg.
 

WARD
An egg may prove a chicken then in time: the poulterer’s wife will get by’t. When I am in game I am i furious: came my mother’s eyes in my way, I would not lose a fair end; no, were she alive but with one tooth in her head, I should venture the striking out of that.
I think of nobody when I am in play, I am so earnest.
Coads me, my guardianer!
Prithee, lay up my cat and catstick safe.
 

SORDIDO
Where, sir, i’th’ chimney corner?
 

WARD
Chimney corner?
 

SORDIDO
Yes, sir, your cats are always safe i’th’ chimney corner,
Unless they burn their coats.
 

WARD
Marry, that I am afraid on.
 

SORDIDO
Why, then I will bestow your cat i’th’ gutter,
And there she’s safe, I am sure.
 

WARD
If I but live
To keep a house, I’ll make thee a great man,
If meat and drink can do’t. I can stoop gallantly,
And pitch out, when I list; I’m dog at a hole.
I mar’l my guardianer does not seek a wife for me;
I protest I’ll have a bout with the maids else,
Or contract myself at midnight to the larderwoman
In presence of a fool or a sack-posset.
 

GUARDIANO
Ward!
 

WARD
[to Sordido]
I feel myself after any exercise
Horribly prone. Let me but ride, I’m lusty. — 
A cock-horse straight, i’faith.
 

GUARDIANO
Why, ward, I say!
 

WARD
[to Sordido]
I’ll forswear eating eggs in moonshine nights.
There’s ne’er a one I eat but turns into a cock
In four-and-twenty hours. If my hot blood
Be not took down in time, sure ‘twill crow shortly.
 

GUARDIANO
Do you hear, sir? Follow me; I must new school you.
 

WARD
School me? I scorn that now; I am past schooling.
I am not so base to learn to write and read;
I was born to better fortunes in my cradle.
Exit [Guardiano, followed by Ward and Sordido]
 

FABRITIO
[to Isabella]
How do you like him, girl? This is your husband.
Like him or like him not, wench, you shall have him,
And you shall love him.
 

LIVIA
O, soft there, brother! Though you be a justice,
Your warrant cannot be served out of your liberty.
You may compel, out of the power of father,
Things merely harsh to a maid’s flesh and blood;
But when you come to love, there the soil alters;
You’re in another country, where your laws
Are no more set by than the cacklings
Of geese in Rome’s great Capitol.
 

FABRITIO
Marry him she shall, then
Let her agree upon love afterwards. Exit
 

LIVIA
You speak now, brother, like an honest mortal
That walks upon th’earth with a staff:
You were up i’th’ clouds before. You’d command love,
And so do most old folks that go without it.
[Livia embraces Hippolito]
My best and dearest brother, I could dwell here.
There is not such another seat on earth
Where all good parts better express themselves.
 

HIPPOLITO
You’ll make me blush anon.
 

LIVIA
’Tis but like saying grace before a feast then,
And that’s most comely. Thou art all a feast,
And she that has thee a most happy guest.
Prithee, cheer up that niece with special counsel.
[Exit]
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside]
I would ‘twere fit to speak to her what I would, but
’Twas not a thing ordained. Heaven has forbid it,
And ’tis most meet that I should rather perish
Than the decree divine receive least blemish.
Feed inward, you my sorrows, make no noise,
Consume me silent, let me be stark dead
Ere the world know I’m sick. You see my honesty;
If you befriend me, so.
 

ISABELLA
[aside] Marry a fool!
Can there be greater misery to a woman
That means to keep her days true to her husband
And know no other man? So virtue wills it.
Why, how can I obey and honour him,
But I must needs commit idolatry?
A fool is but the image of a man,
And that but ill-made neither. O, the heart-breakings
Of miserable maids where love’s enforced!
The best condition is but bad enough:
When women have their choices, commonly
They do but buy their thraldoms, and bring great portions
To men to keep ‘em in subjection;
As if a fearful prisoner should bribe
The keeper to be good to him, yet lies in still,
And glad of a good usage, a good look
Sometimes. By’r Lady, no misery surmounts a woman’s.
Men buy their slaves, but women buy their masters.
Yet honesty and love makes all this happy
And, next to angels’, the most blest estate.
That providence that has made ev’ry poison
Good for some use, and sets four warring elements
At peace in man, can make a harmony
In things that are most strange to human reason.
O, but this marriage! — What, are you sad too, uncle?
Faith, then there’s a whole household down together.
Where shall I go to seek my comfort now
When my best friend’s distressed? What is’t afflicts you, sir?
 

HIPPOLITO
Faith, nothing but one grief that will not leave me,
And now ’tis welcome. Ev’ry man has something
To bring him to his end, and this will serve joined with your father’s cruelty to you;
That helps it forward.
 

ISABELLA
O, be cheered, sweet uncle!
How long has’t been upon you? I ne’er spied it.
What a dull sight have I! How long, I pray, sir?
 

HIPPOLITO
Since I first saw you, niece, and left Bologna.
 

ISABELLA
And could you deal so unkindly with my heart
To keep it up so long hid from my pity?
Alas, how shall I trust your love hereafter?
Have we passed through so many arguments,
And missed of that still, the most needful one?
Walked out whole nights together in discourses,
And the main point forgot? We are to blame both.
This is an obstinate wilful forgetfulness,
And faulty on both parts. Let’s lose no time now.
Begin, good uncle, you that feel’t. What is it?
 

HIPPOLITO
You of all creatures, niece, must never hear on’t.
’Tis not a thing ordained for you to know.
 

ISABELLA
Not I, sir? All my joys that word cuts off.
You made profession once you loved me best;
’Twas but profession.
 

HIPPOLITO
Yes, I do’t too truly,
And fear I shall be chid for’t. Know the worst, then:
I love thee dearlier than an uncle can.
 

ISABELLA
Why, so you ever said, and I believed it.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside]
So simple is the goodness of her thoughts,
They understand not yet th’unhallowed language
Of a near sinner. I must yet be forced,
Though blushes be my venture, to come nearer. — 
As a man loves his wife, so love I thee.
 

ISABELLA
What’s that?
Methought I heard ill news come toward me,
Which commonly we understand too soon,
Then over-quick at hearing. I’ll prevent it,
Though my joys fare the harder. Welcome it?
It shall ne’er come so near mine ear again.
Farewell, all friendly solaces and discourses.
I’ll learn to live without ye, for your dangers
Are greater than your comforts. What’s become
Of truth in love if such we cannot trust,
When blood that should be love is mixed with lust?
Exit
 

HIPPOLITO
The worst can be but death, and let it come.
He that lives joyless, every day’s his doom. Exit
 

Enter Leantio, alone
 

LEANTIO
Methinks I’m e’en as dull now at departure
As men observe great gallants the next day
After a revels; you shall see ‘em look
Much of my fashion if you mark ‘em well.
’Tis e’en a second hell to part from pleasure
When man has got a smack on’t. As many holidays
Coming together makes your poor heads idle
A great while after, and are said to stick
Fast in their fingers’ ends; e’en so does game
In a new-married couple: for the time
It spoils all thrift, and indeed lies abed
To invent all the new ways for great expenses.
 

Enter Bianca and Mother above
See an she be not got on purpose above now
Into the window to look after me.
I have no power to go now an I should be hanged.
Farewell, all business. I desire no more
Than I see yonder. Let the goods at quay
Look to themselves. Why should I toil my youth out?
It is but begging two or three year sooner,
And stay with her continually: is’t a match?
O fie, what a religion have I leaped into!
Get out again, for shame. The man loves best
When his care’s most; that shows his zeal to love.
Fondness is but the idiot to affection,
That plays hot-cockles with rich merchants’ wives:
Good to make sport withal when the chest’s full
And the long warehouse cracks. ’Tis time of day
For us to be more wise; ’tis early with us;
And if they lose the morning of their affairs
They commonly lose the best part of the day.
Those that are wealthy and have got enough,
’Tis after sunset with ‘em; they may rest,
Grow fat with ease, banquet, and toy and play,
When such as I enter the heat o’th’ day;
And I’ll do’t cheerfully.
 

BIANCA
I perceive, sir,
You’re not gone yet. I have good hope you’ll stay now.
 

LEANTIO
Farewell; I must not.
 

BIANCA
Come, come, pray return.
Tomorrow, adding but a little care more,
Will dispatch all as well; believe me, ‘twill, sir.
 

LEANTIO
I could well wish myself where you would have me;
But love that’s wanton must be ruled a while
By that that’s careful, or all goes to ruin.
As fitting is a government in love
As in a kingdom. Where ’tis all mere lust,
’Tis like an insurrection in the people
That, raised in self-will, wars against all reason;
But love that is respective for increase
Is like a good king that keeps all in peace.
Once more, farewell.
 

BIANCA
But this one night, I prithee.
 

LEANTIO
Alas, I’m in for twenty if I stay,
And then for forty more. I have such luck to flesh
I never bought a horse but he bore double.
If I stay any longer, I shall turn
An everlasting spendthrift. As you love
To be maintained well, do not call me again,
For then I shall not care which end goes forward.
Again farewell to thee.
 

BIANCA
[weeping] Since it must, farewell too.
Exit Leantio
 

MOTHER
Faith, daughter, you’re to blame; you take the course
To make him an ill husband, troth you do;
And that disease is catching, I can tell you,
Ay, and soon taken by a young man’s blood,
And that with little urging. Nay, fie, see now,
What cause have you to weep? Would I had no more,
That have lived threescore years: there were a cause,
An ‘twere well thought on. Trust me, you’re to blame.
His absence cannot last five days at utmost.
Why should those tears be fetched forth? Cannot love
Be e’en as well expressed in a good look,
But it must see her face still in a fountain?
It shows like a country maid dressing her head
By a dish of water. Come, ’tis an old custom
To weep for love.
 

Enter two or three Boys, and a Citizen or two with an Apprentice
 

BOYS
Now they come, now they come!
 

SECOND BOY
The Duke!
 

THIRD BOY
The state!
 

CITIZEN
How near, boy?
 

FIRST BOY I’th’ next street, sir, hard at hand.
 

CITIZEN
[to his Apprentice]
You, sirrah, get a standing for your mistress,
The best in all the city.
 

APPRENTICE
I have’t for her, sir.
’Twas a thing I provided for her overnight;
’Tis ready at her pleasure.
 

CITIZEN
Fetch her to’t, then.
Away, sir! [Exit Apprentice]
 

BIANCA
What’s the meaning of this hurry?
Can you tell, mother?
 

MOTHER
What a memory
Have I! I see by that years come upon me.
Why, ’tis a yearly custom and solemnity,
Religiously observed by th’ Duke and state,
To St Mark’s Temple, the fifteenth of April.
See if my dull brains had not quite forgot it.
’Twas happily questioned of thee. I had gone down else,
Sat like a drone below, and never thought on’t.
I would not to be ten years younger again
That you had lost the sight. Now you shall see
Our Duke, a goodly gentleman of his years.
 

BIANCA
Is he old then?
 

MOTHER
About some fifty-live.
 

BIANCA
That’s no great age in man; he’s then at best
For wisdom and for judgement.
 

MOTHER
The Lord Cardinal,
His noble brother — there’s a comely gentleman,
And greater in devotion than in blood.
 

BIANCA
He’s worthy to be marked.
 

MOTHER
You shall behold
All our chief states of Florence.
You came fortunately
Against this solemn day.
 

BIANCA
I hope so always.
Music
 

MOTHER
I hear ‘em near us now. Do you stand easily?
 

BIANCA
Exceeding well, good mother.
 

MOTHER
Take this stool.
 

BIANCA
I need it not, I thank you.
 

MOTHER
Use your will then.
 

Enter in great solemnity six knights, bare-headed, then two cardinals, and then the Lord Cardinal, then the Duke; after him the states of Florence by two and two; with variety of music and song.
[They pass over the stage and] exeunt.
[Exeunt Citizens and Boys]
 

MOTHER
How like you, daughter?
 

BIANCA
’Tis a noble state.
Methinks my soul could dwell upon the reverence
Of such a solemn and most worthy custom.
Did not the Duke look up? Methought he saw us.
 

MOTHER
That’s everyone’s conceit that sees a duke:
If he look steadfastly, he looks straight at them,
When he perhaps, good careful gentleman,
Never minds any, but the look he casts
Is at his own intentions, and his object
Only the public good.
 

BIANCA
Most likely so.
 

MOTHER
Come, come, we’ll end this argument below. Exeunt
 

Finis Actus Primus
 




Act II.
 

Enter Hippolito, and Lady Livia the widow
 

LIVIA
A strange affection, brother. When I think on’t,
I wonder how thou cam’st by’t.
 

HIPPOLITO
E’en as easily
As man comes by destruction, which oft-times
He wears in his own bosom.
 

LIVIA
Is the world
So populous in women, and creation
So prodigal in beauty and so various,
Yet does love turn thy point to thine own blood?
’Tis somewhat too unkindly. Must thy eye
Dwell evilly on the fairness of thy kindred,
And seek not where it should? It is confined
Now in a narrower prison than was made for’t.
It is allowed a stranger; and where bounty
Is made the great man’s honour, ’tis ill husbandry
To spare, and servants shall have small thanks for’t.
So he heaven’s bounty seems to scorn and mock
That spares free means, and spends of his own stock.
 

HIPPOLITO
Never was man’s misery so soon summed up,
Counting how truly.
 

LIVIA
Nay, I love you so
That I shall venture much to keep a change from you
So fearful as this grief will bring upon you.
Faith, it even kills me when I see you faint
Under a reprehension; and I’ll leave it,
Though I know nothing can be better for you.
Prithee, sweet brother, let not passion waste
The goodness of thy time and of thy fortune.
Thou keep’st the treasure of that life I love
As dearly as mine own; and if you think
My former words too bitter, which were ministered
By truth and zeal, ’tis but a hazarding
Of grace and virtue; and I can bring forth
As pleasant fruits as sensuality wishes
In all her teeming longings, this I can do.
 

HIPPOLITO
O, nothing that can make my wishes perfect!
 

LIVIA
I would that love of yours were pawned to’t, brother,
And as soon lost that way as I could win.
Sir, I could give as shrewd a lift to chastity
As any she that wears a tongue in Florence.
She’d need be a good horse-woman, and sit fast,
Whom my strong argument could not fling at last.
Prithee, take courage, man. Though I should counsel
Another to despair, yet I am pitiful
To thy afflictions, and will venture hard — 
I will not name for what; ’tis not handsome.
Find you the proof, and praise me.
 

HIPPOLITO
Then I fear me
I shall not praise you in haste.
 

LIVIA
This is the comfort:
You are not the first, brother, has attempted
Things more forbidden than this seems to be.
I’ll minister all cordials now to you,
Because I’ll cheer you up, sir.
 

HIPPOLITO
I am past hope.
 

LIVIA
Love, thou shalt see me do a strange cure, then,
As e’er was wrought on a disease so mortal
And near akin to shame. When shall you see her?
 

HIPPOLITO
Never in comfort more.
 

LIVIA
You’re so impatient, too.
 

HIPPOLITO
Will you believe death? She’s forsworn my company,
And sealed it with a blush.
 

LIVIA
So, I perceive
All lies upon my hands then. Well, the more glory
When the work’s finished.
 

Enter Servant
How now, sir, the news?
 

SERVANT
Madam, your niece, the virtuous Isabella,
Is lighted now to see you.
 

LIVIA
[to Hippolito] That’s great fortune.
Sir, your stars bless you simply. — Lead her in.
Exit Servant
 

HIPPOLITO
What’s this to me?
 

LIVIA
Your absence, gentle brother.
I must bestir my wits for you.
 

HIPPOLITO
Ay, to great purpose.
Exit
 

LIVIA
Beshrew you! Would I loved you not so well
I’ll go to bed, and leave this deed undone.
I am the fondest where I once affect,
The carefull’st of their healths and of their ease, forsooth,
That I look still but slenderly to mine own.
I take a course to pity him so much now
That I have none left for modesty and myself.
This ’tis to grow so liberal! You’ve few sisters
That love their brothers’ ease ‘bove their own honesties;
But if you question my affections,
That will be found my fault.
 

Enter Isabella the niece
Niece, your love’s welcome.
Alas, what draws that paleness to thy cheeks — 
This enforced marriage towards?
 

ISABELLA
It helps, good aunt,
Amongst some other griefs; but those I’ll keep
Locked up in modest silence, for they’re sorrows
Would shame the tongue more than they grieve the thought.
 

LIVIA
Indeed the ward is simple.
 

ISABELLA
Simple? That were well.
Why, one might make good shift with such a husband;
But he’s a fool entailed; he halts downright in’t.
 

LIVIA
And, knowing this, I hope ’tis at your choice
To take or refuse, niece.
 

ISABELLA
You see it is not.
I loath him more than beauty can hate death,
Or age her spiteful neighbour.
 

LIVIA
Let’t appear, then.
 

ISABELLA
How can I, being born with that obedience
That must submit unto a father’s will?
If he command, I must of force consent.
 

LIVIA
Alas, poor soul! Be not offended, prithee,
If I set by the name of niece a while,
And bring in pity in a stranger fashion.
It lies here in this breast would cross this match.
 

ISABELLA
How, cross it, aunt?
 

LIVIA
Ay, and give thee more liberty
Than thou hast reason yet to apprehend.
 

ISABELLA
Sweet aunt, in goodness keep not hid from me
What may befriend my life.
 

LIVIA
Yes, yes, I must,
When I return to reputation,
And think upon the solemn vow I made
To your dead mother, my most loving sister.
As long as I have her memory ‘twixt mine eyelids,
Look for no pity now.
 

ISABELLA
Kind, sweet, dear aunt!
 

LIVIA
No, ’twas a secret I have took special care of,
Delivered by your mother on her deathbed.
That’s nine years now, and I’ll not part from’t yet;
Though ne’er was fitter time nor greater cause for’t.
 

ISABELLA
As you desire the praises of a virgin — 
 

LIVIA
Good sorrow! I would do thee any kindness
Not wronging secrecy or reputation.
 

ISABELLA
Neither of which, as I have hope of fruitfulness,
Shall receive wrong from me.
 

LIVIA
Nay, ’twould be your own wrong
As much as any’s, should it come to that once.
 

ISABELLA
I need no better means to work persuasion then.
 

LIVIA
Let it suffice you may refuse this fool;
Or you may take him, as you see occasion
For your advantage — the best wits will do’t.
You’ve liberty enough in your own will.
You cannot be enforced; there grows the flower,
If you could pick it out, makes whole life sweet to you.
That which you call your father’s command’s nothing;
Then your obedience must needs be as little.
If you can make shift here to taste your happiness,
Or pick out aught that likes you, much good do you.
You see your cheer; I’ll make you no set dinner.
 

ISABELLA
And, trust me, I may starve for all the good
I can find yet in this. Sweet aunt, deal plainlier.
 

LIVIA
Say I should trust you now upon an oath,
And give you in a secret that would start you;
How am I sure of you in faith and silence?
 

ISABELLA
Equal assurance may I find in mercy
As you for that in me.
 

LIVIA
It shall suffice.
Then know, however custom has made good,
For reputation’s sake, the names of niece
And aunt ‘twixt you and I, we’re nothing less.
 

ISABELLA
How’s that?
 

LIVIA
I told you I should start your blood.
You are no more allied to any of us,
Save what the courtesy of opinion casts
Upon your mother’s memory and your name,
Than the mer’st stranger is, or one begot
At Naples when the husband lies at Rome;
There’s so much odds betwixt us. Since your knowledge
Wished more instruction, and I have your oath
In pledge for silence, it makes me talk the freelier.
Did never the report of that famed Spaniard,
Marquis of Coria, since your time was ripe
For understanding, fill your ear with wonder?
 

ISABELLA
Yes; what of him? I have heard his deeds of honour
Often related when we lived in Naples.
 

LIVIA
You heard the praises of your father then.
 

ISABELLA
My father!
 

LIVIA
That was he; but all the business
So carefully and so discreetly carried
That fame received no spot by’t, not a blemish.
Your mother was so wary to her end,
None knew it but her conscience and her friend;
Till penitent confession made it mine,
And now my pity yours. It had been long else;
And I hope care and love alike in you,
Made good by oath, will see it take no wrong now.
How weak his commands now whom you call father!
How vain all his enforcements, your obedience!
And what a largeness in your will and liberty,
To take, or to reject, or to do both! — 
For fools will serve to father wise men’s children.
All this you’ve time to think on. O, my wench,
Nothing o’erthrows our sex but indiscretion!
We might do well else, of a brittle people,
As any under the great canopy.
I pray, forget not but to call me aunt still — 
Take heed of that; it may be marked in time else — 
But keep your thoughts to yourself, from all the world,
Kindred or dearest friend; nay, I entreat you,
From him that all this while you have called uncle;
And though you love him dearly, as I know
His deserts claim as much e’en from a stranger,
Yet let not him know this, I prithee, do not.
As ever thou hast hope of second pity
If thou shouldst stand in need on’t, do not do’t.
 

ISABELLA
Believe my oath, I will not.
 

LIVIA
Why, well said!
[Aside] Who shows more craft t’undo a maidenhead,
I’ll resign my part to her.
 

Enter Hippolito
She’s thine own. Go. Exit
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside]
Alas, fair flattery cannot cure my sorrows!
 

ISABELLA
[aside]
Have I passed so much time in ignorance,
And never had the means to know myself
Till this blest hour, thanks to her virtuous pity
That brought it now to light? Would I had known it
But one day sooner! He had then received
In favours what, poor gentleman, he took
In bitter words: a slight and harsh reward
For one of his deserts.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside] There seems to me now
More anger and distraction in her looks.
I’m gone; I’ll not endure a second storm.
The memory of the first is not past yet.
 

ISABELLA
[aside]
Are you returned, you comforts of my life,
In this man’s presence? i will keep you fast now,
And sooner part eternally from the world
Than my good joys in you. — Prithee, forgive me.
I did but chide in jest. The best loves use it
Sometimes; it sets an edge upon affection.
When we invite our best friends to a feast,
’Tis not all sweetmeats that we set before them;
There’s somewhat sharp and salt, both to whet appetite
And make ‘em taste their wine well. So methinks
After a friendly sharp and savoury chiding,
A kiss tastes wondrous well, and full o’th’ grape.
[She kisses him]
How think’st thou: does’t not?
 

HIPPOLITO
’Tis so excellent
I know not how to praise it, what to say to’t.
 

ISABELLA
This marriage shall go forward.
 

HIPPOLITO
With the ward?
Are you in earnest?
 

ISABELLA
’Twould be ill for us else.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside]
For us? How means she that?
 

ISABELLA
[aside] Troth, I begin
To be so well, methinks, within this hour,
For all this match able to kill one’s heart,
Nothing can pull me down now. Should my father
Provide a worse fool yet, which I should think
Were a hard thing to compass, I’d have him, either,
The worse the better; none can come amiss now
If he want wit enough. So discretion love me,
Desert and judgement, I have content sufficient. — 
She that comes once to be a housekeeper
Must not look every day to fare well, sir,
Like a young waiting-gentlewoman in service;
For she feeds commonly as her lady does — 
No good bit passes her but she gets a taste on’t — 
But when she comes to keep house for herself,
She’s glad of some choice cates then once a week,
Or twice at most, and glad if she can get ‘em.
So must affection learn to fare with thankfulness.
Pray make your love no stranger, sir; that’s all — 
[Aside] Though you be one yourself, and know not on’t;
And I have sworn you must not. Exit
 

HIPPOLITO
This is beyond me!
Never came joys so unexpectedly
To meet desires in man. How came she thus?
What has she done to her? Can any tell?
’Tis beyond sorcery this, drugs, or love-powders:
Some art that has no name, sure, strange to me
Of all the wonders I e’er met withal
Throughout my ten years’ travels. But I’m thankful for’t.
This marriage now must of necessity forward.
It is the only veil wit can devise
To keep our acts hid from sin-piercing eyes. Exit
 

Enter Guardiano and Livia
 

LIVIA
How, sir, a gentlewoman, so young, so fair
As you set forth, spied from the widow’s window?
 

GUARDIANO
She!
 

LIVIA
Our Sunday-dinner woman?
 

GUARDIANO
And Thursday-supper woman, the same still.
I know not how she came by her, but I’ll swear
She’s the prime gallant for a face in Florence;
And no doubt other parts follow their leader.
The Duke himself first spied her at the window;
Then in a rapture, as if admiration
Were poor when it were single, beckoned me,
And pointed to the wonder warily,
As one that feared she would draw in her splendour
Too soon if too much gazed at. I ne’er knew him
So infinitely taken with a woman;
Nor can I blame his appetite, or tax
His raptures of slight folly: she’s a creature
Able to draw a state from serious business,
And make it their best piece to do her service.
What course shall we devise? He’s spoke twice now.
 

LIVIA
Twice?
 

GUARDIANO
’Tis beyond your apprehension
How strangely that one look has catched his heart.
’Twould prove but too much worth in wealth and favour
To those should work his peace.
 

LIVIA
And if I do’t not,
Or at least come as near it — if your art
Will take a little pains and second me — 
As any wench in Florence of my standing,
I’ll quite give o’er, and shut up shop in cunning.
 

GUARDIANO
’Tis for the Duke; and if I fail your purpose,
All means to come by riches or advancement
Miss me and skip me over.
 

LIVIA
Let the old woman then
Be sent for with all speed; then I’ll begin.
 

GUARDIANO
A good conclusion follow, and a sweet one,
After this stale beginning with old ware. — 
Within there!
 

Enter Servant
 

SERVANT
Sir, do you call?
 

GUARDIANO
Come near, list hither.
[They talk apart]
 

LIVIA
I long myself to see this absolute creature
That wins the heart of love and praise so much.
 

GUARDIANO
Go, sir, make haste.
 

LIVIA
[to the Servant]
Say I entreat her company.
Do you hear, sir?
 

SERVANT
Yes, madam. Exit
 

LIVIA
That brings her quickly.
 

GUARDIANO
I would ‘twere done. The Duke waits the good hour,
And I wait the good fortune that may spring from’t.
I have had a lucky hand these fifteen year
At such court-passage with three dice in a dish.
 

Enter Fabritio
Signor Fabritio!
 

FABRITIO
O sir, I bring an alteration in my mouth now.
 

GUARDIANO
[aside to Livia]
An alteration! No wise speech, I hope;
He means not to talk wisely, does he, trow? — 
Good! What’s the change, I pray, sir?
 

FABRITIO
A new change.
 

GUARDIANO
Another yet! Faith, there’s enough already.
 

FABRITIO
My daughter loves him now.
 

GUARDIANO
What, does she, sir?
 

FABRITIO
Affects him beyond thought: who but the ward, forsooth?
No talk but of the ward; she would have him
To choose ‘bove all the men she ever saw.
My will goes not so fast as her consent now;
Her duty gets before my command still.
 

GUARDIANO
Why then, sir, if you’ll have me speak my thoughts,
I smell ‘twill be a match.
 

FABRITIO
Ay, and a sweet young couple,
If I have any judgement.
 

GUARDIANO
[aside] Faith, that’s little. — 
Let her be sent tomorrow before noon,
And handsomely tricked up; for ‘bout that time
I mean to bring her in and tender her to him.
 

FABRITIO
I warrant you for handsome. I will see
Her things laid ready, every one in order,
And have some part of her tricked up tonight.
 

GUARDIANO
Why, well said.
 

FABRITIO
’Twas a use her mother had
When she was invited to an early wedding.
She’d dress her head o’ernight, sponge up herself,
And give her neck three lathers — 
 

GUARDIANO
[aside] Ne’er a halter?
 

FABRITIO
On with her chain of pearl, her ruby bracelets,
Lay ready all her tricks and jiggumbobs — 
 

GUARDIANO
So must your daughter.
 

FABRITIO
I’ll about it straight, sir. Exit
 

LIVIA
How he sweats In the foolish zeal of fatherhood,
After six ounces an hour, and seems
To toil as much as if his cares were wise ones!
 

GUARDIANO
You’ve let his folly blood in the right vein, lady.
 

LIVIA
And here comes his sweet son-in-law that shall be.
They’re both allied in wit before the marriage;
What will they be hereafter, when they are nearer?
Yet they can go no further than the fool:
There’s the world’s end in both of ‘em.
 

Enter the Ward and Sordido, one with a shuttlecock, the other a battledore
 

GUARDIANO
[to the Ward] Now, young heir!
 

WARD
What’s the next business after shuttlecock now?
 

GUARDIANO
Tomorrow you shall see the gentlewoman
Must be your wife.
 

WARD
There’s e’en another thing too
Must be kept up with a pair of battledores.
My wife! What can she do?
 

GUARDIANO
Nay, that’s a question you should ask yourself, ward,
When you’re alone together.
 

WARD
That’s as I list.
A wife’s to be asked anywhere, I hope. I’ll ask her in a congregation if I have a mind to’t, and so save a licence. [To Sordido] My guard’ner has no more wit than an herb-woman that sells away all her sweet-herbs and nosegays, and keeps a stinking breath for her own pottage.
 

SORDIDO
Let me be at the choosing of your beloved
If you desire a woman of good parts.
 

WARD
Thou shalt, sweet Sordido.
 

SORDIDO
I have a plaguy guess. Let me alone to see what she is; if I but look upon her cony-way, I know all the faults to a hair that you may refuse her for.
 

WARD
Dost thou? I prithee, let me hear ‘em, Sordido.
 

SORDIDO
Well, mark ‘em then. I have ‘em all in rhyme.
The wife your guard’ner ought to tender
Should be pretty, straight, and slender;
Her hair not short, her foot not long,
Her hand not huge, nor too, too loud her tongue;
No pearl in eye, nor ruby in her nose,
No burn or cut but what the catalogue shows.
She must have teeth, and that no black ones,
And kiss most sweet when she does smack once.
Her skin must be both white and plumped,
Her body straight, not hopper-rumped,
Or wriggle sideways like a crab.
She must be neither slut nor drab,
Nor go too splay-foot with her shoes
To make her smock lick up the dews.
And two things more which I forgot to tell ye:
She neither must have bump in back nor belly.
These are the faults that will not make her pass.
 

WARD
And if I spy not these, I am a rank ass.
 

SORDIDO
Nay, more: by right, sir, you should see her naked,
For that’s the ancient order.
 

WARD
See her naked?
That were good sport, i’faith.
I’ll have the books turned over,
And if! And ‘her naked’ on record
She shall not have a rag on. But stay, stay:
How if she should desire to see me so too?
I were in a sweet case then. Such foul skin!
 

SORDIDO
But you’ve a clean shirt, and that makes amends, sir.
 

WARD
I will not see her naked for that trick though. Exit
 

SORDIDO
Then take her with all faults, with her clothes on;
And they may hide a number with a bum-roll.
[To Guardiano] Faith, choosing of a wench in a huge farthingale
Is like the buying of ware under a great penthouse.
What, with the deceit of one,
And the false light of th’other — mark my speeches — 
He may have a diseased wench in’s bed,
And rotten stuff in’s breeches. Exit
 

GUARDIANO
It may take handsomely.
 

LIVIA
I see small hindrance.
 

Enter Mother
How now, so soon returned?
 

GUARDIANO
She’s come.
 

LIVIA
That’s well.
Widow, come, come, I have a great quarrel to you.
Faith, I must chide you that you must be sent for!
You make yourself so strange, never come at us;
And yet so near a neighbour, and so unkind.
Troth, you’re to blame. You cannot be more welcome
To any house in Florence, that I’ll tell you.
 

MOTHER
My thanks must need acknowledge so much, madam.
 

LIVIA
How can you be so strange then? I sit here
Sometime whole days together without company
When business draws this gentleman from home,
And should be happy in society,
Which I so well affect, as that of yours.
I know you’re alone too. Why should not we
Like two kind neighbours, then, supply the wants
Of one another, having tongue, discourse,
Experience in the world, and such kind helps
To laugh down time and meet age merrily?
 

MOTHER
Age, madam? You speak mirth: ’tis at my door,
But a long journey from your ladyship yet.
 

LIVIA
My faith, I’m nine-and-thirty, every stroke, wench;
And ’tis a general observation
‘Mongst knights’ wives or widows, we account
Ourselves then old when young men’s eyes leave looking at’s.
In any but in one that I remember.
Indeed she had a friend at nine-and-forty.
Marry, she paid well for him, and in th’end
He kept a quean or two with her own money,
That robbed her of her plate, and cut her throat.
 

MOTHER
She had her punishment in this world, madam;
And a fair warning to all other women
That they live chaste at fifty.
 

LIVIA
Ay, or never, wench.
Come, now I have thy company I’ll not part with’t
Till after supper.
 

MOTHER
Yes, I must crave pardon, madam.
 

LIVIA
I swear you shall stay supper. We have no strangers, woman;
None but my sojourners and I, this gentleman
And the young heir his ward. You know our company.
 

MOTHER
Some other time I will make bold with you, madam.
 

GUARDIANO
Nay, pray stay, widow.
 

LIVIA
Faith, she shall not go.
Do you think I’ll be forsworn?
[Guardiano sets out]
table and chess
 

MOTHER
’Tis a great while
Till supper time; I’ll take my leave then now, madam,
And come again i’th’ evening, since your ladyship
Will have it so.
 

LIVIA
I’th’ evening? By my troth, wench,
I’ll keep you while I have you. You have great business, sure,
To sit alone at home! I wonder strangely
What pleasure you take in’t. Were’t to me, now,
I should be ever at one neighbour’s house
Or other all day long. Having no charge,
Or none to chide you if you go or stay,
Who may live merrier, ay, or more at heartsease?
Come, we’ll to chess or draughts. There are an hundred tricks
To drive out time till supper, never fear’t, wench.
 

MOTHER
I’ll but make one step home, and return straight, madam.
 

LIVIA
Come, I’ll not trust you. You use more excuses
To your kind friends than ever I knew any.
’Tis a true rule amongst us, and ne’er failed yet
What business can you have, if you be sure
You’ve locked the doors? — and that being all you have,
I know you’re careful on’t. One afternoon
So much to spend here? Say I should entreat you now
To lie a night or two, or a week, with me,
Or leave your own house for a month together?
It were a kindness that long neighbourhood
And friendship might well hope to prevail in.
Would you deny such a request? I’faith,
Speak truth, and freely.
 

MOTHER
I were then uncivil, madam.
 

LIVIA
Go too then, set your men. We’ll have whole nights
Of mirth together ere we be much older, wench.
 

MOTHER
[aside]
As good now tell her then, for she will know’t.
I have always found her a most friendly lady.
 

LIVIA
Why, widow, where’s your mind?
 

MOTHER
Troth, e’en at home, madam.
To tell you truth, I left a gentlewoman
E’en sitting all alone, which is uncomfortable,
Especially to young bloods.
 

LIVIA
Another excuse!
 

MOTHER
No; as I hope for health, madam, that’s a truth.
Please you to send and see.
 

LIVIA
What gentlewoman? Pish!
 

MOTHER
Wife to my son, indeed — but not known, madam,
To any but yourself.
 

LIVIA
Now I beshrew you!
Could you be so unkind to her and me
To come and not bring her? Faith, ’tis not friendly.
 

MOTHER
I feared to be too bold.
 

LIVIA
Too bold? O, what’s become
Of the true hearty love was wont to be
‘Mongst neighbours in old time?
 

MOTHER
And she’s a stranger, madam.
 

LIVIA
The more should be her welcome. When is courtesy
In better practice than when ’tis employed
In entertaining strangers? I could chide, i’faith.
Leave her behind, poor gentlewoman, alone too?
Make some amends, and send for her betimes; go.
 

MOTHER
Please you command one of your servants, madam.
 

LIVIA
Within there!
 

Enter Servant
 

SERVANT
Madam.
 

LIVIA
Attend the gentlewoman.
 

MOTHER
It must be carried wondrous privately
From my son’s knowledge; he’ll break out in storms else. — 
Hark you, sir.
[She speaks apart to the Servant; then exit Servant]
 

LIVIA
[to Guardiano]
Now comes in the heat of your part.
 

GUARDIANO
True, I know it, lady; and if I be out,
May the Duke banish me from all employments,
Wanton or serious.
 

LIVIA
So, have you sent, widow?
 

MOTHER
Yes, madam; he’s almost at home by this.
 

LIVIA
And, faith, let me entreat you that henceforward
All such unkind faults may be swept from friendship,
Which does but dim the lustre; and think thus much:
It is a wrong to me, that have ability
To bid friends welcome, when you keep ‘em from me.
You cannot set greater dishonour near me,
For bounty is the credit and the glory
Of those that have enough. I see you’re sorry,
And the good ‘mends is made by’t.
 

Enter Bianca and Servant
 

MOTHER
Here she’s, madam.
[Exit Servant]
 

BIANCA
[aside]
I wonder how she comes to send for me now?
 

LIVIA
Gentlewoman, you’re most welcome, trust me, y’are,
As courtesy can make one, or respect
Due to the presence of you.
 

BIANCA
I give you thanks, lady.
 

LIVIA
I heard you were alone, and’t had appeared
An ill condition in me, though I knew you not
Nor ever saw you — yet humanity
Thinks every case her own — to have kept our company
Here from you, and left you all solitary.
I rather ventured upon boldness then
As the least fault, and wished your presence here — 
A thing most happily motioned of that gentleman,
Whom I request you, for his care and pity,
To honour and reward with your acquaintance;
A gentleman that ladies’ rights stands for,
That’s his profession.
 

BIANCA
’Tis a noble one,
And honours my acquaintance.
 

GUARDIANO
All my intentions
Are servants to such mistresses.
 

BIANCA
’Tis your modesty,
It seems, that makes your deserts speak so low, sir.
 

LIVIA
Come, widow.
[Livia and Mother sit to play at chess]
[To Bianca] Look you, lady, here’s our business.
Are we not well employed, think you? — an old quarrel
Between us that will never be at an end.
 

BIANCA
No, and methinks there’s men enough to part you, lady.
 

LIVIA
 Ho, but they set us on! Let us come off
As well as we can, poor souls; men care no farther.
I pray sit down, forsooth, if you have the patience
To look on two weak and tedious gamesters.
 

GUARDIANO
Faith, madam, set these by till evening;
You’ll have enough on’t then. The gentlewoman,
Being a stranger, would take more delight
To see your rooms and pictures.
 

LIVIA
Marry, good sir,
And well remembered. I beseech you, show ‘em her;
That will beguile time well; pray heartily, do, sir;
I’ll do as much for you. Here, take these keys.
Show her the monument too — and that’s a thing
Everyone sees not; you can witness that, widow.
 

MOTHER
And that’s worth sight indeed, madam.
 

BIANCA
Kind lady,
I fear I came to be a trouble to you — 
 

LIVIA
O, nothing less, forsooth.
 

BIANCA
And to this courteous gentleman
That wears a kindness in his breast so noble
And bounteous to the welcome of a stranger.
 

GUARDIANO
You do the greatest grace and honour to me
That courtesy can merit.
 

BIANCA
I were to blame else,
And out of fashion much. I pray you, lead, sir.
 

LIVIA
After a game or two we’re for you gentlefolks.
[She moves at chess]
 

GUARDIANO
We wish no better seconds in society
Than your discourses, madam, and your partner’s there.
 

MOTHER
I thank your praise, I listened to you, sir;
Though when you spoke there came a paltry rook
Full in my way, and chokes up all my game.
Exeunt Guardiano and Bianca
 

LIVIA
Alas, poor widow, I shall be too hard for thee.
 

MOTHER
You’re cunning at the game, I’ll be sworn, madam.
 

LIVIA
It will be found so, ere I give you over.
She that can place her man well — 
 

MOTHER
As you do, madam.
 

LIVIA
As I shall, wench — can never lose her game.
[Mother offers to move at chess]
Nay, nay, the black king’s mine.
 

MOTHER
Cry you mercy, madam.
 

LIVIA
And this my queen.
 

MOTHER
I see’t now.
[She moves at chess]
 

LIVIA
Here’s a duke
Will strike a sure stroke for the game anon.
[She moves at chess]
Your pawn cannot come back to relieve itself.
 

MOTHER
I know that, madam.
[She moves at chess]
 

LIVIA
You play well the whilst.
How she belies her skill! I hold two ducats
I give you check and mate to your white king — 
If you but give acceptance to my service,
Simplicity itself — your saintish king there.
[She moves at chess, taking a piece]
 

MOTHER
Well, ere now, lady,
I have seen the fall of subtlety.
[She moves at chess, taking a piece]
Jest on.
 

LIVIA
Ay, but simplicity receives two for one.
[She moves at chess, taking a piece]
 

MOTHER
What remedy but patience?
 

Enter, above, Guardiano and Bianca
 

BIANCA
Trust me, sir,
Mine eye ne’er met with fairer ornaments.
 

GUARDIANO
Nay, livelier, I’m persuaded, neither Florence
Nor Venice can produce.
 

BIANCA
Sir, my opinion
Takes your part highly.
 

GUARDIANO
There’s a better piece
Yet than all these.
 

Enter Duke, above,
[behind Bianca]
 

BIANCA
Not possible, sirl
 

GUARDIANO
Believe it,
You’ll say so when you see’t.
Turn but your eye now,
You’re upon’t presently. Exit
[Bianca sees the Duke]
 

BIANCA
O, sir!
 

DUKE
He’s gone, beauty.
Pish, look not after him. He’s but a vapour
That when the sun appears is seen no more.
[He takes hold of her]
 

BIANCA
O, treachery to honour!
 

DUKE
Prithee, tremble not.
I feel thy breast shake like a turtle panting
Under a loving hand that makes much on’t.
Why art so fearful? As I’m friend to brightness,
There’s nothing but respect and honour near thee.
You know me, you have seen me; here’s a heart
Can witness I have seen thee.
 

BIANCA
The more’s my danger.
 

DUKE
The more’s thy happiness. Pish, strive not, sweet.
This strength were excellent employed in love now,
But here ’tis spent amiss. Strive not to seek
Thy liberty and keep me still in prison.
I’faith, you shall not out till I’m released now.
We’ll be both freed together, or stay still by’t;
So is captivity pleasant.
 

BIANCA
O, my lord!
 

DUKE
I am not here in vain. Have but the leisure
To think on that, and thou’lt be soon resolved.
The lifting of thy voice is but like one
That does exalt his enemy, who, proving high,
Lays all the plots to confound him that raised him.
Take warning, I beseech thee. Thou seem’st to me
A creature so composed of gentleness
And delicate meekness, such as bless the faces
Of figures that are drawn for goddesses
And makes art proud to look upon her work,
I should be sorry the least force should lay
An unkind touch upon thee.
 

BIANCA
O, my extremity!
My lord, what seek you?
 

DUKE
Love.
 

BIANCA
’Tis gone already;
I have a husband.
 

DUKE
That’s a single comfort.
Take a friend to him.
 

BIANCA
That’s a double mischief,
Or else there’s no religion.
 

DUKE
DO not tremble
At fears of thine own making.
 

BIANCA
Nor, great lord,
Make me not bold with death and deeds of ruin
Because they fear not you. Me they must fright;
Then am I best in health. Should thunder speak
And none regard it, it had lost the name,
And were as good be still. I’m not like those
That take their soundest sleeps in greatest tempests.
Then wake I most, the weather fearfullest,
And call for strength to virtue.
 

DUKE
Sure I think
Thou know’st the way to please me. I affect
A passionate pleading ‘bove an easy yielding,
But never pitied any — they deserve none — 
That will not pity me. I can command — 
Think upon that — yet if thou truly knewest
The infinite pleasure my affection takes
In gentle, fair entreatings, when love’s businesses
Are carried courteously ‘twixt heart and heart,
You’d make more haste to please me.
 

BIANCA
Why should you seek, sir,
To take away that you can never give?
 

DUKE
But I give better in exchange: wealth, honour.
She that is fortunate in a duke’s favour
Lights on a tree that bears all women’s wishes.
If your own mother saw you pluck fruit there,
She would commend your wit and praise the time
Of your nativity. Take hold of glory.
Do not I know you’ve cast away your life
Upon necessities, means merely doubtful
To keep you in indifferent health and fashion — 
A thing I heard too lately, and soon pitied — 
And can you be so much your beauty’s enemy
To kiss away a month or two in wedlock
And weep whole years in wants for ever after?
Come, play the wife, wench, and provide for ever.
Let storms come when they list, they find thee sheltered.
Should any doubt arise, let nothing trouble thee.
Put trust in our love for the managing
Of all to thy heart’s peace. We’ll walk together,
And show a thankful joy for both our fortunes.
Exeunt Duke and Bianca from above
 

LIVIA
Did I not say my duke would fetch you over, widow?
 

MOTHER
I think you spoke in earnest when you said it, madam.
 

LIVIA
And my black king makes all the haste he can, too.
 

MOTHER
Well, madam, we may meet with him in time yet.
 

LIVIA
I have given thee blind mate twice.
 

MOTHER
You may see, madam,
My eyes begin to fail.
 

LIVIA
I’ll swear they do, wench.
 

Enter Guardiano [below]
 

GUARDIANO
[aside]
I can but smile as often as I think on’t.
How prettily the poor fool was beguiled,
How unexpectedly! It’s a witty age.
Never were liner snares for women’s honesties
Than are devised in these days; no spider’s web
Made of a daintier thread than are now practised
To catch love’s flesh-fly by the silver wing.
Yet to prepare her stomach by degrees
To Cupid’s feast, because I saw ’twas queasy,
I showed her naked pictures by the way:
A bit to stay the appetite. Well, advancement,
I venture hard to find thee. If thou com’st
With a greater title set upon thy crest,
I’ll take that first cross patiently, and wait
Until some other comes greater than that.
I’ll endure all.
 

LIVIA
The game’s e’en at the best now. You may see, widow,
How all things draw to an end.
 

MOTHER
E’en so do I, madam.
 

LIVIA
I pray take some of your neighbours along with you.
 

MOTHER
They must be those are almost twice your years then,
If they be chose fit matches for my time, madam.
 

LIVIA
Has not my duke bestirred himself?
 

MOTHER
Yes, faith, madam;
He’s done me all the mischief in this game.
 

LIVIA
He’s showed himself in’s kind.
 

MOTHER
‘In’s kind’ call you it?
I may swear that.
 

LIVIA
Yes, faith, and keep your oath.
 

GUARDIANO
Hark, list, there’s somebody coming down; ’tis she.
 

Enter Bianca
 

BIANCA
[aside]
Now bless me from a blasting! I saw that now
Fearful for any woman’s eye to look on.
Infectious mists and mildews hang at’s eyes.
The weather of a doomsday dwells upon him.
Yet since mine honour’s leprous, why should I
Preserve that fair that caused the leprosy?
Come, poison all at once. [Aside to Guardiano] Thou in whose baseness
The bane of virtue broods, I’m bound in soul
Eternally to curse thy smooth-browed treachery,
That wore the fair veil of a friendly welcome,
And I a stranger. Think upon’t, ’tis worth it.
Murders piled up upon a guilty spirit
At his last breath will not lie heavier
Than this betraying act upon thy conscience.
Beware of offring the first-fruits to sin.
His weight is deadly who commits with strumpets
After they have been abased and made for use;
If they offend to th’ death, as wise men know,
How much more they then that first made ‘em so?
I give thee that to feed on. I’m made bold now,
I thank thy treachery. Sin and I’m acquainted,
No couple greater; and I’m like that great one
Who, making politic use of a base villain,
“He likes the treason well, but hates the traitor.”
So I hate thee, slave.
 

GUARDIANO
[aside] Well, so the Duke love me,
I fare not much amiss then. Two great feasts
Do seldom come together in one day;
We must not look for ‘em.
 

BIANCA
What, at it still, mother?
 

MOTHER
You see we sit by’t. Are you so soon returned?
 

LIVIA
[aside]
So lively and so cheerful: a good sign that.
 

MOTHER
You have not seen all since, sure?
 

BIANCA
That have I, mother,
The monument and all. I’m so beholding
To this kind, honest, courteous gentleman
You’d little think it, mother; showed me all,
Had me from place to place, so fashionably.
The kindness of some people, how’t exceeds!
Faith, I have seen that I little thought to see
I’th’ morning when I rose.
 

MOTHER
Nay, so I told you
Before you saw’t, it would prove worth your sight. — 
I give you great thanks for my daughter, sir,
And all your kindness towards her.
 

GUARDIANO
O good widow,
Much good may’t do her! — [Aside] forty weeks hence, i’faith.
 

Enter Servant
 

LIVIA
Now, sir.
 

SERVANT
May’t please you, madam, to walk in?
Supper’s upon the table.
 

LIVIA
Yes, we come. [Exit Servant]
Will’t please you, gentlewoman?
 

BIANCA
Thanks, virtuous lady.
[Aside to her] You’re a damned bawd. [Aloud] I’ll follow you, forsooth.
Pray take my mother in. [Aside to her] An old ass go with you.
[Aloud] This gentleman and I vow not to part.
 

LIVIA
Then get you both before.
 

BIANCA
[aside] There lies his art.
Exeunt Guardiano and Bianca
 

LIVIA
Widow, I’ll follow you. [Exit Mother]
Is’t so: ‘damned bawd’?
Are you so bitter. ’Tis but want of use.
Her tender modesty is sea-sick a little,
Being not accustomed to the breaking billow
Of woman’s wavering faith, blown with temptations.
’Tis but a qualm of honour; ‘twill away;
A little bitter for the time, but lasts not.
Sin tastes at the first draught like wormwood-water,
But, drunk again, ’tis nectar ever after. Exit
 

Finis Actus Secundus
 




Act III.
 

Enter Mother
 

MOTHER
I would my son would either keep at home
Or I were in my grave.
She was but one day abroad, but ever since
She’s grown so cutted there’s no speaking to her.
Whether the sight of great cheer at my lady’s
And such mean fare at home work discontent in her,
I know not; but I’m sure she’s strangely altered.
I’ll ne’er keep daughter-in-law i’th’ house with me
Again if I had an hundred. When read I of any
That agreed long together, but she and her mother
Fell out in the first quarter? — nay, sometime
A grudging of a scolding the first week, by’r Lady.
So takes the new disease, methinks, in my house.
I’m weary of my part. There’s nothing likes her.
I know not how to please her here o’ late.
 

Enter Bianca
And here she comes.
 

BIANCA
This is the strangest house
For all defects as ever gentlewoman
Made shift withal to pass away her love in.
Why is there not a cushion-cloth of drawn-work,
Or some fair cut-work pinned up in my bedchamber,
A silver and gilt casting-bottle hung by’t?
Nay, since I am content to be so kind to you
To spare you for a silver basin and ewer,
Which one of my fashion looks for of duty:
She’s never offered under where she sleeps.
 

MOTHER
She talks of things here my whole state’s not worth.
 

BIANCA
Never a green silk quilt is there i’th’ house, mother,
To cast upon my bed?
 

MOTHER
No, by troth, is there,
Nor orange tawny neither.
 

BIANCA
Here’s a house
For a young gentlewoman to be got with child in!
 

MOTHER
Yes, simple though you make it, there has been three
Got in a year in’t, since you move me to’t,
And all as sweet-faced children and as lovely
As you’ll be mother of. I will not spare you:
What, cannot children be begot, think you,
Without gilt casting-bottles; yes, and as sweet ones?
The miller’s daughter brings forth as white boys
As she that bathes herself with milk and bean-flour.
’Tis an old saying: one may keep good cheer
In a mean house; so may love affect
After the rate of princes in a cottage.
 

BIANCA
Troth, you speak wondrous well for your old house here.
‘Twill shortly fall down at your feet to thank you,
Or stoop when you go to bed, like a good child,
To ask you blessing. Must I live in want
Because my fortune matched me with your son?
Wives do not give away themselves to husbands
To the end to be quite cast away; they look
To be the better used and tendered, rather,
Higher respected, and maintained the richer.
They’re well rewarded else for the free gift
Of their whole life to a husband! I ask less now
Than what I had at home when I was a maid,
And at my father’s house kept short of that
Which a wife knows she must have — nay, and will,
Will, mother, if she be not a fool born.
And report went of me that I could wrangle
For what I wanted when I was two hours old;
And by that copy this land still I hold.
You hear me, mother. Exit
 

MOTHER
Ay, too plain, methinks;
And were I somewhat deafer when you spake,
‘Twere ne’er a whit the worse for my quietness.
’Tis the most sudden’st, strangest alteration,
And the most subtlest, that e’er wit at threescore
Was puzzled to find out. I know no cause for’t, but
She’s no more like the gentlewoman at first
Than I am like her that ne’er lay with man yet;
And she’s a very young thing, where’er she be.
When she first lighted here, I told her then
How mean she should find all things. She was pleased, forsooth,
None better. I laid open all defects to her;
She was contented still. But the devil’s in her,
Nothing contents her, now. Tonight my son
Promised to be at home. Would he were come once,
For I’m weary of my charge, and life too.
She’d be served all in silver, by her good will,
By night and day. She hates the name of pewterer
More than sick men the noise, or diseased bones
That quake at fall o’th’ hammer, seeming to have
A fellow feeling with’t at every blow.
What course shall I think on? She frets me so.
[She stands apart.] Enter Leantio
 

LEANTIO
How near am I now to a happiness
That earth exceeds not, not another like it!
The treasures of the deep are not so precious
As are the concealed comforts of a man
Locked up in woman’s love. I scent the air
Of blessings when I come but near the house.
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth
The violet bed’s not sweeter. Honest wedlock
Is like a banqueting-house built in a garden
On which the spring’s chaste flowers take delight
To cast their modest odours; when base lust
With all her powders, paintings, and best pride
Is but a fair house built by a ditch side.
When I behold a glorious dangerous strumpet
Sparkling in beauty, and destruction too,
Both at a twinkling, I do liken straight
Her beautified body to a goodly temple
That’s built on vaults where carcasses lie rotting;
And so by little and little I shrink back again,
And quench desire with a cool meditation.
And I’m as well, methinks.
[Enter Bianca]
Now for a welcome
Able to draw men’s envies upon man;
A kiss now that will hang upon my lip
As sweet as morning dew upon a rose,
And full as long. After a live-days’ fast
She’ll be so greedy now, and cling about me,
I take care how I shall be rid of her.
And here’t begins.
 

BIANCA
O, sir, you’re welcome home.
 

MOTHER
[aside]
O, is he come? I’m glad on’t.
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Is that all?
Why this? — as dreadful now as sudden death
To some rich man that flatters all his sins
With promise of repentance when he’s old,
And dies in the midway before he comes to’t. — 
Sure you’re not well, Bianca! How dost, prithee?
 

BIANCA
I have been better than I am at this time.
 

LEANTIO
Alas, I thought so.
 

BIANCA
Nay, I have been worse, too,
Than now you see me, sir.
 

LEANTIO
I’m glad thou mend’st yet;
I feel my heart mend too. How came it to thee?
Has anything disliked thee in my absence?
 

BIANCA
No, certain; I have had the best content
That Florence can afford.
 

LEANTIO
Thou makest the best on’t. — 
Speak, mother, what’s the cause? You must needs know.
 

MOTHER
Troth, I know none, son; let her speak herself — 
[Aside] Unless it be the same gave Lucifer
A tumbling cast; that’s pride.
 

BIANCA
Methinks this house stands nothing to my mind.
I’d have some pleasant lodging i’th’ high street, sir;
Or if ‘twere near the court, sir, that were much better.
’Tis a sweet recreation for a gentlewoman
To stand in a bay window and see gallants.
 

LEANTIO
Now I have another temper, a mere stranger
To that of yours, it seems. I should delight
To see none but yourself.
 

BIANCA
I praise not that.
Too fond is as unseemly as too churlish.
I would not have a husband of that proneness
To kiss me before company for a world.
Beside, ’tis tedious to see one thing still, sir,
Be it the best that ever heart affected.
Nay, were’t yourself, whose love had power, you know,
To bring me from my friends, I would not stand thus
And gaze upon you always; troth, I could not, sir.
As good be blind and have no use of sight
As look on one thing still. What’s the eye’s treasure
But change of objects? You are learned, sir,
And know I speak not ill. ’Tis full as virtuous
For woman’s eye to look on several men
As for her heart, sir, to be fixed on one.
 

LEANTIO
Now thou com’st home to me. A kiss for that word.
 

BIANCA
No matter for a kiss, sir; let it pass.
’Tis but a toy; we’ll not so much as mind it.
Let’s talk of other business, and forget it.
What news now of the pirates? Any stirring?
Prithee, discourse a little.
 

MOTHER
[aside] I am glad he’s here yet
To see her tricks himself. I had lied monstrously
If I had told ‘em first.
 

LEANTIO
[to Bianca] Speak, what’s the humour, sweet,
You make your lip so strange? This was not wont.
 

BIANCA
Is there no kindness betwixt man and wife
Unless they make a pigeon-house of friendship,
And be still billing. ’Tis the idlest fondness
That ever was invented, and ’tis pity
It’s grown a fashion for poor gentlewomen.
There’s many a disease kissed in a year by’t,
And a French curtsey made to’t. Alas, sir,
Think of the world, how we shall live. Grow serious;
We have been married a whole fortnight now.
 

LEANTIO
How, a whole fortnight? Why, is that so long?
 

BIANCA
’Tis time to leave off dalliance: ’tis a doctrine
Of your own teaching, if you be remembered,
And I was bound to obey it.
 

MOTHER
[aside] Here’s one fits him!
This was well catched, i’faith, son, like a fellow
That rids another country of a plague,
And brings it home with him to his own house.
Knock within
Who knocks?
 

LEANTIO
Who’s there now? Withdraw you, Bianca.
Thou art a gem no stranger’s eye must see,
Howe’er thou please now to look dull on me.
Exit Bianca
 

Enter Messenger
You’re welcome, sir. To whom your business, pray?
 

MESSENGER
To one I see not here now.
 

LEANTIO
Who should that be, sir?
 

MESSENGER
A young gentlewoman I was sent to.
 

LEANTIO
A young gentlewoman?
 

MESSENGER
Ay, sir, about sixteen. Why look you wildly, sir?
 

LEANTIO
At your strange error. You’ve mistook the house, sir.
There’s none such here, I assure you.
 

MESSENGER
I assure you, too,
The man that sent me cannot be mistook.
 

LEANTIO
Why, who is’t sent you, sir?
 

MESSENGER
The Duke.
 

LEANTIO
The Duke?
 

MESSENGER
Yes; he entreats her company at a banquet
At Lady Livia’s house.
 

LEANTIO
Troth, shall I tell you, sir,
It is the most erroneous business
That e’er your honest pains was abused with.
I pray forgive me if I smile a little;
I cannot choose, i’faith, sir, at an error
So comical as this. — I mean no harm though. — 
His grace has been most wondrous ill informed.
Pray so return it, sir. What should her name be?
 

MESSENGER
That I shall tell you straight, too: Bianca Capella.
 

LEANTIO
How, sir, Bianca? What do you call th’other?
 

MESSENGER
Capella. Sir, it seems you know no such then?
 

LEANTIO
Who should this be? I never heard o’th’ name.
 

MESSENGER
Then ’tis a sure mistake.
 

LEANTIO
What if you enquired
In the next street, sir? I saw gallants there,
In the new houses that are built of late.
Ten to one, there you find her.
 

MESSENGER
Nay, no matter.
I will return the mistake, and seek no further.
 

LEANTIO
Use your own will and pleasure, sir; you’re welcome.
Exit Messenger
What shall I think of first? Come forth, Bianca;
Thou art betrayed, I fear me.
 

Enter Bianca
 

BIANCA
Betrayed? How, sir?
 

LEANTIO
The Duke knows thee — 
 

BIANCA
Knows me! How know you that, sir?
 

LEANTIO
Has got thy name.
 

BIANCA
[aside] Ay, and my good name too;
That’s worse o’th’ twain.
 

LEANTIO
How comes this work about?
 

BIANCA
How should the Duke know me? Can you guess, mother?
 

MOTHER
Not I, with all my wits. Sure we kept house close.
 

LEANTIO
Kept close? Not all the locks in Italy
Can keep you women so. You have been gadding,
And ventured out at twilight to th’ court green yonder,
And met the gallant bowlers coming home — 
Without your masks, too, both of you, I’ll be hanged else.
Thou hast been seen, Bianca, by some stranger;
Never excuse it.
 

BIANCA
I’ll not seek the way, sir.
Do you think you’ve married me to mew me up
Not to be seen? What would you make of me?
 

LEANTIO
A good wife, nothing else.
 

BIANCA
Why, so are some
That are seen every day, else the devil take ‘em.
 

LEANTIO
No more then; I believe all virtuous in thee
Without an argument. ’Twas but thy hard chance
 To be seen somewhere; there lies all the mischief.
But I have devised a riddance.
 

MOTHER
Now I can tell you, son,
The time and place.
 

LEANTIO
When? Where?
 

MOTHER
What wits have I!
When you last took your leave, if you remember,
You left us both at window.
 

LEANTIO
Right, I know that.
 

MOTHER
-> And not the third part of an hour after,
The Duke passed by in a great solemnity
To St Mark’s Temple; and, to my apprehension,
He looked up twice to th’ window.
 

LEANTIO
O, there quickened
The mischief of this hour!
 

BIANCA
[aside] If you call’t mischief;
It is a thing I fear I am conceived with.
 

LEANTIO
[to Mother]
Looked he up twice, and could you take no warning?
 

MOTHER
Why, once may do as much harm, son, as a thousand.
Do not you know one spark has fired an house
As well as a whole furnace?
 

LEANTIO
My heart flames for’t.
Yet let’s be wise, and keep all smothered closely.
I have bethought a means. Is the door fast?
 

MOTHER
I locked it myself after him.
 

LEANTIO
You know, mother,
At the end of the dark parlour there’s a place
So artificially contrived for a conveyance
No search could ever find it. When my father
Kept in for manslaughter, it was his sanctuary.
There will I lock my life’s best treasure up,
Bianca.
 

BIANCA
Would you keep me closer yet?
Have you the conscience? You’re best e’en choke me up, sir!
You make me fearful of your health and wits,
You cleave to such wild courses. What’s the matter?
 

LEANTIO
Why, are you so insensible of your danger
To ask that now? The Duke himself has sent for you
To Lady Livia’s, to a banquet, forsooth.
 

BIANCA
Now I beshrew you heartily! Has he so,
And you the man would never yet vouchsafe
To tell me on’t till now? You show your loyalty
And honesty at once. And so, farewell, sir.
 

LEANTIO
Bianca, whither now?
 

BIANCA
Why, to the Duke, sir.
You say he sent for me.
 

LEANTIO
But thou dost not mean
To go, I hope.
 

BIANCA
No: I shall prove unmannerly,
Rude, and uncivil, mad, and imitate you.
Come, mother, come. Follow his humour no longer.
We shall be all executed for treason shortly.
 

MOTHER
Not I, i’faith; I’ll first obey the Duke,
And taste of a good banquet; I’m of thy mind.
I’ll step but up and fetch two handkerchiefs
To pocket up some sweetmeats, and o’ertake thee.
Exit
 

BIANCA
[aside]
Why, here’s an old wench would trot into a bawd now,
For some dry sucket or a colt in marzipan. Exit
 

LEANTIO
O thou the ripe time of man’s misery, wedlock;
When all his thoughts, like overladen trees,
Crack with the fruits they bear, in cares, in jealousies.
O, that’s a fruit that ripens hastily
After ’tis knit to marriage. It begins,
As soon as the sun shines upon the bride,
A little to show colour. Blessed powers,
Whence comes this alteration? The distractions,
The fears and doubts it brings are numberless,
And yet the cause I know not. What a peace
Has he that never marries! If he knew
The benefit he enjoyed, or had the fortune
To come and speak with me, he should know then
The infinite wealth he had, and discern rightly
The greatness of his treasure by my loss.
Nay, what a quietness has he ‘bove mine
That wears his youth out in a strumpet’s arms,
And never spends more care upon a woman
Than at the time of lust; but walks away,
And if he find her dead at his return
His pity is soon done: he breaks a sigh
In many parts, and gives her but a piece on’t.
But all the fears, shames, jealousies, costs, and troubles,
And still-renewed cares of a marriage bed
Live in the issue when the wife is dead.
 

Enter Messenger
 

MESSENGER
A good perfection to your thoughts.
 

LEANTIO
The news, sir?
 

MESSENGER
Though you were pleased of late to pin an error on me,
You must not shift another in your stead too:
The Duke has sent me for you.
 

LEANTIO
How, for me, sir?
[Aside] I see then ’tis my theft. We’re both betrayed.
Well, I’m not the first has stol’n away a maid;
My countrymen have used it. — I’ll along with you, sir.
Exeunt
A banquet prepared. Enter Guardiano and Ward
 

GUARDIANO
Take you especial note of such a gentlewoman.
She’s here on purpose. I have invited her,
Her father, and her uncle to this banquet.
Mark her behaviour well; it does concern you;
And what her good parts are, as far as time
And place can modestly require a knowledge of,
Shall be laid open to your understanding.
You know I’m both your guardian and your uncle:
My care of you is double, ward and nephew,
And I’ll express it here.
 

WARD
Faith, I should know her
Now by her mark among a thousand women.
A little, pretty, deft, and tidy thing, you say.
 

GUARDIANO
Right.
 

WARD
With a lusty sprouting sprig in her hair.
 

GUARDIANO
Thou goest the right way still. Take one mark more:
Thou shalt ne’er find her hand out of her uncle’s,
Or else his out of hers, if she be near him.
The love of kindred never yet stuck closer
Than theirs to one another. He that weds her
Marries her uncle’s heart too.
Cornetts [sound within]
 

WARD
Say you so, sir?
Then I’ll be asked i’th’ church to both of them.
 

GUARDIANO
Fall back; here comes the Duke.
 

WARD
He brings a gentlewoman:
I should fall forward rather.
 

Enter Duke, Bianca, Fabritio, Hippolito, Livia,
Mother, Isabella, and attendants
 

DUKE
Come, Bianca:
Of purpose sent into the world to show
Perfection once in woman; I’ll believe
Henceforward they have every one a soul too,
‘Gainst all the uncourteous opinions
That man’s uncivil rudeness ever held of ‘em.
Glory of Florence, light into mine arms!
 

Enter Leantio
 

BIANCA
Yon comes a grudging man will chide you, sir.
The storm is now in’s heart, and would get nearer
And fall here if it durst; it pours down yonder.
 

DUKE
If that be he, the weather shall soon clear.
List, and I’ll tell thee how.
[He whispers in her ear]
 

LEANTIO
[aside] A-kissing too?
I see ’tis plain lust now, adultery boldened.
What will it prove anon when ’tis stuffed full
Of wine and sweetmeats, being so impudent fasting?
 

DUKE
We have heard of your good parts, sir, which we honour
With our embrace and love.
[Leantio kneels]
Is not the captainship
Of Ruinse citadel, since the late deceased,
Supplied by any yet?
 

GENTLEMAN
By none, my lord.
 

DUKE
[to Leantio]
Take it, the place is yours then; and as faithfulness
And desert grows, our favour shall grow with’t.
Rise now the captain of our fort at Ruinse.
 

LEANTIO
[rising]
The service of whole life give your grace thanks.
 

DUKE
Come, sit, Bianca.
[They sit. Leantio stands apart]
 

LEANTIO
[aside] This is some good yet,
And more than e’er I looked for. A fine bit
To stay a cuckold’s stomach! All preferment
That springs from sin and lust, it shoots up quickly,
As gardeners’ crops do in the rotten’st grounds.
So is all means raised from base prostitution
E’en like a sallet growing upon a dunghill.
I’m like a thing that never was yet heard of:
Half merry and half mad, much like a fellow
That eats his meat with a good appetite,
And wears a plague-sore that would fright a country;
Or rather like the barren, hardened ass
That feeds on thistles till he bleeds again;
And such is the condition of my misery.
 

LIVIA
Is that your son, widow?
 

MOTHER
Yes; did your ladyship
Never know that till now?
 

LIVIA
No, trust me, did I;
[Aside] Nor ever truly felt the power of love
And pity to a man till now I knew him.
I have enough to buy me my desires,
And yet to spare; that’s one good comfort. [To Leantio]
Hark you!
Pray let me speak with you, sir, before you go.
 

LEANTIO
With me, lady? You shall; I am at your service. — 
What will she say now, trow? More goodness yet?
 

WARD
I see her now, I’m sure. The ape’s so little
I shall scarce feel her. I have seen almost
As tall as she sold in the fair for tenpence.
See how she simpers it, as if marmalade
Would not melt in her mouth. She might have the kindness, i’faith,
To send me a gilded bull from her own trencher,
A ram, a goat, or somewhat to be nibbling.
These women, when they come to sweet things once
They forget all their friends, they grow so greedy — 
Nay, oftentimes their husbands.
 

DUKE
Here’s a health now, gallants,
To the best beauty at this day in Florence.
 

BIANCA
Whoe’er she be, she shall not go unpledged, sir.
 

DUKE
Nay, you’re excused for this.
 

BIANCA
Who, I, my lord?
 

DUKE
Yes, by the law of Bacchus. Plead your benefit;
You are not bound to pledge your own health, lady.
 

BIANCA
That’s a good way, my lord, to keep me dry.
 

DUKE
Nay, then I will not offend Venus so much.
Let Bacchus seek his ‘mends in another court.
Here’s to thyself, Bianca.
 

BIANCA
Nothing comes
More welcome to that name than your grace.
[They drink]
 

LEANTIO
[aside] So, so.
Here stands the poor thief now that stole the treasure,
And he’s not thought on. Ours is near kin now
To a twin misery born into the world:
First the hard-conscienced worldling, he hoards wealth up;
Then comes the next, and he feasts all upon’t.
One’s damned for getting, th’other for spending on’t.
O equal justice, thou hast met my sin
With a full weight. I’m rightly now oppressed.
All her friends’ heavy hearts lie in my breast.
 

DUKE
Methinks there is no spirit amongst us, gallants,
But what divinely sparkles from the eyes
Of bright Bianca; we sat all in darkness
But for that splendour. Who was’t told us lately
Of a match-making rite, a marriage tender?
 

GUARDIANO
’Twas I, my lord.
 

DUKE
’Twas you indeed. Where is she?
 

GUARDIANO
This is the gentlewoman.
 

FABRITIO
My lord, my daughter.
 

DUKE
Why, here’s some stirring yet.
 

FABRITIO
She’s a dear child to me.
 

DUKE
That must needs be; you say she is your daughter.
 

FABRITIO
Nay, my good lord, dear to my purse, I mean,
Beside my person; I ne’er reckoned that.
She has the full qualities of a gentlewoman.
I have brought her up to music, dancing, what not
That may commend her sex and stir her husband.
 

DUKE
And which is he now?
 

GUARDIANO
This young heir, my lord.
 

DUKE
What is he brought up to?
 

HIPPOLITO
To cat-and-trap.
 

GUARDIANO
My lord, he’s a great ward, wealthy, but simple.
His parts consist in acres.
 

DUKE
O, wise-acres.
 

GUARDIANO
You’ve spoke him in a word, sir.
 

BIANCA
‘Las, poor gentlewoman,
She’s ill bestead, unless she’s dealt the wiselier
And laid in more provision for her youth.
Fools will not keep in summer.
 

LEANTIO
[aside] No, nor such wives
From whores in winter.
 

DUKE
[to Fabritio] Yea, the voice too, sir?
 

FABRITIO
Ay, and a sweet breast too, my lord, I hope,
Or I have cast away my money wisely!
She took her pricksong earlier, my lord,
Than any of her kindred ever did.
A rare child, though I say’t — but I’d not have
The baggage hear so much; ’twould make her swell straight;
And maids of all things must not be puffed up.
 

DUKE
Let’s turn us to a better banquet then,
For music bids the soul of man to a feast,
And that’s indeed a noble entertainment
Worthy Bianca’s self. [To Bianca] You shall perceive, beauty,
Our Florentine damsels are not brought up idlely.
 

BIANCA
They’re wiser of themselves, it seems, my lord,
And can take gifts when goodness offers ‘em.
Music
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
True, and damnation has taught you that wisdom;
You can take gifts too. O, that music mocks me!
 

LIVIA
[aside]
I am as dumb to any language now,
But love’s, as one that never learned to speak.
I am not yet so old but he may think of me.
My own fault I have been idle a long time;
But I’ll begin the week and paint tomorrow,
So follow my true labour day by day.
I never thrived so well as when I used it.
 

ISABELLA
(sings)
What harder chance can fall to woman
Who was born to cleave to some man
Than to bestow her time, youth, beauty,
Life’s observance, honour, duty,
On a thing for no use good
But to make physic work, or blood
Force fresh in an old lady’s cheek? She that would be
Mother of fools, let her compound with me.
 

WARD
[speaking during the song] Here’s a tune indeed! Pish, I had rather hear one ballad sung i’th’ nose now of the lamentable drowning of fat sheep and oxen, than all these simpering tunes played upon catsguts and sung by little kitlings.
 

FABRITIO
[to the Duke]
How like you her breast now, my lord?
 

BIANCA
[aside] Her breast?
He talks as if his daughter had given suck
Before she were married — as her betters have.
The next he praises, sure, will be her nipples.
 

DUKE
[to Fabritio]
Methinks now, such a voice to such a husband
Is like a jewel of unvalued worth
Hung at a fool’s ear.
 

FABRITIO
May it please your grace
To give her leave to show another quality?
 

DUKE
Marry, as many good ones as you will, sir;
The more, the better welcome.
 

LEANTIO
[aside] But the less,
The better practised. That’s soul’s black indeed
That cannot commend virtue; but who keeps it?
The extortioner will say to a sick beggar
‘Heaven comfort thee!’, though he give none himself.
This good is common.
 

FABRITIO
[to Guardiano]
Will it please you now, sir,
To entreat your ward to take her by the hand,
And lead her in a dance before the Duke?
 

GUARDIANO
That will I, sir; ’tis needful. — Hark you, nephew.
 

FABRITIO
Nay, you shall see, young heir, what you’ve for your money,
Without fraud or imposture.
 

WARD
Dance with her?
Not I, sweet guardianer; do not urge my heart to’t;
’Tis clean against my blood. Dance with a stranger?
Let whos’ will do’t; I’ll not begin first with her.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside]
No, fear’t not, fool; she’s took a better order.
 

GUARDIANO
Why, who shall take her then?
 

WARD
Some other gentleman.
Look, here’s her uncle, a fine-timbered reveller;
Perhaps he knows the manner of her dancing too.
I’ll have him do’t before me — I have sworn, guardianer — 
Then may I learn the better.
 

GUARDIANO
Thou’lt be an ass still.
 

WARD
Ay, all that ‘uncle’ shall not fool me out.
Pish, I stick closer to myself than so.
 

GUARDIANO
[to Hippolito]
I must entreat you, sir, to take your niece
And dance with her. My ward’s a little wilful;
He would have you show him the way.
 

HIPPOLITO
Me, sir?
He shall command it at all hours; pray tell him so.
 

GUARDIANO
I thank you for him; he has not wit himself, sir.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside to Isabella]
Come, my life’s peace. [Aside] I have a strange office on’t here.
’Tis some man’s luck to keep the joys he likes
Concealed for his own bosom, but my fortune
To set ‘em out now for another’s liking,
Like the mad misery of necessitous man
That parts from his good horse with many praises,
And goes on foot himself. Need must be obeyed
In every action; it mars man and maid.
Music. [Hippolito and Isabella]
dance, making honours to the Duke and curtsey to themselves both before and after
 

DUKE
[speaking during the dance]
Signor Fabritio, you’re a happy father.
Your cares and pains are fortunate, you see.
Your cost bears noble fruits. — Hippolito, thanks.
 

FABRITIO
Here’s some amends for all my charges yet.
She wins both prick and praise where’er she comes.
 

DUKE
How lik’st, Bianca?
 

BIANCA
All things well, my lord,
But this poor gentlewoman’s fortune, that’s the worst.
 

DUKE
There is no doubt, Bianca, she’ll find leisure
To make that good enough: he’s rich and simple.
 

BIANCA
She has the better hope o’th’ upper hand indeed,
Which women strive for most.
 

GUARDIANO
[to the Ward] Do’t when I bid you, sir.
 

WARD
I’ll venture but a hornpipe with her, guardianer,
Or some such married man’s dance.
 

GUARDIANO
Well, venture something, sir.
 

WARD
I have rhyme for what I do.
 

GUARDIANO
But little reason, I think.
 

WARD
Plain men dance the measures; the cinquapace, the gay;
Cuckolds dance the hornpipe, and farmers dance the hay;
Your soldiers dance the round, and maidens that grow big;
Your drunkards the canaries, your whore and bawd the jig.
Here’s your eight kind of dancers.
He that finds the ninth, let him pay the minstrels.
[He offers to dance with Isabella]
 

DUKE
O, here he appears once in his own person.
I thought he would have married her by attorney,
And lain with her so too.
 

BIANCA
Nay, my kind lord,
There’s very seldom any found so foolish
To give away his part there.
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Bitter scoff;
Yet I must do’t. With what a cruel pride
The glory of her sin strikes by my afflictions!
Music. Ward and Isabella dance; he ridiculously imitates Hippolito
 

DUKE
[speaking during the dance]
This thing will make shift, sirs, to make a husband,
For aught I see in him. How think’st, Bianca?
 

BIANCA
Faith, an ill-favoured shift, my lord, methinks.
If he would take some voyage when he’s married,
Dangerous, or long enough, and scarce be seen
Once in nine year together, a wife then
Might make indifferent shift to be content with him.
 

DUKE
A kiss; that wit deserves to be made much on.
[They kiss]
Come, our caroche!
 

GUARDIANO
Stands ready for your grace.
 

DUKE
My thanks to all your loves. Come, fair Bianca.
We have took special care of you, and provided
Your lodging near us now.
 

BIANCA
Your love is great, my lord.
 

DUKE
Once more, our thanks to all.
 

OMNES
All blest honours guard you!
Cornetts flourish. Exeunt all but Leantio and Livia
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
O, hast thou left me then, Bianca, utterly?
Bianca! Now I miss thee, O, return,
And save the faith of woman! I ne’er felt
The loss of thee till now. ’Tis an affliction
Of greater weight than youth was made to bear,
As if a punishment of after-life
Were fall’n upon man here. So new it is
To flesh and blood, so strange, so insupportable
A torment, e’en mistook as if a body
Whose death were drowning must needs therefore suffer it
In scalding oil.
 

LIVIA
Sweet sir!
 

LEANTIO
[aside] As long as mine eye saw thee,
I half enjoyed thee.
 

LIVIA
Sir?
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Canst thou forget
The dear pains my love took, how it has watched
Whole nights together in all weathers for thee,
Yet stood in heart more merry than the tempests
That sung about mine ears — like dangerous flatterers
That can set all their mischief to sweet tunes — 
And then received thee from thy father’s window
Into these arms at midnight, when we embraced
As if we had been statues only made for’t,
To show art’s life, so silent were our comforts,
And kissed as if our lips had grown together?
 

LIVIA
[aside]
This makes me madder to enjoy him now.
 

LEANTIO
Canst thou forget all this, and better joys
That we met after this, which then new kisses
Took pride to praise?
 

LIVIA
[aside] I shall grow madder yet. — Sir.
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
This cannot be but of some close bawd’s working. — 
Cry mercy, lady. What would you say to me?
My sorrow makes me so unmannerly,
So comfort bless me, I had quite forgot you.
 

LIVIA
Nothing but e’en in pity to that passion
Would give your grief good counsel.
 

LEANTIO
Marry, and welcome, lady.
It never could come better.
 

LIVIA
Then first, sir,
To make away all your good thoughts at once of her,
Know most assuredly she is a strumpet.
 

LEANTIO
Ha: ‘most assuredly’! Speak not a thing
So vile so certainly; leave it more doubtful.
 

LIVIA
Then I must leave all truth, and spare my knowledge;
A sin which I too lately found and wept for.
 

LEANTIO
Found you it?
 

LIVIA
Ay, with wet eyes.
 

LEANTIO
O, perjurious friendship!
 

LIVIA
You missed your fortunes when you met with her, sir.
Young gentlemen that only love for beauty,
They love not wisely. Such a marriage rather
Proves the destruction of affection.
It brings on want, and want’s the key of whoredom.
I think you’d small means with her.
 

LEANTIO
O, not any, lady.
 

LIVIA
Alas, poor gentleman! What, meant’st thou, sir,
Quite to undo thyself with thine own kind heart?
Thou art too good and pitiful to woman.
Marry, sir, thank thy stars for this blest fortune
That rids the summer of thy youth so well
From many beggars that had lain a-sunning
In thy beams only else, till thou hadst wasted
The whole days of thy life in heat and labour.
What would you say now to a creature found
As pitiful to you, and, as it were,
To requite all that kindness you have shown to’t?
 

LEANTIO
What’s that, madam?
 

LIVIA
Nay, a gentlewoman, and one able
To reward good things, ay, and bears a conscience to’t.
Couldst thou love such a one that, blow all fortunes,
Would never see thee want,
Nay, more, maintain thee to thine enemies’ envy? — 
And shalt not spend a care for’t, stir a thought,
Nor break a sleep unless love’s music waked thee;
No storm of fortune should. Look upon me,
And know that woman.
 

LEANTIO
O my life’s wealth, Bianca!
 

LIVIA
Still with her name? Will nothing wear it out?
That deep sigh went but for a strumpet, sir.
 

LEANTIO
It can go for no other that loves me.
 

LIVIA
[aside]
He’s vexed in mind; I came too soon to him.
Where’s my discretion now, my skill, my judgement?
I’m cunning in all arts but my own love.
’Tis as unseasonable to tempt him now,
So soon, as a widow to be courted
Following her husband’s corpse, or to make bargain
By the graveside, and take a young man there.
Her strange departure stands like a hearse yet
Before his eyes, which time will take down shortly.
Exit
 

LEANTIO
Is she my wife till death, yet no more mine?
That’s a hard measure. Then what’s marriage good for?
Methinks by right I should not now be living,
And then ‘twere all well. What a happiness
Had I been made of had I never seen her;
For nothing makes man’s loss grievous to him
But knowledge of the worth of what he loses,
For what he never had he never misses.
She’s gone for ever, utterly. There is
As much redemption of a soul from hell
As a fair woman’s body from his palace.
Why should my love last longer than her truth?
What is there good in woman to be loved
When only that which makes her so has left her?
I cannot love her now but I must like
Her sin, and my own shame too, and be guilty
E’en sent on purpose from the whole sex general
Of law’s breach with her, and mine own abusing;
All which were monstrous. Then my safest course
For health of mind and body is to turn
My heart and hate her, most extremely hate her.
I have no other way. Those virtuous powers
Which were chaste witnesses of both our troths
Can witness she breaks first. And I’m rewarded
With captainship o’th’ fort — a place of credit,
I must confess, but poor. My factorship
Shall not exchange means with’t. He that died last in’t,
He was no drunkard, yet he died a beggar,
For all his thrift. Besides, the place not fits me;
It suits my resolution, not my breeding.
 

Enter Livid
 

LIVIA
[aside]
I have tried all ways I can, and have not power
To keep from sight of him. — How are you now, sir?
 

LEANTIO
I feel a better ease, madam.
 

LIVIA
Thanks to blessedness.
You will do well, I warrant you, fear it not, sir,
Join but your own good will to’t. He’s not wise
That loves his pain or sickness, or grows fond
Of a disease whose property is to vex him
And spitefully drink his blood up. Out upon’t, sir,
Youth knows no greater loss. I pray let’s walk, sir.
You never saw the beauty of my house yet,
Nor how abundantly fortune has blessed me
In worldly treasure. Trust me, I have enough, sir,
To make my friend a rich man in my life,
A great man at my death; yourself will say so.
If you want anything and spare to speak,
Troth, I’ll condemn you for a wilful man, sir.
 

LEANTIO
Why, sure this can be but the flattery of some dream.
 

LIVIA
[kissing him]
Now by this kiss, my love, my soul and riches,
’Tis all true substance.
Come, you shall see my wealth. Take what you list.
The gallanter you go, the more you please me.
I will allow you too your page and footman,
Your racehorses, or any various pleasure
Exercised youth delights in; but to me
Only, sir, wear your heart of constant stuff.
Do but you love enough, I’ll give enough.
 

LEANTIO
Troth then, I’ll love enough, and take enough.
 

LIVIA
Then we are both pleased enough. Exeunt
 

Enter Guardiano and Isabella at one door, and the
Ward and Sordido at another
 

GUARDIANO
Now, nephew, here’s the gentlewoman again.
 

WARD
Mass, here she’s come again. Mark her now, Sordido.
 

GUARDIANO
This is the maid my love and care has chose
Out for your wife, and so I tender her to you.
Yourself has been eyewitness of some qualities
That speak a courtly breeding and are costly.
I bring you both to talk together now.
’Tis time you grew familiar in your tongues.
Tomorrow you join hands, and one ring ties you,
And one bed holds you, if you like the choice.
Her father and her friends are i’th’ next room,
And stay to see the contract ere they part;
Therefore dispatch, good ward; be sweet and short.
Like her or like her not; there’s but two ways,
And one your body, th’other your purse, pays.
 

WARD
I warrant you, guardianer, I’ll not stand all day thrumming,
But quickly shoot my bolt at your next coming.
 

GUARDIANO
Well said. Good fortune in your birding then.
 

WARD
I never missed mark yet. [Exit Guardiano]
 

SORDIDO
Troth, I think, master, if the truth were known,
You never shot at any but the kitchen wench,
And that was a she-woodcock, a mere innocent
That was oft lost and cried at eight-and-twenty.
 

WARD
No more of that meat, Sordido.
Here’s eggs o’th’ spit now;
We must turn gingerly.
Draw out the catalogue
Of all the faults of women.
 

SORDIDO
How, all the faults? Have you so little reason to think so much paper will lie in my breeches? Why, ten carts will not carry it if you set down but the bawds. All the faults? Pray let’s be content with a few of ‘em; an if they were less you would tind ‘em enough, I warrant you. Look you, sir.
[They pry at Isabella]
 

ISABELLA
[aside]
But that I have th’advantage of the fool
As much as woman’s heart can wish and joy at,
What an infernal torment ‘twere to be
Thus bought and sold, and turned and pried into, when, alas,
The worst bit is too good for him! And the comfort is
He’s but a eater’s place on’t, and provides
All for another’s table. Yet how curious
The ass is! — like some nice professor on’t
That buys up all the daintiest food i’th’ markets,
And seldom licks his lips after a taste on’t.
 

SORDIDO
Now to her, now you’ve scanned all her parts over.
 

WARD
But at what end shall I begin now, Sordido?
 

SORDIDO
O, ever at a woman’s lip. While you live, sir, do you ask that question?
 

WARD
Methinks, Sordido, she’s but a crabbed face to begin with.
 

SORDIDO
A crabbed face? That will save money.
 

WARD
How, save money, Sordido?
 

SORDIDO
Ay, sir; for, having a crabbed face of her own, she’ll eat the less verjuice with her mutton; ‘twill save verjuice at year’s end, sir.
 

WARD
Nay, an your jests begin to be saucy once,
I’ll make you eat your meat without mustard.
 

SORDIDO
And that in some kind is a punishment.
 

WARD
Gentlewoman, they say ’tis your pleasure to be my wife, and you shall know shortly whether it be mine or no to be your husband; and thereupon thus I first enter upon you.
[He kisses her]
[Aside] O, most delicious scent! Methinks it tasted as if a man had stepped into a comfit-maker’s shop to let a cart go by all the while I kissed her. — It is reported, gentlewoman, you’ll run mad for me if you have me not.
 

ISABELLA
I should be in great danger of my wits, sir,
For being so forward — [Aside] should this ass kick backward now.
 

WARD
Alas, poor soul! And is that hair your own?
 

ISABELLA
Mine own, yes, sure, sir, I owe nothing for’t.
 

WARD
’Tis a good hearing; I shall have the less to pay when I have married you. [To Sordido] Look, does her eyes stand well?
 

SORDIDO
They cannot stand better
Than in her head, I think. Where would you have them?
And for her nose, ’tis of a very good last.
 

WARD
I have known as good as that has not lasted a year though.
 

SORDIDO
That’s in the using of a thing. Will not any strong bridge fall down in time if we do nothing but beat at the bottom? A nose of buff would not last always, sir, especially if it came into th’ camp once.
 

WARD
But, Sordido, how shall we do to make her laugh, that I may see what teeth she has? For I’ll not bate her a tooth, nor take a black one into th’ bargain.
 

SORDIDO
Why, do but you talk with her; you cannot choose but one time or other make her laugh, sir.
 

WARD
It shall go hard, but I will. [To Isabella] Pray, what qualities have you beside singing and dancing? Can you play at shittlecock, forsooth?
 

ISABELLA
Ay, and at stool-ball too, sir; I have great luck at it.
 

WARD
Why, can you catch a ball well?
 

ISABELLA
I have catched two in my lap at one game.
 

WARD
What, have you, woman? I must have you learn
To play at trap too; then you’re full and whole.
 

ISABELLA
Anything that you please to bring me up to
I shall take pains to practise.
 

WARD
‘Twill not do, Sordido; we shall never get her mouth opened wide enough.
 

SORDIDO
No sir? That’s strange! Then here’s a trick for your learning.
He yawns. [Isabella yawns, covering her mouth with a handkerchief]
Look now, look now; quick, quick there!
 

WARD
Pox of that scurvy mannerly trick with handkerchief!
It hindered me a little, but I am satisfied.
When a fair woman gapes and stops her mouth so,
It shows like a cloth stopple in a cream-pot.
I have fair hope of her teeth now, Sordido.
 

SORDIDO
Why then, you’ve all well, sir. For aught I see,
She’s right and straight enough now as she stands.
They’ll commonly lie crooked; that’s no matter; wise gamesters
Never find fault with that; let ‘em lie still so.
 

WARD
I’d fain mark how she goes, and then I have all. For of all creatures I cannot abide a splay-footed woman.
She’s an unlucky thing to meet in a morning! Her heels keep together so as if she were beginning an Irish dance still, and the wriggling of her burn playing the tune to’t.
But I have bethought a cleanly shift to find it. Dab down as you see me, and peep of one side when her back’s toward you. I’ll show you the way.
 

SORDIDO
And you shall find me apt enough to peeping.
I have been one of them has seen mad sights
Under your scaffolds.
 

WARD
[to Isabella]
Will it please you walk, forsooth,
A turn or two by yourself? You are so pleasing to me
I take delight to view you on both sides.
 

ISABELLA
I shall be glad to fetch a walk to your love, sir.
‘Twill get affection a good stomach, sir — 
[Aside] Which I had need have, to fall to such coarse victuals.
[She walks about. The Ward ducks down to peep at her legs]
 

WARD
[aside]
Now go thy ways for a clean-treading wench
As ever man in modesty peeped under.
[Sordido ducks down]
 

SORDIDO
[aside]
I see the sweetest sight to please my master.
Never went Frenchman Tighter upon ropes
Than she on Florentine rushes.
 

WARD
[to Isabella] ’Tis enough, forsooth.
 

ISABELLA
And how do you like me now, sir?
 

WARD
Faith, so well
I never mean to part with thee, sweetheart,
Under some sixteen children, and all boys.
 

ISABELLA
You’ll be at simple pains if you prove kind
And breed ‘em all in your teeth.
 

WARD
Nay, by my faith,
What serves your belly for. ’Twould make my cheeks
Look like blown bagpipes.
 

Enter Guardiano
 

GUARDIANO
How now, ward and nephew,
Gentlewoman and niece? Speak, is it so, or not?
 

WARD
’Tis so; we are both agreed, sir.
 

GUARDIANO
In to your kindred then.
There’s friends and wine and music waits to welcome you.
 

WARD
Then I’ll be drunk for joy.
 

SORDIDO
And I for company.
I cannot break my nose in a better action. Exeunt
 

Finis Actus Tertius
 




Act IV.
 

Enter Bianca, attended by two Ladies
 

BIANCA
How goes your watches, ladies? What’s o’clock now?
 

FIRST LADY
By mine, full nine.
 

SECOND LADY
By mine, a quarter past.
 

FIRST LADY
I set mine by St Mark’s.
 

SECOND LADY
St Antony’s,
They say, goes truer.
 

FIRST LADY
That’s but your opinion, madam,
Because you love a gentleman o’th’ name.
 

SECOND LADY
He’s a true gentleman then.
 

FIRST LADY
So may he be
That comes to me tonight, for aught you know.
 

BIANCA
I’ll end this strife straight: I set mine by the sun.
I love to set by th’ best; one shall not then
Be troubled to set often.
 

SECOND LADY
You do wisely in’t.
 

BIANCA
If I should set my watch, as some girls do,
By every clock i’th’ town, ’twould ne’er go true;
And too much turning of the dial’s point,
Or tamp’ring with the spring, might in small time
Spoil the whole work too. Here it wants of nine now.
 

FIRST LADY
It does indeed, forsooth. Mine’s nearest truth yet.
 

SECOND LADY
Yet I have found her lying with an advocate, which showed
Like two false clocks together in one parish.
 

BIANCA
So now I thank you, ladies; I desire
A while to be alone.
 

FIRST LADY And I am nobody,
Methinks, unless I have one or other with me.
Faith, my desire and hers will ne’er be sisters.
Exeunt Ladies
 

BIANCA
How strangely woman’s fortune comes about!
This was the farthest way to come to me,
All would have judged that knew me born in Venice,
And there with many jealous eyes brought up
That never thought they had me sure enough
But when they were upon me. Yet my hap
To meet it here, so far off from my birthplace,
My friends, or kindred. ’Tis not good, in sadness,
To keep a maid so strict in her young days.
Restraint breeds wand’ring thoughts, as many fasting days
A great desire to see flesh stirring again.
I’ll ne’er use any girl of mine so strictly.
Howe’er they’re kept, their fortunes find ‘em out;
I see’t in me. If they be got in court
I’ll never forbid ‘em the country, nor the court
Though they be born i’th’ country. They will come to’t,
And fetch their falls a thousand mile about,
Where one would little think on’t.
 

Enter Leantio
[richly attired]
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
I long to see how my despiser looks
Now she’s come here to court. These are her lodgings.
She’s simply now advanced. I took her out
Of no such window, I remember, first;
That was a great deal lower, and less carved.
 

BIANCA
How now, what silkworm’s this, i’th’ name of pride?
What, is it he?
 

LEANTIO
[bowing]
A bow i’th’ hams to your greatness.
You must have now three legs, I take it, must you not?
 

BIANCA
Then I must take another; I shall want else
The service I should have; you have but two there.
 

LEANTIO
You’re richly placed.
 

BIANCA
Methinks you’re wondrous brave, sir.
 

LEANTIO
A sumptuous lodging.
 

BIANCA
You’ve an excellent suit there.
 

LEANTIO
A chair of velvet.
 

BIANCA
Is your cloak lined through, sir?
 

LEANTIO
You’re very stately here.
 

BIANCA
Faith, something proud, sir.
 

LEANTIO
Stay, stay, let’s see your cloth-of-silver slippers.
 

BIANCA
Who’s your shoemaker? He’s made you a neat boot.
 

LEANTIO
Will you have a pair?
The Duke will lend you spurs.
 

BIANCA
Yes, when I ride.
 

LEANTIO
’Tis a brave life you lead.
 

BIANCA
I could ne’er see you
In such good clothes in my time.
 

LEANTIO
In your time?
 

BIANCA
Sure I think, sir,
We both thrive best asunder.
 

LEANTIO
You’re a whore.
 

BIANCA
Fear nothing, sir.
 

LEANTIO
An impudent, spiteful strumpet.
 

BIANCA
O, sir, you give me thanks for your captainship.
I thought you had forgot all your good manners.
 

LEANTIO
[showing her a letter]
And to spite thee as much, look there, there read,
Vex, gnaw; thou shalt find there I am not lovestarved.
The world was never yet so cold or pitiless
But there was ever still more charity found out
Than at one proud fool’s door, and ‘twere hard, faith,
If I could not pass that. Read, to thy shame, there.
A cheerful and a beauteous benefactor, too,
As e’er erected the good works of love.
 

BIANCA
[aside] Lady Livia!
Is’t possible? Her worship was my pand’ress.
She dote, and send, and give, and all to him?
Why, here’s a bawd plagued home! — You’re simply happy, sir;
Yet I’ll not envy you.
 

LEANTIO
No, court-saint, not thou!
You keep some friend of a new fashion.
There’s no harm in your devil; he’s a suckling;
But he will breed teeth shortly, will he not?
 

BIANCA
Take heed you play not, then, too long with him.
 

LEANTIO
Yes, and the great one too. I shall lind time
To play a hot religious bout with some of you,
And perhaps drive you and your course of sins
To their eternal kennels. I speak softly now — 
’Tis manners in a noble woman’s lodgings,
An I well knew all my degrees of duty — 
But come I to your everlasting parting once,
Thunder shall seem soft music to that tempest.
 

BIANCA
’Twas said last week there would be change of weather,
When the moon hung so, and belike you heard it.
 

LEANTIO
Why, here’s sin made, and ne’er a conscience put to’t;
A monster with all forehead and no eyes.
Why do I talk to thee of sense or virtue,
That art as dark as death? And as much madness
To set light before thee as to lead blind folks
To see the monuments, which they may smell as soon
As they behold; marry, oft-times their heads,
For want of light, may feel the hardness of ‘em.
So shall thy blind pride my revenge and anger,
That canst not see it now; and it may fall
At such an hour when thou least seest of all.
So to an ignorance darker than thy womb
I leave thy perjured soul. A plague will come. Exit
 

BIANCA
Get you gone first, and then I fear no greater;
Nor thee will I fear long. I’ll have this sauciness
Soon banished from these lodgings, and the rooms
Perfumed well after the corrupt air it leaves.
His breath has made me almost sick, in troth.
A poor, base start-up! Life! Because he’s got
Fair clothes by foul means, comes to rail, and show ‘em.
 

Enter the Duke
 

DUKE
Who’s that?
 

BIANCA
Cry you mercy, sir.
 

DUKE
Prithee, who’s that?
 

BIANCA
The former thing, my lord, to whom you gave
 The captainship. He eats his meat with grudging still.
 

DUKE
Still!
 

BIANCA
He comes vaunting here of his new love,
And the new clothes she gave him. Lady Livia,
Who but she now his mistress?
 

DUKE
Lady Livia?
Be sure of what you say.
 

BIANCA
He showed me her name, sir,
In perfumed paper, her vows, her letter,
With an intent to spite me. So his heart said,
And his threats made it good; they were as spiteful
As ever malice uttered, and as dangerous
Should his hand follow the copy.
 

DUKE
But that must not.
 Do not vex your mind. Prithee, to bed, go.
All shall be well and quiet.
 

BIANCA
I love peace, sir.
 

DUKE
And so do all that love. Take you no care for’t;
It shall be still provided to your hand. Exit Bianca
Who’s near us there?
 

Enter Messenger
 

MESSENGER
My lord.
 

DUKE
Seek out Hippolito,
Brother to Lady Livia, with all speed.
 

MESSENGER
He was the last man I saw, my lord.
 

DUKE
Make haste.
Exit Messenger
He is a blood soon stirred; and as he’s quick
To apprehend a wrong, he’s bold and sudden
In bringing forth a ruin. I know likewise
The reputation of his sister’s honour’s
As dear to him as life-blood to his heart.
Beside, I’ll flatter him with a goodness to her
Which I now thought on — but ne’er meant to practise
Because I know her base — and that wind drives him.
The ulcerous reputation feels the poise
Of lightest wrongs, as sores are vexed with flies.
 

Enter Hippolito
He comes. — Hippolito, welcome.
 

HIPPOLITO
My loved lord.
 

DUKE
How does that lusty widow, thy kind sister?
Is she not sped yet of a second husband?
A bed-fellow she has; I ask not that;
I know she’s sped of him.
 

HIPPOLITO
Of him, my lord?
 

DUKE
Yes, of a bed-fellow. Is the news so strange to you?
 

HIPPOLITO
I hope ’tis so to all.
 

DUKE
I wish it were, sir;
But ’tis confessed too fast her ignorant pleasures,
Only by lust instructed, have received
Into their services an impudent boaster:
One that does raise his glory from her shame
And tells the midday sun what’s done in darkness;
Yet, blinded with her appetite, wastes her wealth,
Buys her disgraces at a dearer rate
Than bounteous housekeepers purchase their honour.
Nothing sads me so much as that in love
To thee and to thy blood I had picked out
A worthy match for her, the great Vincentio,
High in our favour and in all men’s thoughts.
 

HIPPOLITO
O thou destruction of all happy fortunes,
Unsated blood! Know you the name, my lord,
Of her abuser?
 

DUKE
One Leantio.
 

HIPPOLITO
He’s a factor.
 

DUKE
He ne’er made so brave a voyage,
By his own talk.
 

HIPPOLITO
The poor old widow’s son.
I humbly take my leave.
 

DUKE
[aside] I see ’tis done. — 
Give her good counsel, make her see her error.
I know she’ll hearken to you.
 

HIPPOLITO
Yes, my lord,
I make no doubt, as I shall take the course,
Which she shall never know till it be acted;
And when she wakes to honour, then she’ll thank me for’t.
I’ll imitate the pities of old surgeons
To this lost limb, who ere they show their art
Cast one asleep, then cut the diseased part.
So, out of love to her I pity most,
She shall not feel him going till he’s lost.
Then she’ll commend the cure. Exit
 

DUKE
The great cure’s past;
I count this done already. His wrath’s sure,
And speaks an injury deep. Farewell, Leantio.
This place will never hear thee murmur more.
 

Enter Lord Cardinal, attended [with Servants bearing lights]
Our noble brother, welcome!
 

LORD CARDINAL
[to Servants]
Set those lights down;
Depart till you be called.
[Exeunt Servants]
 

DUKE
[aside] There’s serious business
Fixed in his look; nay, it inclines a little
To the dark colour of a discontentment. — 
Brother, what is’t commands your eye so powerfully?
Speak; you seem lost.
 

LORD CARDINAL The thing I look on seems so:
To my eyes, lost for ever.
 

DUKE
You look on me.
 

LORD CARDINAL
What a grief ’tis to a religious feeling
To think a man should have a friend so goodly,
So wise, so noble, nay, a duke, a brother,
And all this certainly damned!
 

DUKE
How?
 

LORD CARDINAL
’Tis no wonder
If your great sin can do’t. Dare you look up,
For thinking of a vengeance? Dare you sleep,
For fear of never waking but to death,
And dedicate unto a strumpet’s love
The strength of your affections, zeal, and health?
Here you stand now; can you assure your pleasures
You shall once more enjoy her, but once more?
Alas, you cannot. What a misery ’tis then
To be more certain of eternal death
Than of a next embrace! Nay, shall I show you
How more unfortunate you stand in sin
Than the love-private man? All his offences,
Like enclosed grounds, keep but about himself,
And seldom stretch beyond his own soul’s bounds;
And when a man grows miserable, ’tis some comfort
When he’s no further charged than with himself;
’Tis a sweet ease to wretchedness. But, great man,
Every sin thou commit’st shows like a flame
Upon a mountain: ’tis seen far about,
And with a big wind made of popular breath
The sparkles fly through cities; here one takes,
Another catches there, and in short time
Waste all to cinders. But remember still
What burnt the valleys first came from the hill.
Every offence draws his particular pain,
But ’tis example proves the great man’s bane.
The sins of mean men lie like scattered parcels
Of an unperfect bill; but when such fall,
Then comes example, and that sums up all.
And this your reason grants: if men of good lives,
Who by their virtuous actions stir up others
To noble and religious imitation,
Receive the greater glory after death — 
As sin must needs confess — what may they feel
In height of torments and in weight of vengeance,
Not only they themselves not doing well,
But sets a light up to show men to hell?
 

DUKE
If you have done, I have. No more, sweet brother.
 

LORD CARDINAL
I know time spent in goodness is too tedious.
This had not been a moment’s space in lust now.
How dare you venture on eternal pain,
That cannot bear a minute’s reprehension?
Methinks you should endure to hear that talked of
Which you so strive to suffer. O my brother!
What were you if you were taken now?
My heart weeps blood to think on’t. ’Tis a work
Of infinite mercy you can never merit
That yet you are not death-struck, no, not yet.
I dare not stay you long, for fear you should not
Have time enough allowed you to repent in.
There’s but this wall betwixt you and destruction
When you’re at strongest, and but poor thin clay.
Think upon’t, brother. Can you come so near it
For a fair strumpet’s love, and fall into
A torment that knows neither end nor bottom
For beauty but the deepness of a skin,
And that not of their own neither? Is she a thing
Whom sickness dare not visit, or age look on,
Or death resist? Does the worm shun her grave?
If not — as your soul knows it — why should lust
Bring man to lasting pain, for rotten dust?
 

DUKE
Brother of spotless honour, let me weep
The first of my repentance in thy bosom,
And show the blest fruits of a thankful spirit;
And if I e’er keep woman more, unlawfully,
May I want penitence at my greatest need — 
And wise men know there is no barren place
Threatens more famine than a dearth in grace.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Why, here’s a conversion is at this time, brother,
Sung for a hymn in heaven, and at this instant
The powers of darkness’ groan makes all hell sorry.
First I praise heaven; then in my work I glory. — 
Who’s there attends without?
 

Enter Servants
 

SERVANTS
My lord.
 

LORD CARDINAL
Take up those lights. There was a thicker darkness
When they came first. The peace of a fair soul
Keep with my noble brother.
 

DUKE
Joys be with you, sir.
Exit Cardinal, with Servants [bearing lights]
She lies alone tonight for’t, and must still,
Though it be hard to conquer; but I have vowed
Never to know her as a strumpet more,
And I must save my oath. If fury fail not,
Her husband dies tonight, or at the most
Lives not to see the morning spent tomorrow.
Then will I make her lawfully mine own,
Without this sin and horror. Now I’m chidden
For what I shall enjoy then unforbidden;
And I’ll not freeze in stoves. ’Tis but a while.
Live like a hopeful bridegroom, chaste from flesh,
And pleasure then will seem new, fair, and fresh.
Exit
 

Enter Hippolito
 

HIPPOLITO
The morning so far wasted, yet his baseness
So impudent? See if the very sun do not blush at him!
Dare he do thus much, and know me alive?
Put case one must be vicious, as I know myself
Monstrously guilty: there’s a blind time made for’t.
He might use only that; ‘twere conscionable.
Art, silence, closeness, subtlety, and darkness
Are fit for such a business; but there’s no pity
To be bestowed on an apparent sinner,
An impudent daylight lecher. The great zeal
I bear to her advancement in this match
With Lord Vincentio, as the Duke has wrought it
To the perpetual honour of our house,
Puts fire into my blood to purge the air
Of this corruption, fear it spread too far
And poison the whole hopes of this fair fortune.
I love her good so dearly that no brother
Shall venture farther for a sister’s glory
Than I for her preferment.
 

Enter Leantio and a Page
 

LEANTIO
[aside] Once again
I’ll see that glist’ring whore, shines like a serpent
Now the court sun’s upon her. — Page!
 

PAGE
Anon, sir.
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
I’ll go in state too. — See the coach be ready.
I’ll hurry away presently. [Exit Page]
 

HIPPOLITO
Yes, you shall hurry,
And the devil after you.
[He strikes him]
Take that at setting forth.
[He draws his sword]
Now, an you’ll draw, we are upon equal terms, sir.
Thou took’st advantage of my name in honour
Upon my sister. I ne’er saw the stroke
Come till I found my reputation bleeding,
And therefore count it I no sin to valour
To serve thy lust so. Now we are of even hand,
Take your best course against me. You must die.
 

LEANTIO
[aside]
How close sticks envy to man’s happiness!
When I was poor, and little cared for life,
I had no such means offered me to die;
No man’s wrath minded me.
[He draws his sword]
Slave, I turn this to thee,
To call thee to account for a wound lately
Of a base stamp upon me.
 

HIPPOLITO
’Twas most fit
For a base metal. Come and fetch one now
More noble then, for I will use thee fairer
Than thou hast done thine own soul, or our honour.
[They fight. Hippolito wounds Leantio, who falls]
And there I think ’tis for thee.
 

VOICES WITHIN
Help, help! O, part ‘em!
 

LEANTIO
False wife! I feel now thou’st prayed heartily for me.
Rise, strumpet, by my fall; thy lust may reign now.
My heart-string and the marriage knot that tied thee
Breaks both together.
[He groans and dies]
 

HIPPOLITO
There I heard the sound on’t,
And never liked string better.
 

Enter Livia [at one door], Guardiano, Isabella,
Ward, and Sordido [at another]
 

LIVIA
’Tis my brother.
Are you hurt, sir?
 

HIPPOLITO
Not anything.
 

LIVIA
Blessed fortune!
Shift for thyself. What is he thou hast killed?
 

HIPPOLITO
Our honour’s enemy.
 

GUARDIANO
Know you this man, lady?
 

LIVIA
Leantio! My love’s joy! [To Hippolito] Wounds stick upon thee
As deadly as thy sins. Art thou not hurt?
The devil take that fortune! And he dead!
Drop plagues into thy bowels without voice,
Secret and fearful. — Run for officers.
Let him be apprehended with all speed,
For fear he scape away. Lay hands on him;
We cannot be too sure; ’tis wilful murder.
You do heaven’s vengeance, and the law just service.
You know him not as I do; he’s a villain
As monstrous as a prodigy, and as dreadful.
 

HIPPOLITO
Will you but entertain a noble patience
Till you but hear the reason, worthy sister?
 

LIVIA
The reason! That’s a jest hell falls a-laughing at.
Is there a reason found for the destruction
Of our more lawful loves, and was there none
To kill the black lust ‘twixt thy niece and thee
That has kept close so long?
 

GUARDIANO
How’s that, good madam?
 

LIVIA
Too true, sir. There she stands; let her deny’t.
The deed cries shortly in the midwife’s arms,
Unless the parents’ sins strike it stillborn;
And if you be not deaf and ignorant,
You’ll hear strange notes ere long. — Look upon me, wench!
’Twas I betrayed thy honour subtlely to him
Under a false tale. It lights upon me now. — 
His arm has paid me home upon thy breast,
My sweet beloved Leantio!
 

GUARDIANO
Was my judgement
And care in choice so dev’lishly abused,
So beyond shamefully? All the world will grin at me.
 

WARD
O Sordido, Sordido, I’m damned, I’m damned!
 

SORDIDO
Damned? Why, sir?
 

WARD
One of the wicked — dost not see’t? — a cuckold, a plain reprobate cuckold.
 

SORDIDO
Nay, an you be damned for that be of good cheer, sir; you’ve gallant company of all professions. I’ll have a wife next Sunday too, because I’ll along with you myself.
 

WARD
That will be some comfort yet.
 

LIVIA
[to Guardiano]
You, sir, that bear your load of injuries
As I of sorrows, lend me your grieved strength
To this sad burden, who in life wore actions:
Flames were not nimbler. We will talk of things
May have the luck to break our hearts together.
 

GUARDIANO
I’ll list to nothing but revenge and anger,
Whose counsels I will follow.
Exeunt Livia and Guardiano [bearing Leantio’s body]
 

SORDIDO
A wife, quoth a?
Here’s a sweet plum-tree of your guard’ner’s grafting!
 

WARD
Nay, there’s a worse name belongs to this fruit yet, an you could hit on’t, a more open one; for he that marries a whore looks like a fellow bound all his lifetime to a medlar-tree — and that’s good stuff: ’tis no sooner ripe but it looks rotten; and so do some queans at nineteen. A pox on’t, I thought there was some knavery abroach, for something stirred in her belly the first night I lay with her.
 

SORDIDO
What, what, sir!
 

WARD
This is she brought up so courtly, can sing and dance — and tumble too, methinks. I’ll never marry wife again that has so many qualities.
 

SORDIDO
Indeed, they are seldom good, master; for likely when they are taught so many, they will have one trick more of their own finding out. Well, give me a wench but with one good quality, to lie with none but her husband, and that’s bringing up enough for any woman breathing.
 

WARD
This was the fault when she was tendered to me.
You never looked to this.
 

SORDIDO
Alas, how would you have me see through a great farthingale, sir? I cannot peep through a millstone, or in the going to see what’s done i’th’ bottom.
 

WARD
Her father praised her breast; she’d the voice, forsooth.
I marvelled she sung so small, indeed, being no maid.
Now I perceive there’s a young chorister in her belly.
This breeds a singing in my head, I’m sure.
 

SORDIDO
’Tis but the tune of your wife’s cinquapace, danced in a feather bed. Faith, go lie down, master — but take heed your horns do not make holes in the pillow-beres. [The Ward begins to leave]
I would not batter brows with him for a hogshead of angels; he would prick my skull as full of holes as a scrivener’s sandbox.
Exeunt Ward and Sordido
 

ISABELLA
[aside]
Was ever maid so cruelly beguiled,
To the confusion of life, soul, and honour,
All of one woman’s murd’ring? I’d fain bring
Her name no nearer to my blood than woman,
And ’tis too much of that. O shame and horror!
In that small distance from you man to me
Lies sin enough to make a whole world perish. — 
’Tis time we parted, sir, and left the sight
Of one another; nothing can be worse
To hurt repentance, for our very eyes
Are far more poisonous to religion
Than basilisks to them. If any goodness
Rest in you, hope of comforts, fear of judgements,
My request is I ne’er may see you more;
And so I turn me from you everlastingly,
So is my hope to miss you. [Aside] But for her,
That durst so dally with a sin so dangerous
And lay a snare so spitefully for my youth,
If the least means but favour my revenge
That I may practise the like cruel cunning
Upon her life as she has on mine honour,
I’ll act it without pity.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside] Here’s a care
Of reputation, and a sister’s fortune
Sweetly rewarded by her! Would a silence
As great as that which keeps among the graves
Had everlastingly chained up her tongue!
My love to her has made mine miserable.
 

Enter Guardiano and Livia
 

GUARDIANO
[aside to Livia]
If you can but dissemble your heart’s griefs now,
Be but a woman so far.
 

LIVIA
[aside to Guardiano]
Peace; I’ll strive, sir.
 

GUARDIANO
[aside to Livia]
As I can wear my injuries in a smile,
Here’s an occasion offered that gives anger
Both liberty and safety to perform
Things worth the fire it holds, without the fear
Of danger or of law; for mischiefs acted
Under the privilege of a marriage-triumph
At the Duke’s hasty nuptials will be thought
Things merely accidental, all’s by chance,
Not got of their own natures.
 

LIVIA
[aside to Hippolito] I conceive you, sir,
Even to a longing for performance on’t;
And here behold some fruits.
[She kneels to Hippolito and Isabella]
Forgive me both.
What I am now returned to, sense and judgement,
Is not the same rage and distraction
Presented lately to you. That rude form
Is gone for ever. I am now myself,
That speaks all peace and friendship, and these tears
Are the true springs of hearty penitent sorrow
For those foul wrongs which my forgetful fury
Slandered your virtues with. This gentleman
Is well resolved now.
 

GUARDIANO
I was never otherways.
I knew, alas, ’twas but your anger spake it,
And I ne’er thought on’t more.
 

HIPPOLITO
Pray rise, good sister.
[She rises]
 

ISABELLA
[aside]
Here’s e’en as sweet amends made for a wrong now
As one that gives a wound and pays the surgeon:
All the smart’s nothing, the great loss of blood,
Or time of hindrance. Well, I had a mother;
I can dissemble too. — What wrongs have slipped
Through anger’s ignorance, aunt, my heart forgives.
 

GUARDIANO
[Aside]
Why, this’ tuneful now!
 

HIPPOLITO
And what I did, sister,
Was all for honour’s cause, which time to come
Will approve to you.
 

LIVIA
Being awaked to goodness,
I understand so much, sir, and praise now
The fortune of your arm, and of your safety;
For by his death you’ve rid me of a sin
As costly as e’er woman doted on.
‘T has pleased the Duke so well too that, behold, sir,
[She gives him a letter]
He’s sent you here your pardon, which I kissed
With most affectionate comfort. When ’twas brought,
Then was my fit just passed; it came so well, methought,
To glad my heart.
 

HIPPOLITO
I see his grace thinks on me.
 

LIVIA
There’s no talk now but of the preparation
For the great marriage.
 

HIPPOLITO
Does he marry her then?
 

LIVIA
With all speed, suddenly, as fast as cost
Can be laid on with many thousand hands.
This gentleman and I had once a purpose
To have honoured the first marriage of the Duke
With an invention of his own. ’Twas ready,
The pains well past, most of the charge bestowed on’t;
Then came the death of your good mother, niece,
And turned the glory of it all to black.
’Tis a device would fit these times so well too:
Art’s treasury not better, If you’ll join,
It shall be done; the cost shall all be mine.
 

HIPPOLITO
You’ve my voice first; ‘twill well approve my thankfulness
For the Duke’s love and favour.
 

LIVIA
What say you, niece?
 

ISABELLA
I am content to make one.
 

GUARDIANO
The plot’s full then.
[To Livia] Your pages, madam, will make shift for
Cupids.
 

LIVIA
That will they, sir.
 

GUARDIANO
You’ll play your old part still.
 

LIVIA
What, is’t good? Troth, I have e’en forgot it.
 

GUARDIANO
Why, Juno Pronuba, the marriage goddess.
 

LIVIA
’Tis right indeed.
 

GUARDIANO
[to Isabella]
And you shall play the nymph
That offers sacrifice to appease her wrath.
 

ISABELLA
Sacrifice, good sir?
 

LIVIA
Must I be appeased then?
 

GUARDIANO
That’s as you list yourself, as you see cause.
 

LIVIA
Methinks ’twould show the more state in her deity
To be incensed.
 

ISABELLA
’Twould; but my sacrifice
Shall take a course to appease you, or I’ll fail in’t — 
[Aside] And teach a sinful bawd to play a goddess.
 

GUARDIANO
[to Hippolito]
For our parts, we’ll not be ambitious, sir.
Please you walk in and see the project drawn,
Then take your choice.
 

HIPPOLITO
I weigh not, so I have one.
Exeunt all but Livia
 

LIVIA
How much ado have I to restrain fury
From breaking into curses! O, how painful ’tis
To keep great sorrow smothered! Sure I think
’Tis harder to dissemble grief than love.
Leantio, here the weight of thy loss lies,
Which nothing but destruction can suffice. Exit
Oboes. Enter in great state the Duke and Bianca, richly attired, with lords, cardinals, ladies, and other attendants. They pass solemnly over. Enter
Lord Cardinal in a rage, seeming to break off the ceremony
 

LORD
CARDINAL
Cease, cease! Religious honours done to sin
Disparage virtue’s reverence, and will pull
Heaven’s thunder upon Florence. Holy ceremonies
Were made for sacred uses, not for sinful.
Are these the fruits of your repentance, brother?
Better it had been you had never sorrowed
Than to abuse the benefit and return
To worse than where sin left you.
Vowed you then never to keep strumpet more;
And are you now so swift in your desires
To knit your honours and your life fast to her?
Is not sin sure enough to wretched man,
But he must bind himself in chains to’t? Worse:
Must marriage, that immaculate robe of honour
That renders virtue glorious, fair, and fruitful
To her great master, be now made the garment
Of leprosy and foulness? Is this penitence
To sanctify hot lust? What is it otherways
Than worship done to devils? Is this the best
Amends that sin can make after her riots,
As if a drunkard, to appease heaven’s wrath,
Should offer up his surfeit for a sacrifice?
If that be comely, then lust’s offerings are
On wedlock’s sacred altar.
 

DUKE
Here you’re bitter
Without cause, brother. What I vowed, I keep
As safe as you your conscience, and this needs not.
I taste more wrath in’t than I do religion,
And envy more than goodness. The path now
I tread is honest, leads to lawful love
Which virtue, in her strictness, would not check.
I vowed no more to keep a sensual woman.
’Tis done: I mean to make a lawful wife of her.
 

LORD CARDINAL
He that taught you that craft,
Call him not master long; he will undo you.
Grow not too cunning for your soul, good brother.
Is it enough to use adulterous thefts
And then take sanctuary in marriage?
I grant, so long as an offender keeps
Close in a privileged temple, his life’s safe;
But if he ever venture to come out,
And so be taken, then he surely dies for’t.
So now you’re safe; but when you leave this body,
Man’s only privileged temple upon earth
In which the guilty soul takes sanctuary,
Then you’ll perceive what wrongs chaste vows endure
When lust usurps the bed that should be pure.
 

BIANCA
Sir, I have read you over all this while
In silence, and I find great knowledge in you,
And severe learning; yet ‘mongst all your virtues
I see not charity written, which some call
The first-born of religion, and I wonder
I cannot see’t in yours. Believe it, sir,
There is no virtue can be sooner missed
Or later welcomed; it begins the rest,
And sets ‘em all in order. Heaven and angels
Take great delight in a converted sinner;
Why should you then, a servant and professor,
Differ so much from them? If every woman
That commits evil should be therefore kept
Back in desires of goodness, how should virtue
Be known and honoured? From a man that’s blind
To take a burning taper ’tis no wrong,
He never misses it; but to take light
From one that sees, that’s injury and spite.
Pray, whether is religion better served:
When lives that are licentious are made honest,
Than when they still run through a sinful blood?
’Tis nothing virtue’s temples to deface;
But build the ruins, there’s a work of grace.
 

DUKE
I kiss thee for that spirit. Thou hast praised thy wit
A modest way. — On, on, there! Oboes
 

LORD CARDINAL
Lust is bold,
And will have vengeance speak ere’t be controlled.
Exeunt
 

Finis Actus Quartus
 




Act V.
 

[An altar set forth for the masque.]
 

Enter Guardiano
[with a caltrop] and Ward
 

GUARDIANO
Speak, hast thou any sense of thy abuse?
Dost thou know what wrong’s done thee?
 

WARD
I were an ass else.
I cannot wash my face but I am feeling on’t.
 

GUARDIANO
Here, take this caltrop, then convey it secretly
Into the place I showed you. Look you, sir,
This is the trapdoor to’t.
 

WARD
I know that of old, uncle, since the last triumph.
Here rose up a devil with one eye, I remember, with a company of fireworks at’s tail.
 

GUARDIANO
Prithee leave squibbing now. Mark me, and fail not;
But when thou hear’st me give a stamp, down with’t;
The villain’s caught then.
 

WARD
If I miss you, hang me.
I love to catch a villain, and your stamp shall go current, I warrant you. But how shall I rise up and let him down too, all at one hole? That will be a horrible puzzle. You know I have a part in’t; I play Slander.
 

GUARDIANO
True, but never make you ready for’t.
 

WARD
No? My clothes are bought and all, and a foul fiend’s head with a long contumelious tongue i’th’ chaps on’t, a very fit shape for Slander i’th’ out-parishes.
 

GUARDIANO
It shall not come so far; thou understand’st it not.
 

WARD
O, O!
 

GUARDIANO
He shall lie deep enough ere that time,
And stick first upon those.
 

WARD
Now I conceive you, guardianer.
 

GUARDIANO
Away; list to the privy stamp, that’s all thy part.
 

WARD
Stamp my horns in a mortar if I miss you, and give the powder in white wine to sick cuckolds, a very present remedy for the headache.
Exit [through the trapdoor, with the caltrop]
 

GUARDIANO
If this should any way miscarry now,
As, if the fool be nimble enough, ’tis certain,
The pages that present the swift-winged Cupids
Are taught to hit him with their shafts of love — 
Fitting his part — which I have cunningly poisoned.
He cannot scape my fury; and those ills
Will be laid all on fortune, not our wills,
That’s all the sport on’t. For who will imagine
That at the celebration of this night
Any mischance that haps can flow from spite?
Exit
Flourish. Enter, above, Duke, Bianca, Lord Cardinal, Fabritio, and other cardinals, lords, and ladies, in state
 

DUKE
Now our fair duchess, your delight shall witness
How you’re beloved and honoured. All the glories
Bestowed upon the gladness of this night
Are done for your bright sake.
 

BIANCA
I am the more
In debt, my lord, to loves and courtesies
That offer up themselves so bounteously
To do me honoured grace without my merit.
 

DUKE
A goodness set in greatness, how it sparkles
Afar off like pure diamonds set in gold!
[To Bianca and Lord Cardinal]
How perfect my desires were might I witness
But a fair noble peace ‘twixt your two spirits!
The reconcilement would be more sweet to me
Than longer life to him that fears to die.
Good sir!
 

LORD CARDINAL
I profess peace, and am content.
 

DUKE
I’ll see the seal upon’t, and then ’tis firm.
 

LORD CARDINAL
You shall have all your wish.
[He kisses Bianca]
 

DUKE
I have all indeed now.
 

BIANCA
[aside]
But I have made surer work. This shall not blind me.
He that begins so early to reprove,
Quickly rid him, or look for little love.
Beware a brother’s envy; he’s next heir too.
Cardinal, you die this night; the plot’s laid surely.
In time of sports death may steal in securely.
Then ’tis least thought on.
For he that’s most religious, holy friend,
Does not at all hours think upon his end.
He has his times of frailty, and his thoughts
Their transportations too through flesh and blood,
For all his zeal, his learning, and his light,
As well as we, poor souls, that sin by night.
[Fabritio gives Duke a paper]
 

DUKE
What’s this, Fabritio?
 

FABRITIO
Marry, my lord, the model
Of what’s presented.
 

DUKE
O, we thank their loves. — 
Sweet duchess, take your seat; list to the argument.
[They sit, and he] reads
‘There is a nymph that haunts the woods and springs,
In love with two at once, and they with her.
Equal it runs; but, to decide these things,
The cause to mighty Juno they refer,
She being the marriage goddess. The two lovers,
They offer sighs, the nymph a sacrifice,
All to please Juno, who by signs discovers
How the event shall be. So that strife dies.
Then springs a second, for the man refused
Grows discontent and, out of love abused,
He raises Slander up, like a black fiend,
To disgrace th’other, which pays him i’th’ end.’
 

BIANCA
In troth, my lord, a pretty, pleasing argument,
And fits th’occasion well. Envy and Slander
Are things soon raised against two faithful lovers;
But comfort is, they are not long unrewarded.
Music
 

DUKE
This music shows they’re upon entrance now.
 

BIANCA
[aside]
Then enter all my wishes.
 

Enter [below] Hymen in yellow, Ganymede in a blue robe powdered with stars, and Hebe in a white robe with golden stars, with covered cups in their hands. They dance a short dance, then, bowing to the Duke, etc., Hymen speaks
 

HYMEN
[giving Bianca a cup]
To thee, fair bride, Hymen offers up
Of nuptial joys this the celestial cup.
Taste it, and thou shalt ever find
Love in thy bed, peace in thy mind.
 

BIANCA
We’ll taste you sure; ‘twere pity to disgrace
So pretty a beginning.
[She drinks]
 

DUKE
’Twas spoke nobly.
 

GANYMEDE
Two cups of nectar have we begged from love.
Hebe, give that to innocence, I this to love.
[He gives Duke a cup, and Hebe gives Lord Cardinal a cup]
Take heed of stumbling more; look to your way;
Remember still the Via Lactea.
[The Duke and Lord Cardinal drink]
 

HEBE
Well, Ganymede, you have more faults, though not so known.
I spilt one cup, but you have filched many a one.
 

HYMEN
No more; forbear. For Hymen’s heart
In love we met, and so let’s part. Exeunt masquers
 

DUKE
But soft: here’s no such persons in the argument
As these three, Hymen, Hebe, Ganymede.
The actors that this model here discovers
Are only four, Juno, a nymph, two lovers.
 

BIANCA
This is some antemasque, belike, my lord,
To entertain time. Now my peace is perfect,
Let sports come on apace. Now is their time, my lord.
Music
Hark you, you hear from ‘em!
 

Enter [below] two dressed like nymphs, bearing two tapers lighted; then Isabella, dressed with flowers and garlands, bearing a censer with fire in it.
 

DUKE
The nymph indeed.
They set the censer and tapers on Juno’s altar, with much reverence, this ditty being sung in parts:
[ISABELLA and the NYMPHS]
Juno, nuptial goddess,
Thou that rul’st o’er coupled bodies,
Ti’st man to woman never to forsake her,
Thou only powerful marriage-maker,
Pity this amazed affection.
I love both, and both love me;
Nor know I where to give rejection,
My heart likes so equally,
Till thou set’st right my peace of life
And with thy power conclude this strife.
 

ISABELLA
Now with my thanks depart you to the springs,
I to these wells of love. [Exeunt nymphs]
Thou sacred goddess
And queen of nuptials, daughter to great Saturn,
Sister and wife to Jove, imperial Juno,
Pity this passionate conflict in my breast,
This tedious war ‘twixt two affections.
Crown one with victory, and my heart’s at peace.
 

Enter [below] Hippolito and Guardiano, like shepherds
 

HIPPOLITO
Make me that happy man, thou mighty goddess.
 

GUARDIANO
But I live most in hope if truest love
Merit the greatest comfort.
 

ISABELLA
I love both
With such an even and fair affection,
I know not which to speak for, which to wish for,
Till thou, great arbitress ‘twixt lovers’ hearts,
By thy auspicious grace design the man;
Which pity I implore.
 

HIPPOLITO and GUARDIANO
We all implore it.
Livia descends, like Juno [with her pages like two winged Cupids holding bows and arrows]
 

ISABELLA
And after sighs, contrition’s truest odours,
I offer to thy powerful deity
This precious incense. May it ascend peacefully.
[Incense ascends from the censer]
[Aside] And if it keep true touch, my good aunt Juno,
‘Twill try your immortality er’t be long, I fear you’ll never get so nigh heaven again
When you’re once down.
 

LIVIA
Though you and your affection
Seem all as dark to our illustrious brightness
As night’s inheritance, hell, we pity you,
And your requests are granted. You ask signs;
They shall be given you. We’ll be gracious to you.
He of those twain which we determine for you
Love’s arrows shall wound twice. The later wound
Betokens love in age; for so are all
Whose love continues firmly all their lifetime
Twice wounded at their marriage, else affection
Dies when youth ends. [Aside] This savour overcomes me. — 
Now, for a sign of wealth and golden days,
Bright-eyed prosperity which all couples love,
Ay, and makes love, take that.
[She throws flaming gold upon Isabella’s lap]
Our brother Jove
Never denies us of his burning treasure,
T’express bounty.
Isabella falls and dies
 

DUKE
She falls down upon’t.
What’s the conceit of that?
 

FABRITIO
As overjoyed, belike.
Too much prosperity overjoys us all,
And she has her lapful, it seems, my lord.
 

DUKE
This swerves a little from the argument though.
Look you, my lords.
 

GUARDIANO
[aside]
All’s fast. Now comes my part to toll him hither;
Then with a stamp given he’s dispatched as cunningly.
 

HIPPOLITO
Stark dead. O, treachery! Cruelly made away!
[He strikes the floor in grief. The trapdoor opens, and Guardiano falls through]
How’s that?
 

FABRITIO
Look, there’s one of the lovers dropped away too.
 

DUKE
Why, sure this plot’s drawn false; here’s no such thing.
 

LIVIA
O, I am sick to th’ death. Let me down quickly.
This fume is deadly. O, ‘t has poisoned me!
[She is let down to the stage, with the Cupids]
My subtlety is sped: her art has quitted me;
My own ambition pulls me down to ruin. [She dies]
 

HIPPOLITO
[to Isabella]
Nay, then I kiss thy cold lips, and applaud
This thy revenge in death.
Cupids shoot [at Hippolito]
 

FABRITIO
Look, Juno’s down too.
What makes she there? Her pride should keep aloft.
She was wont to scorn the earth in other shows.
Methinks her peacock feathers are much pulled.
 

HIPPOLITO
O, death runs through my blood, in a wild flame too.
Plague of those Cupids! Some lay hold on ‘em.
Let ‘em not scape; they have spoiled me. The shaft’s deadly.
 

DUKE
I have lost myself in this quite.
 

HIPPOLITO
My great lords, we are all confounded.
 

DUKE
How?
 

HIPPOLITO
Dead; and I worse.
 

FABRITIO
Dead? My girl dead? I hope
My sister Juno has not served me so.
 

HIPPOLITO
Lust and forgetfulness has been amongst us,
And we are brought to nothing. Some blest charity
Lend me the speeding pity of his sword
To quench this lire in blood. Leantio’s death
Has brought all this upon us — now I taste it — 
And made us lay plots to confound each other.
The event so proves it; and man’s understanding
Is riper at his fall than all his lifetime.
[Pointing to Livia] She, in a madness for her lover’s death,
Revealed a fearful lust in our near bloods,
For which I am punished dreadfully and unlooked for;
Proved her own ruin too. Vengeance met vengeance
Like a set match, as if the plagues of sin
Had been agreed to meet here all together.
But how her fawning partner fell I reach not,
Unless caught by some springe of his own setting;
For, on my pain, he never dreamed of dying.
The plot was all his own, and he had cunning
Enough to save himself; but ’tis the property
Of guilty deeds to draw your wise men downward;
Therefore the wonder ceases. — O, this torment!
 

DUKE
Our guard below there!
 

Enter a Lord [below] with a guard [bearing halberds]
 

LORD
[to Hippolito] My lord.
 

HIPPOLITO
[aside] Run and meet death then,
And cut off time and pain.
[He runs upon a halberd, and dies]
 

LORD
[to the Duke] Behold, my lord.
He’s run his breast upon a weapon’s point.
 

DUKE
Upon the first night of our nuptial honours,
Destruction play her triumph, and great mischiefs
Masque in expected pleasures. ’Tis prodigious;
They’re things most fearfully ominous; I like ‘em not.
Remove these ruined bodies from our eyes.
[The Lord and guard exeunt with the bodies]
 

BIANCA
[aside, looking on Lord Cardinal]
Not yet? No change? When falls he to the earth?
[Enter a Lord, above]
 

LORD
[giving Duke a paper]
Please but your excellence to peruse that paper,
Which is a brief confession from the heart
Of him that fell first, ere his soul departed;
And there the darkness of these deeds speaks plainly.
’Tis the full scope, the manner, and intent.
His ward, that ignorantly let him down,
Fear put to present flight at the voice of him.
 

BIANCA
[aside] Nor yet?
 

DUKE
[to Lord Cardinal]
Read, read; for I am lost in sight and strength.
 

LORD CARDINAL
My noble brother!
 

BIANCA
O, the curse of wretchedness!
My deadly hand is fall’n upon my lord.
Destruction take me to thee! — Give me way.
The pains and plagues of a lost soul upon him
That hinders me a moment.
 

DUKE
My heart swells bigger yet. Help here; break’t ope.
My breast flies open next. [He dies]
 

BIANCA
O, with the poison
That was prepared for thee, thee, Cardinal.
’Twas meant for thee.
 

LORD CARDINAL Poor prince!
 

BIANCA
Accursed error!
[To Duke] Give me thy last breath, thou infected bosom,
And wrap two spirits in one poisoned vapour.
[She kisses him]
Thus, thus reward thy murderer, and turn death
Into a parting kiss. My soul stands ready at my lips,
E’en vexed to stay one minute after thee.
 

LORD CARDINAL
The greatest sorrow and astonishment
That ever struck the general peace of Florence
Dwells in this hour.
 

BIANCA
So my desires are satisfied:
I feel death’s power within me.
Thou hast prevailed in something, cursed poison,
Though thy chief force was spent in my lord’s bosom.
But my deformity in spirit’s more foul;
A blemished face best fits a leprous soul.
What make I here? These are all strangers to me,
Not known but by their malice now thou’rt gone;
Nor do I seek their pities.
[She drinks from the poisoned cup]
 

LORD CARDINAL
O, restrain
Her ignorant wilful hand!
 

BIANCA
Now do; ’tis done.
Leantio, now I feel the breach of marriage
At my heart-breaking. O, the deadly snares
That women set for women, without pity
Either to soul or honour! Learn by me
To know your foes. In this belief I die:
Like our own sex we have no enemy, no enemy.
 

LORD
[to Lord Cardinal] See, my lord,
What shift she’s made to be her own destruction.
 

BIANCA
Pride, greatness, honours, beauty, youth, ambition,
You must all down together, there’s no help for’t.
Yet this my gladness is, that I remove
Tasting the same death in a cup of love. [She dies]
 

LORD CARDINAL
Sin, what thou art these ruins show too piteously.
Two kings on one throne cannot sit together,
But one must needs down, for his title’s wrong;
So where lust reigns, that prince cannot reign long.
Exeunt [with the bodies]
 

Finis
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In collaboration with William Shakespeare
 

This problem comedy is believed to have been written c. 1603-1604. The play deals with issues of mercy, justice and truth and their relationship to pride and humility. A virtuous maiden is given the ultimatum of surrendering her chastity in return for saving her brother’s life, thus revealing the play’s controversial and problematic dilemma.  The plot deals with Vincentio, the Duke of Vienna, who makes it known that he intends to leave the city on a diplomatic mission. He leaves the government in the hands of a strict judge, Angelo.

Measure for Measure draws on two distinct sources. The original is The Story of Epitia, a story from Cinthio’s Hecatommithi, first published in 1565.  Shakespeare was familiar with this book as it contains the original source for Othello. Cinthio also published the same story in a play version with some small differences, which Shakespeare may have been aware of.

In their book Shakespeare Reshaped, 1606–1623, Gary Taylor and John Jowett argue that part of the text of the play does not survive in its original form, but rather is the product of a revision after Shakespeare’s death by Thomas Middleton. They present stylistic evidence that patches of writing are by Middleton, suggesting that he changed the setting to Vienna from the original Italy. The scholar David Bevington disagrees, noting that the text can be stylistically credited to the professional scrivener Ralph Crane, who is usually credited for some of the better and unchanged texts in the Folio, such as The Tempest.
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Dramatis Personæ
 

VINCENTIO, the Duke.
ANGELO, Lord Deputy in the Duke’s absence.
ESCALUS, an Ancient Lord, joined with Angelo in the deputation.
CLAUDIO, a young Gentleman.
LUCIO, a Fantastic.
Two other like Gentlemen.
VARRIUS, a Gentleman attending on the Duke.
PROVOST.
THOMAS, PETER, two Friars.
A Justice.
ELBOW, a simple Constable.
FROTH, a foolish Gentleman.
POMPEY, Tapster to Mistress Overdone.
ABHORSON, an Executioner.
BARNARDINE, a dissolute Prisoner.
ISABELLA, sister to Claudio.
MARIANA, betrothed to Angelo.
JULIET, beloved of Claudio.
FRANCISCA, a Nun.
MISTRESS OVERDONE, a Bawd.
Lords, Officers, Citizens, Boy, and Attendants.
 

SCENE. — Vienna.
 




Act I. Scene I.
 

An Apartment in the DUKE’S Palace.
 

Enter DUKE, ESCALUS, Lords, and Attendants.
 

Duke.  Escalus.
 

Escal.  My lord?
 

Duke.  Of government the properties to unfold,   5
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse,
Since I am put to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you: then no more remains,
But that, to your sufficiency, as your worth is able,   10
And let them work. The nature of our people,
Our city’s institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you’re as pregnant in,
As art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember. There is our commission,  [Giving it.   15
From which we would not have you warp. Call hither,
I say, bid come before us Angelo.  [Exit an Attendant.
What figure of us think you he will bear?
For you must know, we have with special soul
Elected him our absence to supply,   20
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love,
And given his deputation all the organs
Of our own power: what think you of it?
 

Escal.  If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and honour,   25
It is Lord Angelo.
 

Duke.        Look where he comes.
 

Enter ANGELO.
 

Ang.  Always obedient to your Grace’s will,
I come to know your pleasure.   30
 

Duke.        Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life,
That, to th’ observer doth thy history
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste   35
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee.
Heaven doth with us as we with torches do,
Not light them for themselves; for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, ‘twere all alike
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch’d   40
But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence,
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor,
Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech   45
To one that can my part in him advertise;
Hold, therefore, Angelo:  [Tendering his commission.
In our remove be thou at full ourself;
Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart. Old Escalus,   50
Though first in question, is thy secondary.
Take thy commission.  [Giving it.
 

Ang.        Now, good my lord,
Let there be some more test made of my metal,
Before so noble and so great a figure   55
Be stamp’d upon it.
 

Duke.        No more evasion:
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours.
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition   60
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you,
As time and our concernings shall importune,
How it goes with us; and do look to know
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well:   65
To the hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commissions.
 

Ang.        Yet, give leave, my lord,
That we may bring you something on the way.
 

Duke.  My haste may not admit it;   70
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any scruple: your scope is as mine own,
So to enforce or qualify the laws
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand;
I’ll privily away: I love the people,   75
But do not like to stage me to their eyes.
Though it do well, I do not relish well
Their loud applause and Aves vehement,
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well.   80
 

Ang.  The heavens give safety to your purposes!
 

Escal.  Lead forth and bring you back in happiness!
 

Duke.  I thank you. Fare you well.  [Exit.
 

Escal.  I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave
To have free speech with you; and it concerns me   85
To look into the bottom of my place:
A power I have, but of what strength and nature
I am not yet instructed.
 

Ang.  ’Tis so with me. Let us withdraw together,
And we may soon our satisfaction have   90
Touching that point.
 

Escal.        I’ll wait upon your honour.  [Exeunt.
 




Act I. Scene II.
 

A Street.
 

Enter LUCIO and two Gentlemen.
 

Lucio.  If the Duke with the other dukes come not to composition with the King of Hungary, why then, all the dukes fall upon the king.
 

First Gent.  Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of Hungary’s!
 

Second Gent.  Amen.   5
 

Lucio.  Thou concludest like the sanctimonious pirate, that went to sea with the Ten Commandments, but scraped one out of the table.
 

Second Gent.  ‘Thou shalt not steal?’
 

Lucio.  Ay, that he razed.
 

First Gent.  Why, ’twas a commandment to command the captain and all the rest from their functions: they put forth to steal. There’s not a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the petition well that prays for peace.
 

Second Gent.  I never heard any soldier dislike it.   10
 

Lucio.  I believe thee, for I think thou never wast where grace was said.
 

Second Gent.  No? a dozen times at least.
 

First Gent.  What, in metre?
 

Lucio.  In any proportion or in any language.
 

First Gent.  I think, or in any religion.   15
 

Lucio.  Ay; why not? Grace is grace, despite of all controversy: as, for example, thou thyself art a wicked villain, despite of all grace.
 

First Gent.  Well, there went but a pair of shears between us.
 

Lucio.  I grant; as there may between the lists and the velvet: thou art the list.
 

First Gent.  And thou the velvet: thou art good velvet; thou art a three-piled piece, I warrant thee. I had as lief be a list of an English kersey as be piled, as thou art piled, for a French velvet. Do I speak feelingly now?
 

Lucio.  I think thou dost; and, indeed, with most painful feeling of thy speech: I will, out of thine own confession, learn to begin thy health; but, whilst I live, forget to drink after thee.   20
 

First Gent.  I think I have done myself wrong, have I not?
 

Second Gent.  Yes, that thou hast, whether thou art tainted or free.
 

Lucio.  Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation comes! I have purchased as many diseases under her roof as come to — 
 

Second Gent.  To what, I pray?
 

Lucio.  Judge.   25
 

Second Gent.  To three thousand dolours a year.
 

First Gent.  Ay, and more.
 

Lucio.  A French crown more.
 

First Gent.  Thou art always figuring diseases in me; but thou art full of error: I am sound.
 

Lucio.  Nay, not as one would say, healthy; but so sound as things that are hollow: thy bones are hollow; impiety has made a feast of thee.   30
 

Enter MISTRESS OVERDONE.
 

First Gent.  How now! which of your hips has the most profound sciatica?
 

Mrs. Ov.  Well, well; there’s one yonder arrested and carried to prison was worth five thousand of you all.
 

Second Gent.  Who’s that, I pray thee?
 

Mrs. Ov.  Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, Signior Claudio.   35
 

First Gent.  Claudio to prison! ’tis not so.
 

Mrs. Ov.  Nay, but I know ’tis so: I saw him arrested; saw him carried away; and, which is more, within these three days his head to be chopped off.
 

Lucio.  But, after all this fooling, I would not have it so. Art thou sure of this?
 

Mrs. Ov.  I am too sure of it; and it is for getting Madam Julietta with child.
 

Lucio.  Believe me, this may be: he promised to meet me two hours since, and he was ever precise in promise-keeping.   40
 

Second Gent.  Besides, you know, it draws something near to the speech we had to such a purpose.
 

First Gent.  But most of all, agreeing with the proclamation.
 

Lucio.  Away! let’s go learn the truth of it.  [Exeunt LUCIO and Gentlemen.
 

Mrs. Ov.  Thus, what with the war, what with the sweat, what with the gallows and what with poverty, I am custom-shrunk.
 

Enter POMPEY.   45
How now! what’s the news with you?
 

Pom.  Yonder man is carried to prison.
 

Mrs. Ov.  Well: what has he done?
 

Pom.  A woman.
 

Mrs. Ov.  But what’s his offence?   50
 

Pom.  Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.
 

Mrs. Ov.  What, is there a maid with child by him?
 

Pom.  No; but there’s a woman with maid by him. You have not heard of the proclamation, have you?
 

Mrs. Ov.  What proclamation, man?
 

Pom.  All houses of resort in the suburbs of Vienna must be plucked down.   55
 

Mrs. Ov.  And what shall become of those in the city?
 

Pom.  They shall stand for seed: they had gone down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.
 

Mrs. Ov.  But shall all our houses of resort in the suburbs be pulled down?
 

Pom.  To the ground, mistress.
 

Mrs. Ov.  Why, here’s a change indeed in the commonwealth! What shall become of me?   60
 

Pom.  Come; fear not you: good counsellors lack no clients: though you change your place, you need not change your trade; I’ll be your tapster still. Courage! there will be pity taken on you; you that have worn your eyes almost out in the service, you will be considered.
 

Mrs. Ov.  What’s to do here, Thomas tapster? Let’s withdraw.
 

Pom.  Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the provost to prison; and there’s Madam Juliet.  [Exeunt.
 

Enter PROVOST, CLAUDIO, JULIET, and Officers.
 

Claud.  Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the world?   65
Bear me to prison, where I am committed.
 

Prov.  I do it not in evil disposition,
But from Lord Angelo by special charge.
 

Claud.  Thus can the demi-god Authority
Make us pay down for our offence’ by weight.   70
The words of heaven; on whom it will, it will;
On whom it will not, so: yet still ’tis just.
 

Re-enter LUCIO and two Gentlemen.
 

Lucio.  Why, how now, Claudio! whence comes this restraint?
 

Claud.  From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty:   75
As surfeit is the father of much fast,
So every scope by the immoderate use
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue — 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, — 
A thirsty evil, and when we drink we die.   80
 

Lucio.  If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, I would send for certain of my creditors. And yet, to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom as the morality of imprisonment. What’s thy offence, Claudio?
 

Claud.  What but to speak of would offend again.
 

Lucio.  What, is ‘t murder?
 

Claud.  No.
 

Lucio.  Lechery?   85
 

Claud.  Call it so.
 

Prov.  Away, sir! you must go.
 

Claud.  One word, good friend. Lucio, a word with you.  [Takes him aside.
 

Lucio.  A hundred, if they’ll do you any good.
Is lechery so looked after?   90
 

Claud.  Thus stands it with me: upon a true contract
I got possession of Julietta’s bed:
You know the lady; she is fast my wife,
Save that we do the denunciation lack
Of outward order: this we came not to,   95
Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in the coffer of her friends,
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love
Till time had made them for us. But it chances
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment   100
With character too gross is writ on Juliet.
 

Lucio.  With child, perhaps?
 

Claud.        Unhappily, even so.
And the new deputy now for the duke, — 
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness,   105
Or whether that the body public be
A horse whereon the governor doth ride,
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur;
Whether the tyranny be in his place,   110
Or in his eminence that fills it up,
I stagger in: — but this new governor
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties
Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the wall
So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round,   115
And none of them been worn; and, for a name,
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act
Freshly on me: ’tis surely for a name.
 

Lucio.  I warrant it is: and thy head stands so tickle on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if she be in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke and appeal to him.
 

Claud.  I have done so, but he’s not to be found.   120
I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service.
This day my sister should the cloister enter,
And there receive her approbation:
Acquaint her with the danger of my state;
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends   125
To the strict deputy; bid herself assay him:
I have great hope in that; for in her youth
There is a prone and speechless dialect,
Such as move men; beside, she hath prosperous art
When she will play with reason and discourse,   130
And well she can persuade.
 

Lucio.  I pray she may: as well for the encouragement of the like, which else would stand under grievous imposition, as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I’ll to her.
 

Claud.  I thank you, good friend Lucio.
 

Lucio.  Within two hours.
 

Claud.        Come, officer, away!  [Exeunt.   135
 




Act I. Scene III.
 

A Monastery
 

Enter DUKE and FRIAR THOMAS.
 

Duke.  No, holy father; throw away that thought:
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee   5
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.
 

Fri. T.        May your Grace speak of it?
 

Duke.  My holy sir, none better knows than you   10
How I have ever lov’d the life remov’d,
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps.
I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo — 
A man of stricture and firm abstinence — 15
My absolute power and place here in Vienna,
And he supposes me travell’d to Poland;
For so I have strew’d it in the common ear,
And so it is receiv’d. Now, pious sir,
You will demand of me why I do this?   20
 

Fri. T.  Gladly, my lord.
 

Duke.  We have strict statutes and most biting laws, — 
The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds, — 
Which for this fourteen years we have let sleep;
Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave,   25
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers,
Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch,
Only to stick it in their children’s sight
For terror, not to use, in time the rod
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d; so our decrees,   30
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead,
And liberty plucks justice by the nose;
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum.
 

Fri. T.        It rested in your Grace   35
T’ unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas’d;
And it in you more dreadful would have seem’d
Than in Lord Angelo.
 

Duke.        I do fear, too dreadful:
Sith ’twas my fault to give the people scope,   40
’Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them
For what I bid them do: for we bid this be done,
When evil deeds have their permissive pass
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my father,
I have on Angelo impos’d the office,   45
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home,
And yet my nature never in the sight
To do it slander. And to behold his sway,
I will, as ‘twere a brother of your order,
Visit both prince and people: therefore, I prithee,   50
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. Moe reasons for this action
At our more leisure shall I render you;
Only, this one: Lord Angelo is precise;   55
Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite
Is more to bread than stone: hence shall we see,
If power change purpose, what our seemers be.  [Exeunt.
 




Act I. Scene IV.
 

A Nunnery.
 

Enter ISABELLA and FRANCISCA.
 

Isab.  And have you nuns no further privileges?
 

Fran.  Are not these large enough?
 

Isab.  Yes, truly: I speak not as desiring more,   5
But rather wishing a more strict restraint
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare.
 

Lucio.  [Within.]  Ho! Peace be in this place!
 

Isab.        Who’s that which calls?
 

Fran.  It is a man’s voice. Gentle Isabella,   10
Turn you the key, and know his business of him:
You may, I may not; you are yet unsworn.
When you have vow’d, you must not speak with men
But in the presence of the prioress:
Then, if you speak, you must not show your face,   15
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.
He calls again; I pray you, answer him.  [Exit.
 

Isab.  Peace and Prosperity! Who is ‘t that calls?
 

Enter LUCIO.
 

Lucio.  Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheekroses   20
Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,
A novice of this place, and the fair sister
To her unhappy brother Claudio?
 

Isab.  Why ‘her unhappy brother?’ let me ask;   25
The rather for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella and his sister.
 

Lucio.  Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you:
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison.
 

Isab.  Woe me! for what?   30
 

Lucio.  For that which, if myself might be his judge,
He should receive his punishment in thanks:
He hath got his friend with child.
 

Isab.  Sir, make me not your story.
 

Lucio.        It is true.   35
I would not, though ’tis my familiar sin
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest,
Tongue far from heart, play with all virgins so:
I hold you as a thing ensky’d and sainted;
By your renouncement an immortal spirit,   40
And to be talk’d with in sincerity,
As with a saint.
 

Isab.  You do blaspheme the good in mocking me.
 

Lucio.  Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, ’tis thus:
Your brother and his lover have embrac’d:   45
As those that feed grow full, as blossoming time
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.
 

Isab.  Some one with child by him? My cousin Juliet?   50
 

Lucio.  Is she your cousin?
 

Isab.  Adoptedly; as school-maids change their names
By vain, though apt affection.
 

Lucio.        She it is.
 

Isab.  O! let him marry her.   55
 

Lucio.        This is the point.
The duke is very strangely gone from hence;
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one,
In hand and hope of action; but we do learn
By those that know the very nerves of state,   60
His givings out were of an infinite distance
From his true-meant design. Upon his place,
And with full line of his authority,
Governs Lord Angelo; a man whose blood
Is very snow-broth; one who never feels   65
The wanton stings and motions of the sense,
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study and fast.
He, — to give fear to use and liberty,
Which have for long run by the hideous law,   70
As mice by lions, hath pick’d out an act,
Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life
Falls into forfeit: he arrests him on it,
And follows close the rigour of the statute,
To make him an example. All hope is gone,   75
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo; and that’s my pith of business
Twixt you and your poor brother.
 

Isab.  Doth he so seek his life?
 

Lucio.        He’s censur’d him   80
Already; and, as I hear, the provost hath
A warrant for his execution.
 

Isab.  Alas! what poor ability’s in me
To do him good?
 

Lucio.        Assay the power you have.   85
 

Isab.  My power? alas! I doubt — 
 

Lucio.        Our doubts are traitors,
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue,   90
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel,
All their petitions are as freely theirs
As they themselves would owe them.
 

Isab.  I’ll see what I can do.
 

Lucio.        But speedily.   95
 

Isab.  I will about it straight;
No longer staying but to give the Mother
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you:
Commend me to my brother; soon at night
I’ll send him certain word of my success.   100
 

Lucio.  I take my leave of you.
 

Isab.        Good sir, adieu.  [Exeunt.
 




Act II. Scene I.
 

A Hall in ANGELO’S House.
 

Enter ANGELO, ESCALUS, a Justice, PROVOST, Officers, and other Attendants.
 

Ang.  We must not make a scarecrow of the law,
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it   5
Their perch and not their terror.
 

Escal.        Ay, but yet
Let us be keen and rather cut a little,
Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas! this gentleman,
Whom I would save, had a most noble father.   10
Let but your honour know, — 
Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue, — 
That, in the working of your own affections,
Had time coher’d with place or place with wishing,
Or that the resolute acting of your blood   15
Could have attain’d the effect of your own purpose,
Whether you had not, some time in your life,
Err’d in this point which now you censure him,
And pull’d the law upon you.
 

Ang.  ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,   20
Another thing to fall. I not deny,
The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life,
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try; what’s open made to justice,
That justice seizes: what know the laws   25
That thieves do pass on thieves? ’Tis very pregnant,
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it
Because we see it; but what we do not see
We tread upon, and never think of it.
You may not so extenuate his offence   30
For I have had such faults; but rather tell me,
When I, that censure him, do so offend,
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death,
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die.
 

Escal.  Be it as your wisdom will.   35
 

Ang.        Where is the provost?
 

Prov.  Here, if it like your honour.
 

Ang.        See that Claudio
Be executed by nine to-morrow morning:
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar’d;   40
For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage.  [Exit PROVOST.
 

Escal.  Well, heaven forgive him, and forgive us all!
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall:
Some run from brakes of ice, and answer none,
And some condemned for a fault alone.   45
 

Enter ELBOW and Officers, with FROTH and POMPEY.
 

Elb.  Come, bring them away: if these be good people in a common-weal that do nothing but use their abuses in common houses, I know no law: bring them away.
 

Ang.  How now, sir! What’s your name, and what’s the matter?
 

Elb.  If it please your honour, I am the poor duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow: I do lean upon justice, sir; and do bring in here before your good honour two notorious benefactors.
 

Ang.  Benefactors! Well; what benefactors are they? are they not malefactors?   50
 

Elb.  If it please your honour, I know not well what they are; but precise villains they are, that I am sure of, and void of all profanation in the world that good Christians ought to have.
 

Escal.  This comes off well: here’s a wise officer.
 

Ang.  Go to: what quality are they of? Elbow is your name? why dost thou not speak, Elbow?
 

Pom.  He cannot, sir: he’s out at elbow.
 

Ang.  What are you, sir?   55
 

Elb.  He, sir! a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one that serves a bad woman, whose house, sir, was, as they say, plucked down in the suburbs; and now she professes a hot-house, which, I think, is a very ill house too.
 

Escal.  How know you that?
 

Elb.  My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven and your honour, — 
 

Escal.  How! thy wife?
 

Elb.  Ay, sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest woman, — 60
 

Escal.  Dost thou detest her therefore?
 

Elb.  I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.
 

Escal.  How dost thou know that, constable?
 

Elb.  Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had been a woman cardinally given, might have been accused in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanliness there.
 

Escal.  By the woman’s means?   65
 

Elb.  Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone’s means; but as she spit in his face, so she defied him.
 

Pom.  Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so.
 

Elb.  Prove it before these varlets here, thou honourable man, prove it.
 

Escal.  [To ANGELO.]  Do you hear how he misplaces?
 

Pom.  Sir, she came in, great with child, and longing, — saving your honour’s reverence, — for stewed prunes. Sir, we had but two in the house, which at that very distant time stood, as it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some three-pence; your honours have seen such dishes; they are not China dishes, but very good dishes.   70
 

Escal.  Go to, go to: no matter for the dish, sir.
 

Pom.  No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are therein in the right: but to the point. As I say, this Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being great-bellied, and longing, as I said, for prunes, and having but two in the dish, as I said, Master Froth here, this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I say, paying for them very honestly; for, as you know, Master Froth, I could not give you three-pence again.
 

Froth.  No, indeed.
 

Pom.  Very well: you being then, if you be remembered, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes, — 
 

Froth.  Ay, so I did, indeed.   75
 

Pom.  Why, very well: I telling you then, if you be remembered, that such a one and such a one were past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept very good diet, as I told you, — 
 

Froth.  All this is true.
 

Pom.  Why, very well then. — 
 

Escal.  Come, you are a tedious fool: to the purpose. What was done to Elbow’s wife, that he hath cause to complain of? Come me to what was done to her.
 

Pom.  Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.   80
 

Escal.  No, sir, nor I mean it not.
 

Pom.  Sir, but you shall come to it, by your honour’s leave. And, I beseech you, look into Master Froth here, sir; a man of fourscore pound a year, whose father died at Hallowmas. Was ‘t not at Hallowmas, Master Froth?
 

Froth.  All-hallownd eve.
 

Pom.  Why, very well: I hope here be truths. He, sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir; ’twas in the Bunch of Grapes, where indeed, you have a delight to sit, have you not?
 

Froth.  I have so, because it is an open room and good for winter.   85
 

Pom.  Why, very well then: I hope here be truths.
 

Ang.  This will last out a night in Russia,
When nights are longest there: I’ll take my leave,
And leave you to the hearing of the cause,
Hoping you’ll find good cause to whip them all.   90
 

Escal.  I think no less. Good morrow to your lordship.  [Exit ANGELO.
Now, sir, come on: what was done to Elbow’s wife, once more?
 

Pom.  Once, sir? there was nothing done to her once.
 

Elb.  I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man did to my wife.
 

Pom.  I beseech your honour, ask me.   95
 

Escal.  Well, sir, what did this gentleman to her?
 

Pom.  I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman’s face. Good Master Froth, look upon his honour; ’tis for a good purpose. Doth your honour mark his face?
 

Escal.  Ay, sir, very well.
 

Pom.  Nay, I beseech you, mark it well.
 

Escal.  Well, I do so.   100
 

Pom.  Doth your honour see any harm in his face?
 

Escal.  Why, no.
 

Pom.  I’ll be supposed upon a book, his face is the worst thing about him. Good, then; if his face be the worst thing about him, how could Master Froth do the constable’s wife any harm? I would know that of your honour.
 

Escal.  He’s in the right. Constable, what say you to it?
 

Elb.  First, an’ it like you, the house is a respected house; next, this is a respected fellow, and his mistress is a respected woman.   105
 

Pom.  By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respected person than any of us all.
 

Elb.  Varlet, thou liest: thou liest, wicked varlet. The time is yet to come that she was ever respected with man, woman, or child.
 

Pom.  Sir, she was respected with him before he married with her.
 

Escal.  Which is the wiser here? Justice, or Iniquity? Is this true?
 

Elb.  O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked Hannibal! I respected with her before I was married to her? If ever I was respected with her, or she with me, let not your worship think me the poor duke’s officer. Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have mine action of battery on thee.   110
 

Escal.  If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, you might have your action of slander too.
 

Elb.  Marry, I thank your good worship for it. What is ‘t your worship’s pleasure I shall do with this wicked caitiff?
 

Escal.  Truly, officer, because he hath some offences in him that thou wouldest discover if thou couldst, let him continue in his courses till thou knowest what they are.
 

Elb.  Marry, I thank your worship for it. Thou seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what’s come upon thee: thou art to continue now, thou varlet, thou art to continue.
 

Escal.  Where were you born, friend?   115
 

Froth.  Here in Vienna, sir.
 

Escal.  Are you of fourscore pounds a year?
 

Froth.  Yes, an ‘t please you, sir.
 

Escal.  So.  [To POMPEY.]  What trade are you of, sir?
 

Pom.  A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster.   120
 

Escal.  Your mistress’ name?
 

Pom.  Mistress Overdone.
 

Escal.  Hath she had any more than one husband?
 

Pom.  Nine, sir; Overdone by the last.
 

Escal.  Nine! — Come hither to me, Master Froth. Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with tapsters; they will draw you, Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no more of you.   125
 

Froth.  I thank your worship. For mine own part, I never come into any room in a taphouse, but I am drawn in.
 

Escal.  Well: no more of it, Master Froth: farewell.  [Exit FROTH.] — Come you hither to me, Master tapster. What’s your name, Master tapster?
 

Pom.  Pompey.
 

Escal.  What else?
 

Pom.  Bum, sir.   130
 

Escal.  Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing about you, so that, in the beastliest sense, you are Pompey the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster, are you not? come, tell me true: it shall be the better for you.
 

Pom.  Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would live.
 

Escal.  How would you live, Pompey? by being a bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey? is it a lawful trade?
 

Pom.  If the law would allow it, sir.
 

Escal.  But the law will not allow it, Pompey; nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna.   135
 

Pom.  Does your worship mean to geld and splay all the youth of the city?
 

Escal.  No, Pompey.
 

Pom.  Truly, sir, in my humble opinion, they will to ‘t then. If your worship will take order for the drabs and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds.
 

Escal.  There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell you: it is but heading and hanging.
 

Pom.  If you head and hang all that offend that way but for ten year together, you’ll be glad to give out a commission for more heads. If this law hold in Vienna ten year, I’ll rent the fairest house in it after threepence a bay. If you live to see this come to pass, say, Pompey told you so.   140
 

Escal.  Thank you, good Pompey; and, in requital of your prophecy, hark you: I advise you, let me not find you before me again upon any complaint whatsoever; no, not for dwelling where you do: if I do, Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and prove a shrewd Cæsar to you. In plain dealing, Pompey, I shall have you whipt. So, for this time, Pompey, fare you well.
 

Pom.  I thank your worship for your good counsel; — [Aside.]  but I shall follow it as the flesh and fortune shall better determine.
Whip me! No, no; let carman whip his jade;
The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his trade.  [Exit.
 

Escal.  Come hither to me, Master Elbow; come hither, Master constable. How long have you been in this place of constable?   145
 

Elb.  Seven year and a half, sir.
 

Escal.  I thought, by your readiness in the office, you had continued in it some time. You say, seven years together?
 

Elb.  And a half, sir.
 

Escal.  Alas! it hath been great pains to you! They do you wrong to put you so oft upon ‘t. Are there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it?
 

Elb.  Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters. As they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them: I do it for some piece of money, and go through with all.   150
 

Escal.  Look you bring me in the names of some six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish.
 

Elb.  To your worship’s house, sir?
 

Escal.  To my house. Fare you well.  [Exit ELBOW.
What’s o’clock, think you?
 

Just.  Eleven, sir.   155
 

Escal.  I pray you home to dinner with me.
 

Just.  I humbly thank you.
 

Escal.  It grieves me for the death of Claudio;
But there is no remedy.
 

Just.  Lord Angelo is severe.   160
 

Escal.        It is but needful:
Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so;
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe.
But yet, poor Claudio! There’s no remedy.
Come, sir.  [Exeunt.   165
 




Act II. Scene II.
 

Another Room in the Same.
 

Enter PROVOST and a Servant.
 

Serv.  He’s hearing of a cause: he will come straight:
I’ll tell him of you.
 

Prov.        Pray you, do.  [Exit Serv.]  I’ll know   5
His pleasure; may be he will relent. Alas!
He hath but as offended in a dream:
All sects, all ages smack of this vice, and he
To die for it!
 

Enter ANGELO.   10
 

Ang.        Now, what’s the matter, provost?
 

Prov.  Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow?
 

Ang.  Did I not tell thee, yea? hadst thou not order?
Why dost thou ask again?
 

Prov.        Lest I might be too rash.   15
Under your good correction, I have seen,
When, after execution, Judgment hath
Repented o’er his doom.
 

Ang.        Go to; let that be mine:
Do you your office, or give up your place,   20
And you shall well be spar’d.
 

Prov.        I crave your honour’s pardon.
What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet?
She’s very near her hour.
 

Ang.        Dispose of her   25
To some more fitter place; and that with speed.
 

Re-enter Servant.
 

Serv.  Here is the sister of the man condemn’d Desires access to you.
 

Ang.        Hath he a sister?
 

Prov.  Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid,   30
And to be shortly of a sisterhood,
If not already.
 

Ang.        Well, let her be admitted.  [Exit Servant.
See you the fornicatress be remov’d:
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means;   35
There shall be order for ‘t.
 

Enter ISABELLA and LUCIO.
 

Prov.        God save your honour!  [Offering to retire.
 

Ang.  Stay a little while. — [To ISAB.]  You’re welcome: what’s your will?
 

Isab.  I am a woful suitor to your honour,   40
Please but your honour hear me.
 

Ang.        Well; what’s your suit?
 

Isab.  There is a vice that most I do abhor,
And most desire should meet the blow of justice,
For which I would not plead, but that I must;   45
For which I must not plead, but that I am
At war ‘twixt will and will not.
 

Ang.        Well; the matter?
 

Isab.  I have a brother is condemn’d to die:
I do beseech you, let it be his fault,   50
And not my brother.
 

Prov.        [Aside.]  Heaven give thee moving graces!
 

Ang.  Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it?
Why, every fault’s condemn’d ere it be done.
Mine were the very cipher of a function,   55
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record,
And let go by the actor.
 

Isab.        O just, but severe law!
I had a brother, then. — Heaven keep your honour!  [Retiring.
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  Give ‘t not o’er so: to him again, entreat him;   60
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown;
You are too cold; if you should need a pin,
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it.
To him, I say!
 

Isab.  Must he needs die?   65
 

Ang.        Maiden, no remedy.
 

Isab.  Yes; I do think that you might pardon him,
And neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy.
 

Ang.  I will not do ‘t.
 

Isab.        But can you, if you would?   70
 

Ang.  Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.
 

Isab.  But might you do ‘t, and do the world no wrong,
If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse
As mine is to him?
 

Ang.        He’s sentenc’d: ’tis too late.   75
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  You are too cold.
 

Isab.  Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a word,
May call it back again. Well, believe this,
No ceremony that to great ones ‘longs,
Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword,   80
The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe,
Become them with one half so good a grace
As mercy does.
If he had been as you, and you as he,
You would have slipt like him; but he, like you,   85
Would not have been so stern.
 

Ang.        Pray you, be gone.
 

Isab.  I would to heaven I had your potency,
And you were Isabel! should it then be thus?
No; I would tell what ‘twere to be a judge,   90
And what a prisoner.
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  Ay, touch him; there’s the vein.
 

Ang.  Your brother is a forfeit of the law,
And you but waste your words.
 

Isab.        Alas! alas!   95
Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once;
And He that might the vantage best have took,
Found out the remedy. How would you be,
If He, which is the top of judgment, should
But judge you as you are? O! think on that,   100
And mercy then will breathe within your lips,
Like man new made.
 

Ang.        Be you content, fair maid;
It is the law, not I, condemn your brother:
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son,   105
It should be thus with him: he must die to-morrow.
 

Isab.  To-morrow! O! that’s sudden! Spare him, spare him!
He’s not prepar’d for death. Even for our kitchens
We kill the fowl of season: shall we serve heaven
With less respect than we do minister   110
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, bethink you:
Who is it that hath died for this offence?
There’s many have committed it.
 

Lucio.        [Aside to ISAB.]  Ay, well said.
 

Ang.  The law hath not been dead, though it hath slept:   115
Those many had not dar’d to do that evil,
If that the first that did th’ edict infringe
Had answer’d for his deed: now ’tis awake,
Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet,
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils,   120
Either new, or by remissness new-conceiv’d,
And so in progress to be hatch’d and born,
Are now to have no successive degrees,
But, ere they live, to end.
 

Isab.        Yet show some pity.   125
 

Ang.  I show it most of all when I show justice;
For then I pity those I do not know,
Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall,
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong,
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied:   130
Your brother dies to-morrow: be content.
 

Isab.  So you must be the first that gives this sentence,
And he that suffers. O! it is excellent
To have a giant’s strength, but it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.   135
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  That’s well said.
 

Isab.  Could great men thunder
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet,
For every pelting, petty officer
Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but thunder.   140
Merciful heaven!
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak
Than the soft myrtle; but man, proud man,
Drest in a little brief authority,   145
Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d,
His glassy essence, like an angry ape,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven
As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens,
Would all themselves laugh mortal.   150
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  O, to him, to him, wench! He will relent:
He’s coming: I perceive ‘t.
 

Prov.        [Aside.]  Pray heaven she win him!
 

Isab.  We cannot weigh our brother with ourself:
Great men may jest with saints; ’tis wit in them,   155
But, in the less foul profanation.
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  Thou ‘rt in the right, girl: more o’ that.
 

Isab.  That in the captain’s but a choleric word,
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy.
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  Art advis’d o’ that? more on ‘t.   160
 

Ang.  Why do you put these sayings upon me?
 

Isab.  Because authority, though it err like others,
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself,
That skins the vice o’ the top. Go to your bosom;
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know   165
That’s like my brother’s fault: if it confess
A natural guiltiness such as is his,
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against my brother’s life.
 

Ang.        She speaks, and ’tis   170
Such sense that my sense breeds with it. Fare you well.
 

Isab.  Gentle my lord, turn back.
 

Ang.  I will bethink me. Come again to-morrow.
 

Isab.  Hark how I’ll bribe you. Good my lord, turn back.
 

Ang.  How! bribe me?   175
 

Isab.  Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall share with you.
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  You had marr’d all else.
 

Isab.  Not with fond sicles of the tested gold,
Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor
As fancy values them; but with true prayers   180
That shall be up at heaven and enter there
Ere sun-rise: prayers from preserved souls,
From fasting maids whose minds are dedicate
To nothing temporal.
 

Ang.        Well; come to me to-morrow.   185
 

Lucio.  [Aside to ISAB.]  Go to; ’tis well: away!
 

Isab.  Heaven keep your honour safe!
 

Ang.        [Aside.]  Amen:
For I am that way going to temptation,
Where prayers cross.   190
 

Isab.        At what hour to-morrow
Shall I attend your lordship?
 

Ang.        At any time ‘fore noon.
 

Isab.  Save your honour!  [Exeunt ISABELLA, LUCIO, and PROVOST.
 

Ang.        From thee; even from thy virtue!   195
What’s this? what’s this? Is this her fault or mine?
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most?
Ha!
Not she; nor doth she tempt: but it is I,
That, lying by the violet in the sun,   200
Do as the carrion does, not as the flower,
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman’s lightness? Having waste ground enough,
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary,   205
And pitch our evils there? O, fie, fie, fie!
What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo?
Dost thou desire her foully for those things
That make her good? O, let her brother live!
Thieves for their robbery have authority   210
When judges steal themselves. What! do I love her,
That I desire to hear her speak again,
And feast upon her eyes? What is ‘t I dream on?
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint,
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous   215
Is that temptation that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet,
With all her double vigour, art and nature,
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite. Ever till now,   220
When men were fond, I smil’d and wonder’d how.  [Exit.
 




Act II. Scene III.
 

A Room in a Prison.
 

Enter DUKE, disguised as a friar, and PROVOST.
 

Duke.  Hail to you, provost! so I think you are.
 

Prov.  I am the provost. What’s your will, good friar?
 

Duke.  Bound by my charity and my bless’d order,   5
I come to visit the afflicted spirits
Here in the prison: do me the common right
To let me see them and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister
To them accordingly.   10
 

Prov.  I would do more than that, if more were needful.
Look, here comes one: a gentlewoman of mine,
Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth,
Hath blister’d her report. She is with child,
And he that got it, sentenc’d; a young man   15
More fit to do another such offence,
Than die for this.
 

Enter JULIET.
 

Duke.  When must he die?
 

Prov.        As I do think, to-morrow.   20
[To JULIET.]  I have provided for you: stay a while,
And you shall be conducted.
 

Duke.  Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry?
 

Juliet.  I do, and bear the shame most patiently.
 

Duke.  I’ll teach you how you shall arraign your conscience,   25
And try your penitence, if it be sound,
Or hollowly put on.
 

Juliet.        I’ll gladly learn.
 

Duke.  Love you the man that wrong’d you?
 

Juliet.  Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’d him.   30
 

Duke.  So then it seems your most offenceful act
Was mutually committed?
 

Juliet.        Mutually.
 

Duke.  Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.
 

Juliet.  I do confess it, and repent it, father.   35
 

Duke.  ’Tis meet so, daughter: but lest you do repent,
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not heaven,
Showing we would not spare heaven as we love it,
But as we stand in fear, — 40
 

Juliet.  I do repent me, as it is an evil,
And take the shame with joy.
 

Duke.        There rest.
Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow,
And I am going with instruction to him.   45
God’s grace go with you! Benedicite!  [Exit.
 

Juliet.  Must die to-morrow! O injurious love,
That respites me a life, whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror!
 

Prov.        ’Tis pity of him.  [Exeunt.   50
 




Act II. Scene IV.
 

A Room in ANGELO’S House.
 

Enter ANGELO.
 

Ang.  When I would pray and think, I think and pray
To several subjects: heaven hath my empty words,
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,   5
Anchors on Isabel: heaven in my mouth,
As if I did but only chew his name,
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil
Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied,
Is like a good thing, being often read,   10
Grown fear’d and tedious; yea, my gravity,
Wherein, let no man hear me, I take pride,
Could I with boot change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O form!
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,   15
Wrench a we from fools, and tie the wiser souls
To thy false seeming! Blood, thou art blood:
Let’s write good angel on the devil’s horn,
’Tis not the devil’s crest.
 

Enter a Servant.   20
How now! who’s there?
 

Serv.        One Isabel, a sister,
Desires access to you.
 

Ang.        Teach her the way.  [Exit Servant.
O heavens!   25
Why does my blood thus muster to my heart,
Making both it unable for itself,
And dispossessing all my other parts
Of necessary fitness?
So play the foolish throngs with one that swounds;   30
Come all to help him, and so stop the air
By which he should revive: and even so
The general, subject to a well-wish’d king,
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love   35
Must needs appear offence.
 

Enter ISABELLA.
How now, fair maid!
 

Isab.  I am come to know your pleasure.
 

Ang.  That you might know it, would much better please me,   40
Than to demand what ’tis. Your brother cannot live.
 

Isab.  Even so. Heaven keep your honour!
 

Ang.  Yet may he live a while; and, it may be,
As long as you or I: yet he must die.
 

Isab.  Under your sentence?   45
 

Ang.  Yea.
 

Isab.  When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve,
Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted
That his soul sicken not.
 

Ang.  Ha! fie, these filthy vices! It were as good   50
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen
A man already made, as to remit
Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven’s image
In stamps that are forbid: ’tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made,   55
As to put metal in restrained means
To make a false one.
 

Isab.  ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth.
 

Ang.  Say you so? then I shall pose you quickly.
Which had you rather, that the most just law   60
Now took your brother’s life; or, to redeem him,
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness
As she that he hath stain’d?
 

Isab.        Sir, believe this,
I had rather give my body than my soul.   65
 

Ang.  I talk not of your soul. Our compell’d sins
Stand more for number than for accompt.
 

Isab.        How say you?
 

Ang.  Nay, I’ll not warrant that; for I can speak
Against the thing I say. Answer to this:   70
I, now the voice of the recorded law,
Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life:
Might there not be a charity in sin
To save this brother’s life?
 

Isab.        Please you to do ‘t,   75
I’ll take it as a peril to my soul;
It is no sin at all, but charity.
 

Ang.  Pleas’d you to do ‘t, at peril of your soul,
Were equal poise of sin and charity.
 

Isab.  That I do beg his life, if it be sin,   80
Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my suit,
If that be sin, I’ll make it my morn prayer
To have it added to the faults of mine,
And nothing of your answer.
 

Ang.        Nay, but hear me.   85
Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant,
Or seem so craftily; and that’s not good.
 

Isab.  Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good,
But graciously to know I am no better.
 

Ang.  Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright   90
When it doth tax itself; as these black masks
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder
Than beauty could, display’d. But mark me;
To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross:
Your brother is to die.   95
 

Isab.  So.
 

Ang.  And his offence is so, as it appears
Accountant to the law upon that pain.
 

Isab.  True.
 

Ang.  Admit no other way to save his life, — 100
As I subscribe not that, nor any other,
But in the loss of question, — that you, his sister,
Finding yourself desir’d of such a person,
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place,
Could fetch your brother from the manacles   105
Of the all-building law; and that there were
No earthly mean to save him, but that either
You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this suppos’d, or else to let him suffer;
What would you do?   110
 

Isab.  As much for my poor brother, as myself:
That is, were I under the terms of death,
Th’ impression of keen whips I’d wear as rubies,
And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That, longing, have been sick for, ere I’d yield   115
My body up to shame.
 

Ang.        Then must your brother die.
 

Isab.  And ‘twere the cheaper way:
Better it were a brother died at once,
Than that a sister, by redeeming him,   120
Should die for ever.
 

Ang.  Were not you then as cruel as the sentence
That you have slander’d so?
 

Isab.  Ignomy in ransom and free pardon
Are of two houses: lawful mercy   125
Is nothing kin to foul redemption.
 

Ang.  You seem’d of late to make the law a tyrant;
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother
A merriment than a vice.
 

Isab.  O, pardon me, my lord! it oft falls out,   130
To have what we would have, we speak not what we mean.
I something do excuse the thing I hate,
For his advantage that I dearly love.
 

Ang.  We are all frail.
 

Isab.        Else let my brother die,   135
If not a feodary, but only he
Owe and succeed thy weakness.
 

Ang.  Nay, women are frail too.
 

Isab.  Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves,
Which are as easy broke as they make forms.   140
Women! Help heaven! men their creation mar
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail,
For we are soft as our complexions are,
And credulous to false prints.
 

Ang.        I think it well:   145
And from this testimony of your own sex, — 
Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger
Than faults may shake our frames, — let me be bold;
I do arrest your words. Be that you are,
That is, a woman; if you be more, you’re none;   150
If you be one, as you are well express’d
By all external warrants, show it now,
By putting on the destin’d livery.
 

Isab.  I have no tongue but one: gentle my lord,
Let me entreat you speak the former language.   155
 

Ang.  Plainly conceive, I love you.
 

Isab.  My brother did love Juliet; and you tell me
That he shall die for ‘t.
 

Ang.  He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love.
 

Isab.  I know your virtue hath a licence in ‘t,   160
Which seems a little fouler than it is,
To pluck on others.
 

Ang.        Believe me, on mine honour,
My words express my purpose.
 

Isab.  Ha! little honour to be much believ’d,   165
And most pernicious purpose! Seeming, seeming!
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for ‘t:
Sign me a present pardon for my brother,
Or with an outstretch’d throat I’ll tell the world aloud
What man thou art.   170
 

Ang.        Who will believe thee, Isabel?
My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life,
My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state,
Will so your accusation overweigh,
That you shall stifle in your own report   175
And smell of calumny. I have begun;
And now I give my sensual race the rein:
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite;
Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes,
That banish what they sue for; redeem thy brother   180
By yielding up thy body to my will,
Or else he must not only die the death,
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow,
Or, by the affection that now guides me most,   185
I’ll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,
Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your true.  [Exit.
 

Isab.  To whom should I complain? Did I tell this,
Who would believe me? O perilous mouths!
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue,   190
Either of condemnation or approof,
Bidding the law make curt’sy to their will;
Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite,
To follow as it draws. I’ll to my brother:
Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood,   195
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour,
That, had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up,
Before his sister should her body stoop
To such abhorr’d pollution.   200
Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die:
More than our brother is our chastity.
I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request,
And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest.  [Exit.
 




Act III. Scene I.
 

A Room in the Prison
 

Enter DUKE, as a friar, CLAUDIO, and PROVOST.
 

Duke.  So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo?
 

Claud.  The miserable have no other medicine
But only hope:   5
I have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die.
 

Duke.  Be absolute for death; either death or life
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life:
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing
That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art,   10
Servile to all the skyey influences,
That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st,
Hourly afflict. Merely, thou art death’s fool;
For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun,
And yet run’st toward him still. Thou art not noble:   15
For all th’ accommodations that thou bear’st
Are nurs’d by baseness. Thou art by no means valiant;
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep,
And that thou oft provok’st; yet grossly fear’st   20
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself;
For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains
That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not;
For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get,
And what thou hast, forget’st. Thou art not certain;   25
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects,
After the moon. If thou art rich, thou’rt poor;
For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows,
Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey,
And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none;   30
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire,
The mere effusion of thy proper loins,
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,
For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth nor age;
But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep,   35
Dreaming on both; for all thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich,
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty,
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this   40
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life
Lie hid moe thousand deaths: yet death we fear,
That makes these odds all even.
 

Claud.        I humbly thank you.
To sue to live, I find I seek to die,   45
And, seeking death, find life: let it come on.
 

Isab.  [Within.]  What ho! Peace here; grace and good company!
 

Prov.  Who’s there? come in: the wish deserves a welcome.
 

Duke.  Dear sir, ere long I’ll visit you again.
 

Claud.  Most holy sir, I thank you.   50
 

Enter ISABELLA.
 

Is.  My business is a word or two with Claudio.
 

Prov.  And very welcome. Look, signior; here’s your sister.
 

Duke.  Provost, a word with you.
 

Prov.  As many as you please.   55
 

Duke.  Bring me to hear them speak, where I may be conceal’d.  [Exeunt DUKE and PROVOST.
 

Claud.  Now, sister, what’s the comfort?
 

Isab.  Why, as all comforts are; most good, most good indeed.
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven,
Intends you for his swift ambassador,   60
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger:
Therefore, your best appointment make with speed;
To-morrow you set on.
 

Claud.        Is there no remedy?
 

Isab.  None, but such remedy, as to save a head   65
To cleave a heart in twain.
 

Claud.        But is there any?
 

Isab.  Yes, brother, you may live:
There is a devilish mercy in the judge,
If you’ll implore it, that will free your life,   70
But fetter you till death.
 

Claud.        Perpetual durance?
 

Isab.  Ay, just; perpetual durance, a restraint,
Though all the world’s vastidity you had,
To a determin’d scope.   75
 

Claude.        But in what nature?
 

Isab.  In such a one as, you consenting to ‘t,
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear,
And leave you naked.
 

Claude.        Let me know the point.   80
 

Isab.  O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake,
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain,
And six or seven winters more respect
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die?
The sense of death is most in apprehension,   85
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon,
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a giant dies.
 

Claud.        Why give you me this shame?
Think you I can a resolution fetch   90
From flowery tenderness? If I must die,
I will encounter darkness as a bride,
And hug it in mine arms.
 

Isab.  There spake my brother: there my father’s grave
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou must die:   95
Thou art too noble to conserve a life
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,
Whose settled visage and deliberate word
Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth enmew
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil;   100
His filth within being cast, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.
 

Claud.        The prenzie Angelo?
 

Isab.  O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell,
The damned’st body to invest and cover   105
In prenzie guards! Dost thou think, Claudio?
If I would yield him my virginity,
Thou mightst be freed.
 

Claud.        O heavens! it cannot be.
 

Isab.  Yes, he would give ‘t thee, from this rank offence,   110
So to offend him still. This night’s the time
That I should do what I abhor to name,
Or else thou diest to-morrow.
 

Claud.        Thou shalt not do ‘t.
 

Isab.  O! were it but my life,   115
I’d throw it down for your deliverance
As frankly as a pin.
 

Claud.        Thanks, dear Isabel.
 

Isab.  Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow.
 

Claud.  Yes. Has he affections in him,   120
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose,
When he would force it? Sure, it is no sin;
Or of the deadly seven it is the least.
 

Isab.  Which is the least?
 

Claud.  If it were damnable, he being so wise,   125
Why would he for the momentary trick
Be perdurably fin’d? O Isabel!
 

Isab.  What says my brother?
 

Claud.        Death is a fearful thing.
 

Isab.  And shamed life a hateful.   130
 

Claud.  Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot;
This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside   135
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice;
To be imprison’d in the viewless winds,
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendant world; or to be worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts   140
Imagine howling: ’tis too horrible!
The weariest and most loathed worldly life
That age, ache, penury and imprisonment
Can lay on nature is a paradise
To what we fear of death.   145
 

Isab.  Alas! alas!
 

Claud.        Sweet sister, let me live:
What sin you do to save a brother’s life,
Nature dispenses with the deed so far
That it becomes a virtue.   150
 

Isab.        O you beast!
O faithless coward! O dishonest wretch!
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice?
Is ‘t not a kind of incest, to take life
From thine own sister’s shame? What should I think?   155
Heaven shield my mother play’d my father fair;
For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take my defiance;
Die, perish! Might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed.   160
I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,
No word to save thee.
 

Claud.  Nay, hear me, Isabel.
 

Isab.        O, fie, fie, fie!
Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade.   165
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd:
’Tis best that thou diest quickly.  [Going.
 

Claud.        O hear me, Isabella.
 

Re-enter DUKE.
 

Duke.  Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word.   170
 

Isab.  What is your will?
 

Duke.  Might you dispense with your leisure, I would by and by have some speech with you: the satisfaction I would require is likewise your own benefit.
 

Isab.  I have no superfluous leisure: my stay must be stolen out of other affairs; but I will attend you a while.
 

Duke.  [Aside to CLAUDIO.]  Son, I have overheard what hath past between you and your sister. Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her; only he hath made an assay of her virtue to practise his judgment with the disposition of natures. She, having the truth of honour in her, hath made him that gracious denial which he is most glad to receive: I am confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; therefore prepare yourself to death. Do not satisfy your resolution with hopes that are fallible: to-morrow you must die; go to your knees and make ready.
 

Claud.  Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out of love with life that I will sue to be rid of it.   175
 

Duke.  Hold you there: farewell.  [Exit CLAUDIO.
 

Re-enter PROVOST.
Provost, a word with you.
 

Prov.  What’s your will, father?
 

Duke.  That now you are come, you will be gone. Leave me awhile with the maid: my mind promises with my habit no loss shall touch her by my company.   180
 

Prov.  In good time.  [Exit.
 

Duke.  The hand that hath made you fair hath made you good: the goodness that is cheap in beauty makes beauty brief in goodness; but grace, being the soul of your complexion, shall keep the body of it ever fair. The assault that Angelo hath made to you, fortune hath conveyed to my understanding; and, but that frailty hath examples for his falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How would you do to content this substitute, and to save your brother?
 

Isab.  I am now going to resolve him; I had rather my brother die by the law than my son should be unlawfully born. But O, how much is the good duke deceived in Angelo! If ever he return and I can speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or discover his government.
 

Duke.  That shall not be much amiss: yet, as the matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation; ‘he made trial of you only.’ Therefore, fasten your ear on my advisings: to the love I have in doing good a remedy presents itself. I do make myself believe that you may most uprighteously do a poor wronged lady a merited benefit, redeem your brother from the angry law, do no stain to your own gracious person, and much please the absent duke, if peradventure he shall ever return to have hearing of this business.
 

Isab.  Let me hear you speak further. I have spirit to do anything that appears not foul in the truth of my spirit.   185
 

Duke.  Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of Frederick, the great soldier who miscarried at sea?
 

Isab.  I have heard of the lady, and good words went with her name.
 

Duke.  She should this Angelo have married; was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed: between which time of the contract, and limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick was wracked at sea, having in that perished vessel the dowry of his sister. But mark how heavily this befell to the poor gentlewoman: there she lost a noble and renowned brother, in his love toward her ever most kind and natural; with him the portion and sinew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry: with both, her combinate husband, this well-seeming Angelo.
 

Isab.  Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her?
 

Duke.  Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with his comfort; swallowed his vows whole, pretending in her discoveries of dishonour: in few, bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet wears for his sake; and he, a marble to her tears, is washed with them, but relents not.   190
 

Isab.  What a merit were it in death to take this poor maid from the world! What corruption in this life, that it will let this man live! But how out of this can she avail?
 

Duke.  It is a rupture that you may easily heal; and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but keeps you from dishonour in doing it.
 

Isab.  Show me how, good father.
 

Duke.  This forenamed maid hath yet in her the continuance of her first affection: his unjust unkindness, that in all reason should have quenched her love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo: answer his requiring with a plausible obedience: agree with his demands to the point; only refer yourself to this advantage, first, that your stay with him may not be long, that the time may have all shadow and silence in it, and the place answer to convenience. This being granted in course, and now follows all, we shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your appointment, go in your place; if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him to her recompense; and here by this is your brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid will I frame and make fit for his attempt. If you think well to carry this, as you may, the doubleness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. What think you of it?
 

Isab.  The image of it gives me content already, and I trust it will grow to a most prosperous perfection.   195
 

Duke.  It lies much in your holding up. Haste you speedily to Angelo: if for this night he entreat you to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I will presently to St. Luke’s; there, at the moated grange, resides this dejected Mariana: at that place call upon me, and dispatch with Angelo, that it may be quickly.
 

Isab.  I thank you for this comfort. Fare you well, good father.  [Exeunt.
 




Act III. Scene II.
 

The Street before the Prison.
 

Enter DUKE, as a friar; to him ELBOW, POMPEY, and Officers.
 

Elb.  Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you will needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and white bastard.
 

Duke.  O heavens! what stuff is here?
 

Pom.  ’Twas never merry world, since, of two usuries, the merriest was put down, and the worser allowed by order of law a furred gown to keep him warm; and furred with fox and lamb skins too, to signify that craft, being richer than innocency, stands for the facing.   5
 

Elb.  Come your way, sir. Bless you, good father friar.
 

Duke.  And you, good brother father. What offence hath this man made you, sir?
 

Elb.  Marry, sir, he hath offended the law: and, sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir; for we have found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we have sent to the deputy.
 

Duke.  Fie, sirrah: a bawd, a wicked bawd!
The evil that thou causest to be done,   10
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What ’tis to cram a maw or clothe a back
From such a filthy vice: say to thyself,
From their abominable and beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.   15
Canst thou believe thy living is a life,
So stinkingly depending? Go mend, go mend.
 

Pom.  Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but yet, sir, I would prove — 
 

Duke.  Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for sin,
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer;   20
Correction and instruction must both work
Ere this rude beast will profit.
 

Elb.  He must before the deputy, sir; he has given him warning. The deputy cannot abide a whoremaster: if he be a whoremonger, and comes before him, he were as good go a mile on his errand.
 

Duke.  That we were all, as some would seem to be,
From our faults, as faults from seeming, free!   25
 

Elb.  His neck will come to your waist, — a cord, sir.
 

Pom.  I spy comfort: I cry, bail. Here’s a gentleman and a friend of mine.
 

Enter LUCIO.
 

Lucio.  How now, noble Pompey! What, at the wheels of Cæsar? Art thou led in triumph? What, is there none of Pygmalion’s images, newly made woman, to be had now, for putting the hand in the pocket and extracting it clutched? What reply? ha? What say’st thou to this tune, matter and method? Is ‘t not drowned i’ the last rain, ha? What sayest thou Trot? Is the world as it was, man? Which is the way? Is it sad, and few words, or how? The trick of it?
 

Duke.  Still thus, and thus, still worse!   30
 

Lucio.  How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress? Procures she still, ha?
 

Pom.  Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, and she is herself in the tub.
 

Lucio.  Why, ’tis good; it is the right of it; it must be so: ever your fresh whore and your powdered bawd: an unshunned consequence; it must be so. Art going to prison, Pompey?
 

Pom.  Yes, faith, sir.
 

Lucio.  Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey. Farewell. Go, say I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey? or how?   35
 

Elb.  For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
 

Lucio.  Well, then, imprison him. If imprisonment be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right: bawd is he, doubtless, and of antiquity too; bawd-born. Farewell, good Pompey. Commend me to the prison, Pompey. You will turn good husband now, Pompey; you will keep the house.
 

Pom.  I hope, sir, your good worship will be my bail.
 

Lucio.  No, indeed will I not, Pompey; it is not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your bondage: if you take it not patiently, why, your mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty Pompey. Bless you, friar.
 

Duke.  And you.   40
 

Lucio.  Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha?
 

Elb.  Come your ways, sir; come.
 

Pom.  You will not bail me then, sir?
 

Lucio.  Then, Pompey, nor now. What news abroad, friar? What news?
 

Elb.  Come your ways, sir; come.   45
 

Lucio.  Go to kennel, Pompey; go.  [Exeunt ELBOW, POMPEY and Officers.
What news, friar, of the duke?
 

Duke.  I know none. Can you tell me of any?
 

Lucio.  Some say he is with the Emperor of Russia; other some, he is in Rome: but where is he, think you?
 

Duke.  I know not where; but wheresoever, I wish him well.   50
 

Lucio.  It was a mad fantastical trick of him to steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his absence; he puts transgression to ‘t.
 

Duke.  He does well in ‘t.
 

Lucio.  A little more lenity to lechery would do no harm in him: something too crabbed that way, friar.
 

Duke.  It is too general a vice, and severity must cure it.
 

Lucio.  Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great kindred; it is well allied; but it is impossible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put down. They say this Angelo was not made by man and woman after this downright way of creation: is it true, think you?   55
 

Duke.  How should he be made, then?
 

Lucio.  Some report a sea-maid spawn’d him; some that he was begot between two stock-fishes. But it is certain that when he makes water his urine is congealed ice; that I know to be true; and he is a motion generative; that’s infallible.
 

Duke.  You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.
 

Lucio.  Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life of a man! Would the duke that is absent have done this? Ere he would have hanged a man for the getting a hundred bastards, he would have paid for the nursing a thousand: he had some feeling of the sport; he knew the service, and that instructed him to mercy.
 

Duke.  I never heard the absent duke much detected for women; he was not inclined that way.   60
 

Lucio.  O, sir, you are deceived.
 

Duke.  ’Tis not possible.
 

Lucio.  Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar of fifty, and his use was to put a ducat in her clack-dish; the duke had crotchets in him. He would be drunk too; that let me inform you.
 

Duke.  You do him wrong, surely.
 

Lucio.  Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy fellow was the duke; and, I believe I know the cause of his withdrawing.   65
 

Duke.  What, I prithee, might be the cause?
 

Lucio.  No, pardon; ’tis a secret must be locked within the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you understand, the greater file of the subject held the duke to be wise.
 

Duke.  Wise! why, no question but he was.
 

Lucio.  A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow.
 

Duke.  Either this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking: the very stream of his life and the business he hath helmed must, upon a warranted need, give him a better proclamation. Let him be but testimonied in his own bringings forth, and he shall appear to the envious a scholar, a statesman and a soldier. Therefore you speak unskilfully; or, if your knowledge be more, it is much darkened in your malice.   70
 

Lucio.  Sir, I know him, and I love him.
 

Duke.  Love talks with better knowledge, and knowledge with dearer love.
 

Lucio.  Come, sir, I know what I know.
 

Duke.  I can hardly believe that, since you know not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, — as our prayers are he may, — let me desire you to make your answer before him: if it be honest you have spoke, you have courage to maintain it. I am bound to call upon you; and, I pray you, your name?
 

Lucio.  Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the duke.   75
 

Duke.  He shall know you better, sir, if I may live to report you.
 

Lucio.  I fear you not.
 

Duke.  O! you hope the duke will return no more, or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But indeed I can do you little harm; you’ll forswear this again.
 

Lucio.  I’ll be hanged first: thou art deceived in me, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou tell if Claudio die to-morrow or no?
 

Duke.  Why should he die, sir?   80
 

Lucio.  Why? for filling a bottle with a tundish. I would the duke we talk of were returned again: this ungenitured agent will unpeople the province with continency; sparrows must not build in his house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke yet would have dark deeds darkly answered; he would never bring them to light: would be were returned! Marry, this Claudio is condemned for untrussing. Farewell, good friar; I prithee, pray for me. The duke, I say to thee again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He’s not past it yet, and I say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say that I said so. Farewell.  [Exit.
 

Duke.  No might nor greatness in mortality
Can censure ‘scape: back-wounding calumny
The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue?   85
But who comes here?
 

Enter ESCALUS, PROVOST, and Officers with MISTRESS OVERDONE.
 

Escal.  Go; away with her to prison!
 

Mrs. Ov.  Good my lord, be good to me; your honour is accounted a merciful man; good my lord.
 

Escal.  Double and treble admonition, and still forfeit in the same kind? This would make mercy swear, and play the tyrant.   90
 

Prov.  A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, may it please your honour.
 

Mrs. Ov.  My lord, this is one Lucio’s information against me. Mistress Kate Keepdown was with child by him in the duke’s time; he promised her marriage; his child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and Jacob: I have kept it myself, and see how he goes about to abuse me!
 

Escal.  That fellow is a fellow of much licence: let him be called before us. Away with her to prison! Go to; no more words.  [Exeunt Officers with MISTRESS OVERDONE.]  Provost, my brother Angelo will not be altered; Claudio must die to-morrow. Let him be furnished with divines, and have all charitable preparation: if my brother wrought by my pity, it should not be so with him.
 

Prov.  So please you, this friar hath been with him, and advised him for the entertainment of death.
 

Escal.  Good even, good father.   95
 

Duke.  Bliss and goodness on you!
 

Escal.  Of whence are you?
 

Duke.  Not of this country, though my chance is now
To use it for my time: I am a brother
Of gracious order, late come from the See,   100
In special business from his Holiness.
 

Escal.  What news abroad i’ the world?
 

Duke.  None, but there is so great a fever on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it: novelty is only in request; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be constant in any undertaking: there is scarce truth enough alive to make societies secure, but security enough to make fellowships accursed. Much upon this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. This news is old enough, yet it is every day’s news. I pray you, sir, of what disposition was the duke?
 

Escal.  One that, above all other strifes, contended especially to know himself.
 

Duke.  What pleasure was he given to?   105
 

Escal.  Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than merry at anything which professed to make him rejoice: a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may prove prosperous; and let me desire to know how you find Claudio prepared. I am made to understand, that you have lent him visitation.
 

Duke.  He professes to have received no sinister measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles himself to the determination of justice; yet had he framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, many deceiving promises of life, which I, by my good leisure have discredited to him, and now is he resolved to die.
 

Escal.  You have paid the heavens your function, and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I have laboured for the poor gentleman to the extremest shore of my modesty; but my brother justice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me to tell him he is indeed Justice.
 

Duke.  If his own life answer the straitness of his proceeding, it shall become him well; wherein if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself.
 

Escal.  I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare you well.   110
 

Duke.  Peace be with you!  [Exeunt ESCALUS and PROVOST.
He, who the sword of heaven will bear
Should be as holy as severe;
Pattern in himself to know,
Grace to stand, and virtue go;   115
More nor less to others paying
Than by self offences weighing.
Shame to him whose cruel striking
Kills for faults of his own liking!
Twice treble shame on Angelo,   120
To weed my vice and let his grow!
O, what may man within him hide,
Though angel on the outward side!
How many likeness made in crimes,
Making practice on the times,   125
To draw with idle spiders’ strings
Most pond’rous and substantial things!
Craft against vice I must apply:
With Angelo to-night shall lie
His old betrothed but despis’d:   130
So disguise shall, by the disguis’d,
Pay with falsehood false exacting,
And perform an old contracting.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene I.
 

The moated Grange at St. Luke’s.
 

Enter MARIANA and a Boy: Boy sings
Take, O take those lips away,
  That so sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes, the break of day,
  Lights that do mislead the morn:
But my kisses bring again,
            bring again,
Seals of love, but seal’d in vain,
            seal’d in vain.
 

Mari.  Break off thy song, and haste thee quick away:
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice
Hath often still’d my brawling discontent.  [Exit Boy.   5
 

Enter DUKE, disguised as before.
I cry you mercy, sir; and well could wish
You had not found me here so musical:
Let me excuse me, and believe me so,
My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe.   10
 

Duke.  ’Tis good; though music oft hath such a charm
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm.
I pray you tell me, hath anybody inquired for me here to-day? much upon this time have I promised here to meet.
 

Mari.  You have not been inquired after: I have sat here all day.
 

Duke.  I do constantly believe you. The time is come even now. I shall crave your forbearance a little; may be I will call upon you anon, for some advantage to yourself.   15
 

Mari.  I am always bound to you.  [Exit.
 

Enter ISABELLA.
 

Duke.  Very well met, and well come.
What is the news from this good deputy?
 

Isab.  He hath a garden circummur’d with brick,   20
Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d;
And to that vineyard is a planched gate,
That makes his opening with this bigger key;
This other doth command a little door
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads;   25
There have I made my promise
Upon the heavy middle of the night
To call upon him.
 

Duke.  But shall you on your knowledge find this way?
 

Isab.  I have ta’en a due and wary note upon ‘t:   30
With whispering and most guilty diligence,
In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o’er.
 

Duke.        Are there no other tokens
Between you ‘greed concerning her observance?   35
 

Isab.  No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark;
And that I have possess’d him my most stay
Can be but brief; for I have made him know
I have a servant comes with me along,
That stays upon me, whose persuasion is   40
I come about my brother.
 

Duke.        ’Tis well borne up.
I have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this. What ho! within! come forth.
 

Re-enter MARIANA.   45
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid;
She comes to do you good.
 

Isab.        I do desire the like.
 

Duke.  Do you persuade yourself that I respect you?
 

Mari.  Good friar, I know you do, and oft have found it.   50
 

Duke.  Take then this your companion by the hand,
Who hath a story ready for your ear.
I shall attend your leisure: but make haste;
The vaporous night approaches.
 

Mari.        Will ‘t please you walk aside?  [Exeunt MARIANA and ISABELLA.   55
 

Duke.  O place and greatness! millions of false eyes
Are stuck upon thee: volumes of report
Run with these false and most contrarious quests
Upon thy doings: thousand escapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dream,   60
And rack thee in their fancies!
 

Re-enter MARIANA and ISABELLA.
        Welcome! How agreed?
 

Isab.  She’ll take the enterprise upon her, father,
If you advise it.   65
 

Duke.        It is not my consent,
But my entreaty too.
 

Isab.        Little have you to say
When you depart from him, but, soft and low,
‘Remember now my brother.’   70
 

Mari.        Fear me not.
 

Duke.  Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all.
He is your husband on a pre-contract:
To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin,
Sith that the justice of your title to him   75
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go:
Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene II.
 

A Room in the Prison.
 

Enter PROVOST and POMPEY.
 

Prov.  Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a man’s head?
 

Pom.  If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can; but if he be a married man, he is his wife’s head, and I can never cut off a woman’s head.
 

Prov.  Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are to die Claudio and Barnardine. Here is in our prison a common executioner, who in his office lacks a helper: if you will take it on you to assist him, it shall redeem you from your gyves; if not, you shall have your full time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an unpitied whipping, for you have been a notorious bawd.   5
 

Pom.  Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd time out of mind; but yet I will be content to be a lawful hangman. I would be glad to receive some instruction from my fellow partner.
 

Prov.  What ho, Abhorson! Where’s Abhorson, there?
 

Enter ABHORSON.
 

Abhor.  Do you call, sir?
 

Prov.  Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to-morrow in your execution. If you think it meet, compound with him by the year, and let him abide here with you; if not, use him for the present, and dismiss him. He cannot plead his estimation with you; he hath been a bawd.   10
 

Abhor.  A bawd, sir? Fie upon him! he will discredit our mystery.
 

Prov.  Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a feather will turn the scale.  [Exit.
 

Pom.  Pray, sir, by your good favour — for surely, sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a hanging look, — do you call, sir, your occupation a mystery?
 

Abhor.  Ay, sir; a mystery.
 

Pom.  Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery; and your whores, sir, being members of my occupation, using painting, do prove my occupation a mystery: but what mystery there should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, I cannot imagine.   15
 

Abhor.  Sir, it is a mystery.
 

Pom.  Proof?
 

Abhor.  Every true man’s apparel fits your thief.
 

Pom.  If it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks it big enough; if it be too big for your thief, your thief thinks it little enough: so, every true man’s apparel fits your thief.
 

Re-enter PROVOST.   20
 

Prov.  Are you agreed?
 

Pom.  Sir, I will serve him; for I do find that your hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd, he doth often ask forgiveness.
 

Prov.  You, sirrah, provide your block and your axe to-morrow four o’clock.
 

Abhor.  Come on, bawd; I will instruct thee in my trade; follow.
 

Pom.  I do desire to learn, sir; and, I hope, if you have occasion to use me for your own turn, you shall find me yare; for, truly, sir, for your kindness I owe you a good turn.   25
 

Prov.  Call hither Barnardine and Claudio:  [Exeunt POMPEY and ABHORSON.
The one has my pity; not a jot the other,
Being a murderer, though he were my brother.
 

Enter CLAUDIO.
Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death:   30
’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Barnardine?
 

Claud.  As fast lock’d up in sleep as guiltless labour
When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones;
He will not wake.   35
 

Prov.        Who can do good on him?
Well, go; prepare yourself.  [Knocking within.]
But hark, what noise? — 
Heaven give your spirits comfort! — [Exit CLAUDIO.]  By and by.
I hope it is some pardon or reprieve   40
For the most gentle Claudio.
 

Enter DUKE, disguised as before.
        Welcome, father.
 

Duke.  The best and wholesom’st spirits of the night
Envelop you, good provost! Who call’d here of late?   45
 

Prov.  None since the curfew rung.
 

Duke.  Not Isabel?
 

Prov.        No.
 

Duke.        They will, then, ere ‘t be long.
 

Prov.  What comfort is for Claudio?   50
 

Duke.  There’s some in hope.
 

Prov.        It is a bitter deputy.
 

Duke.  Not so, not so: his life is parallel’d
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice:
He doth with holy abstinence subdue   55
That in himself which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others: were he meal’d with that
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous;
But this being so, he’s just. — [Knocking within.]
        Now are they come.  [Exit PROVOST.   60
This is a gentle provost: seldom when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.  [Knocking.
How now! What noise? That spirit’s possess’d with haste
That wounds the unsisting postern with these strokes.
 

Re-enter PROVOST.   65
 

Prov.  There he must stay until the officer
Arise to let him in; he is call’d up.
 

Duke.  Have you no countermand for Claudio yet,
But he must die to-morrow?
 

Prov.        None, sir, none.   70
 

Duke.  As near the dawning, provost, as it is,
You shall hear more ere morning.
 

Prov.        Happily
You something know; yet, I believe there comes
No countermand: no such example have we.   75
Besides, upon the very siege of justice,
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear
Profess’d the contrary.
 

Enter a Messenger.
        This is his lordship’s man.   80
 

Duke.  And here comes Claudio’s pardon.
 

Mes.  [Giving a paper.]  My lord hath sent you this note; and by me this further charge, that you swerve not from the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or other circumstance. Good morrow; for, as I take it, it is almost day.
 

Prov.  I shall obey him.  [Exit. Messenger.
 

Duke.  [Aside.]  This is his pardon, purchased by such sin
For which the pardoner himself is in;   85
Hence hath offence his quick celerity,
When it is borne in high authority.
When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended,
That for the fault’s love is the offender friended.
Now, sir, what news?   90
 

Prov.  I told you: Lord Angelo, belike thinking me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted putting on; methinks strangely, for he hath not used it before.
 

Duke.  Pray you, let’s hear.
 

Prov.  Whatsoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be executed by four of the clock; and, in the afternoon, Barnardine. For my better satisfaction, let me have Claudio’s head sent me by five. Let this be duly performed; with a thought that more depends on it than we must yet deliver. Thus fail not to do your office, as you will answer it at your peril. What say you to this, sir?
 

Duke.  What is that Barnardine who is to be executed this afternoon?
 

Prov.  A Bohemian born, but here nursed up and bred; one that is a prisoner nine years old.   95
 

Duke.  How came it that the absent duke had not either delivered him to his liberty or executed him? I have heard it was ever his manner to do so.
 

Prov.  His friends still wrought reprieves for him; and, indeed, his fact, till now in the government of Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof.
 

Duke.  It is now apparent?
 

Prov.  Most manifest, and not denied by himself.
 

Duke.  Hath he borne himself penitently in prison? How seems he to be touched?   100
 

Prov.  A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully but as a drunken sleep; careless, reckless, and fearless of what’s past, present, or to come; insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal.
 

Duke.  He wants advice.
 

Prov.  He will hear none. He hath evermore had the liberty of the prison: give him leave to escape hence, he would not: drunk many times a day, if not many days entirely drunk. We have very oft awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and showed him a seeming warrant for it: it hath not moved him at all.
 

Duke.  More of him anon. There is written in your brow, provost, honesty and constancy: if I read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me; but, in the boldness of my cunning I will lay myself in hazard. Claudio, whom here you have warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo who hath sentenced him. To make you understand this in a manifested effect, I crave but four days’ respite, for the which you are to do me both a present and a dangerous courtesy.
 

Prov.  Pray, sir, in what?   105
 

Duke.  In the delaying death.
 

Prov.  Alack! how may I do it, having the hour limited, and an express command, under penalty, to deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make my case as Claudio’s to cross this in the smallest.
 

Duke.  By the vow of mine order I warrant you, if my instructions may be your guide. Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, and his head borne to Angelo.
 

Prov.  Angelo hath seen them both, and will discover the favour.
 

Duke.  O! death’s a great disguiser, and you may add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard; and say it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared before his death: you know the course is common. If anything fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I will plead against it with my life.   110
 

Prov.  Pardon me, good father; it is against my oath.
 

Duke.  Were you sworn to the duke or to the deputy?
 

Prov.  To him, and to his substitutes.
 

Duke.  You will think you have made no offence, if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing?
 

Prov.  But what likelihood is in that?   115
 

Duke.  Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor persuasion can with ease attempt you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look you, sir; here is the hand and seal of the duke: you know the character, I doubt not, and the signet is not strange to you.
 

Prov.  I know them both.
 

Duke.  The contents of this is the return of the duke: you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure, where you shall find within these two days, he will be here. This is a thing that Angelo knows not, for he this very day receives letters of strange tenour; perchance of the duke’s death; perchance, his entering into some monastery; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put not yourself into amazement how these things should be: all difficulties are but easy when they are known. Call your executioner, and off with Barnardine’s head: I will give him a present shrift and advise him for a better place. Yet you are amaz’d, but this shall absolutely resolve you. Come away; it is almost clear dawn.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene III.
 

Another Room in the Same.
 

Enter POMPEY.
 

Pom.  I am as well acquainted here as I was in our house of profession: one would think it were Mistress Overdone’s own house, for here be many of her old customers. First, here’s young Master Rash; he’s in for a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, nine-score and seventeen pounds, of which he made five marks, ready money: marry, then ginger was not much in request, for the old women were all dead. Then is there here one Master Caper, at the suit of Master Three-pile the mercer, for some four suits of peach-colour’d satin, which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we young Dizy, and young Master Deep-vow, and Master Copperspur, and Master Starve-lackey the rapier and dagger man, and young Drop-heir that kill’d lusty Pudding, and Master Forthlight, the tilter, and brave Master Shoe-tie the great traveller, and wild Half-can that stabbed Pots, and, I think, forty more; all great doers in our trade, and are now ‘for the Lord’s sake.’
 

Enter ABHORSON.
 

Abhor.  Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither.   5
 

Pom.  Master Barnardine! you must rise and be hanged, Master Barnardine.
 

Abhor.  What ho! Barnardine!
 

Barnar.  [Within.]  A pox o’ your throats! Who makes that noise there? What are you?
 

Pom.  Your friends, sir; the hangman. You must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.
 

Barnar.  [Within.]  Away! you rogue, away! I am sleepy.   10
 

Abhor.  Tell him he must awake, and that quickly too.
 

Pom.  Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till you are executed, and sleep afterwards.
 

Abhor.  Go in to him, and fetch him out.
 

Pom.  He is coming, sir, he is coming; I hear his straw rustle.
 

Abhor.  Is the axe upon the block, sirrah?   15
 

Pom.  Very ready, sir.
 

Enter BARNARDINE.
 

Barnar.  How now, Abhorson! what’s the news with you?
 

Abhor.  Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant’s come.
 

Barnar.  You rogue, I have been drinking all night; I am not fitted for ‘t.   20
 

Pom.  O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all night, and is hang’d betimes in the morning, may sleep the sounder all the next day.
 

Abhor.  Look you, sir; here comes your ghostly father: do we jest now, think you?
 

Enter DUKE, disguised as before.
 

Duke.  Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise you, comfort you, and pray with you.
 

Barnar.  Friar, not I: I have been drinking hard all night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or they shall beat out my brains with billets. I will not consent to die this day, that’s certain.   25
 

Duke.  O, sir, you must; and therefore, I beseech you look forward on the journey you shall go.
 

Barnar.  I swear I will not die to-day for any man’s persuasion.
 

Duke.  But hear you.
 

Barnar.  Not a word: if you have anything to say to me, come to my ward; for thence will not I to day.  [Exit.
 

Enter PROVOST.   30
 

Duke.  Unfit to live or die. O, gravel heart!
After him fellows: bring him to the block.  [Exeunt ABHORSON and POMPEY.
 

Prov.  Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner?
 

Duke.  A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for death;
And, to transport him in the mind he is   35
Were damnable.
 

Prov.        Here in the prison, father,
There died this morning of a cruel fever
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,
A man of Claudio’s years; his beard and head   40
Just of his colour. What if we do omit
This reprobate till he were well inclin’d,
And satisfy the deputy with the visage
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio?
 

Duke.  O, ’tis an accident that heaven provides!   45
Dispatch it presently: the hour draws on
Prefix’d by Angelo. See this be done,
And sent according to command, whiles I
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die.
 

Prov.  This shall be done, good father, presently.   50
But Barnardine must die this afternoon:
And how shall we continue Claudio,
To save me from the danger that might come
If he were known alive?
 

Duke.        Let this be done:   55
Put them in secret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio:
Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting
To the under generation, you shall find
Your safety manifested.
 

Prov.  I am your free dependant.   60
 

Duke.  Quick, dispatch,
And send the head to Angelo.  [Exit PROVOST.
Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 
The provost, he shall bear them, — whose contents
Shall witness to him I am near at home,   65
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound
To enter publicly: him I’ll desire
To meet me at the consecrated fount
A league below the city; and from thence,
By cold gradation and well-balanc’d form,   70
We shall proceed with Angelo.
 

Re-enter PROVOST.
 

Prov.  Here is the head; I’ll carry it myself.
 

Duke.  Convenient is it. Make a swift return,
For I would commune with you of such things   75
That want no ear but yours.
 

Prov.        I’ll make all speed.  [Exit.
 

Isab.  [Within.]  Peace, ho, be here!
 

Duke.  The tongue of Isabel. She’s come to know
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither;   80
But I will keep her ignorant of her good,
To make her heavenly comforts of despair,
When it is least expected.
 

Enter ISABELLA.
 

Isab.        Ho! by your leave.   85
 

Duke.  Good morning to you, fair and gracious daughter.
 

Isab.  The better, given me by so holy a man.
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon?
 

Duke.  He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from the world:
His head is off and sent to Angelo.   90
 

Isab.  Nay, but it is not so.
 

Duke.  It is no other: show your wisdom, daughter,
In your close patience.
 

Isab.  O! I will to him and pluck out his eyes!
 

Duke.  You shall not be admitted to his sight.   95
 

Isab.  Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel!
Injurious world! Most damned Angelo!
 

Duke.  This nor hurts him nor profits you a jot;
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven.
Mark what I say, which you shall find   100
By every syllable a faithful verity.
The duke comes home to-morrow; nay, dry your eyes:
One of our covent, and his confessor,
Gives me this instance: already he hath carried
Notice to Escalus and Angelo,   105
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates,
There to give up their power. If you can, pace your wisdom
In that good path that I would wish it go,
And you shall have your bosom on this wretch,
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart,   110
And general honour.
 

Isab.        I am directed by you.
 

Duke.  This letter then to Friar Peter give;
’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return:
Say, by this token, I desire his company   115
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause and yours,
I’ll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you
Before the duke; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self,
I am combined by a sacred vow   120
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter.
Command these fretting waters from your eyes
With a light heart: trust not my holy order,
If I pervert your course. Who’s here?
 

Enter LUCIO.   125
 

Lucio.  Good even. Friar, where is the provost?
 

Duke.  Not within, sir.
 

Lucio.  O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart to see thine eyes so red: thou must be patient. I am fain to dine and sup with water and bran; I dare not for my head fill my belly; one fruitful meal would set me to ‘t. But they say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother: if the old fantastical duke of dark corners had been at home, he had lived.  [Exit ISABELLA.
 

Duke.  Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholding to your reports; but the best is, he lives not in them.
 

Lucio.  Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well as I do: he’s a better woodman than thou takest him for.   130
 

Duke.  Well, you’ll answer this one day. Fare ye well.
 

Lucio.  Nay, tarry; I’ll go along with thee: I can tell thee pretty tales of the duke.
 

Duke.  You have told me too many of him already, sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough.
 

Lucio.  I was once before him for getting a wench with child.
 

Duke.  Did you such a thing?   135
 

Lucio.  Yes, marry, did I; but I was fain to forswear it: they would else have married me to the rotten medlar.
 

Duke.  Sir, your company is fairer than honest. Rest you well.
 

Lucio.  By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the lane’s end. If bawdy talk offend you, we’ll have very little of it. Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr; I shall stick.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene IV.
 

A Room in ANGELO’S House.
 

Enter ANGELO and ESCALUS.
 

Escal.  Every letter he hath writ hath disvouched other.
 

Ang.  In most uneven and distracted manner. His actions show much like to madness: pray heaven his wisdom be not tainted! And why meet him at the gates, and redeliver our authorities there?
 

Escal.  I guess not.   5
 

Ang.  And why should we proclaim it in an hour before his entering, that if any crave redress of injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in the street?
 

Escal.  He shows his reason for that: to have a dispatch of complaints, and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which shall then have no power to stand against us.
 

Ang.  Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim’d:
Betimes i’ the morn I’ll call you at your house;
Give notice to such men of sort and suit   10
As are to meet him.
 

Escal.  I shall, sir: fare you well.
 

Ang.  Good night. — [Exit ESCALUS.
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant
And dull to all proceedings. A deflower’d maid,   15
And by an eminent body that enforc’d
The law against it! But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss,
How might she tongue me! Yet reason dares her no:
For my authority bears so credent bulk,   20
That no particular scandal once can touch:
But it confounds the breather. He should have liv’d,
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense,
Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge,
By so receiving a dishonour’d life   25
With ransom of such shame. Would yet he had liv’d!
Alack! when once our grace we have forgot,
Nothing goes right: we would, and we would not.  [Exit.
 




Act IV. Scene V.
 

Fields without the Town.
 

Enter DUKE, in his own habit, and FRIAR PETER.
 

Duke.  These letters at fit time deliver me.  [Giving letters.
The provost knows our purpose and our plot.
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction,   5
And hold you ever to our special drift,
Though sometimes you do blench from this to that,
As cause doth minister. Go call at Flavius’ house,
And tell him where I stay: give the like notice
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus,   10
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate;
But send me Flavius first.
 

F. Peter.        It shall be speeded well.  [Exit.
 

Enter VARRIUS.
 

Duke.  I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made good haste.   15
Come, we will walk. There’s other of our friends
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius.  [Exeunt.
 




Act IV. Scene VI.
 

Street near the City Gate.
 

Enter ISABELLA and MARIANA.
 

Isab.  To speak so indirectly I am loath:
I would say the truth; but to accuse him so,
That is your part: yet I’m advis’d to do it;   5
He says, to veil full purpose.
 

Mari.        Be rul’d by him.
 

Isab.  Besides, he tells me that if peradventure
He speak against me on the adverse side,
I should not think it strange; for ’tis a physic   10
That’s bitter to sweet end.
 

Mari.  I would, Friar Peter — 
 

Isab.        O, peace! the friar is come.
 

Enter FRIAR PETER.
 

F. Peter.  Come; I have found you out a stand most fit,   15
Where you may have such vantage on the duke,
He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets sounded:
The generous and gravest citizens
Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The duke is ent’ring: therefore hence, away!  [Exeunt.   20
 




Act V. Scene I.
 

A public Place near the City Gate.
 

MARIANA, veiled, ISABELLA, and FRIAR PETER, at their stand. Enter DUKE, VARRIUS, Lords, ANGELO, ESCALUS, LUCIO, PROVOST, Officers, and Citizens at several doors.
 

Duke.  My very worthy cousin, fairly met!
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you.
 

Ang., Escal.  Happy return be to your royal Grace!   5
 

Duke.  Many and hearty thankings to you both.
We have made inquiry of you; and we hear
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,
Forerunning more requital.   10
 

Ang.  You make my bonds still greater.
 

Duke.  O! your desert speaks loud; and I should wrong it,
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom,
When it deserves, with characters of brass,
A forted residence ‘gainst the tooth of time   15
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand,
And let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim
Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus,
You must walk by us on our other hand;   20
And good supporters are you.
 

FRIAR PETER and ISABELLA come forward.
 

F. Peter.  Now is your time: speak loud and kneel before him.
 

Isab.  Justice, O royal duke! Vail your regard
Upon a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maid!   25
O worthy prince! dishonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object
Till you have heard me in my true complaint
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice!
 

Duke.  Relate your wrongs: in what? by whom? Be brief;   30
Here is Lord Angelo, shall give you justice:
Reveal yourself to him.
 

Isab.        O worthy duke!
You bid me seek redemption of the devil.
Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak   35
Must either punish me, not being believ’d,
Or wring redress from you. Hear me, O, hear me, here!
 

Ang.  My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm:
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother
Cut off by course of justice, — 40
 

Isab.        By course of justice!
 

Ang.  And she will speak most bitterly and strange.
 

Isab.  Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak.
That Angelo’s forsworn, is it not strange?
That Angelo’s a murderer, is ‘t not strange?   45
That Angelo is an adulterous thief,
A hypocrite, a virgin-violator;
Is it not strange, and strange?
 

Duke.        Nay, it is ten times strange.
 

Isab.  It is not truer he is Angelo   50
Than this is all as true as it is strange;
Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth
To the end of reckoning.
 

Duke.        Away with her! poor soul,
She speaks this in the infirmity of sense.   55
 

Isab.  O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ’st
There is another comfort than this world,
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion
That I am touch’d with madness. Make not impossible
That which but seems unlike. ’Tis not impossible   60
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground,
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute
As Angelo; even so may Angelo,
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms,
Be an arch-villain. Believe it, royal prince:   65
If he be less, he’s nothing; but he’s more,
Had I more name for badness.
 

Duke.        By mine honesty,
If she be mad, — as I believe no other, — 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense,   70
Such a dependency of thing on thing,
As e’er I heard in madness.
 

Isab.        O gracious duke!
Harp not on that; nor do not banish reason
For inequality; but let your reason serve   75
To make the truth appear where it seems hid,
And hide the false seems true.
 

Duke.        Many that are not mad
Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would you say?
 

Isab.  I am the sister of one Claudio,   80
Condemn’d upon the act of fornication
To lose his head; condemn’d by Angelo.
I, in probation of a sisterhood,
Was sent to by my brother; one Lucio
As then the messenger, — 85
 

Lucio.        That’s I, an ‘t like your Grace:
I came to her from Claudio, and desir’d her
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo
For her poor brother’s pardon.
 

Isab.        That’s he indeed.   90
 

Duke.  You were not bid to speak.
 

Lucio.        No, my good lord;
Nor wish’d to hold my peace.
 

Duke.        I wish you now, then;
Pray you, take note of it; and when you have   95
A business for yourself, pray heaven you then
Be perfect.
 

Lucio.  I warrant your honour.
 

Duke.  The warrant’s for yourself: take heed to it.
 

Isab.  This gentleman told somewhat of my tale, — 100
 

Lucio.  Right.
 

Duke.  It may be right; but you are in the wrong
To speak before your time. Proceed.
 

Isab.        I went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy.   105
 

Duke.  That’s somewhat madly spoken.
 

Isab.        Pardon it;
The phrase is to the matter.
 

Duke.  Mended again: the matter; proceed.
 

Isab.  In brief, to set the needless process by,   110
How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d,
How he refell’d me, and how I replied, — 
For this was of much length, — the vile conclusion
I now begin with grief and shame to utter.
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body   115
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,
Release my brother; and, after much debatement,
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour,
And I did yield to him. But the next morn betimes,
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant   120
For my poor brother’s head.
 

Duke.        This is most likely!
 

Isab.  O, that it were as like as it is true!
 

Duke.  By heaven, fond wretch! thou know’st not what thou speak’st,
Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour   125
In hateful practice. First, his integrity
Stands without blemish; next, it imports no reason
That with such vehemency he should pursue
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended,
He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself,   130
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set you on:
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice
Thou cam’st here to complain.
 

Isab.        And is this all?
Then, O you blessed ministers above,   135
Keep me in patience; and, with ripen’d time
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenance! Heaven shield your Grace from woe,
As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go!
 

Duke.  I know you’d fain be gone. An officer!   140
To prison with her! Shall we thus permit
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall
On him so near us? This needs must be a practice.
Who knew of your intent and coming hither?
 

Isab.  One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick.   145
 

Duke.  A ghostly father, belike. Who knows that Lodowick?
 

Lucio.  My lord, I know him; ’tis a meddling friar;
I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord,
For certain words he spake against your Grace
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly.   150
 

Duke.  Words against me! This’ a good friar, belike!
And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute! Let this friar be found.
 

Lucio.  But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar,
I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar,   155
A very scurvy fellow.
 

F. Peter.        Bless’d be your royal Grace!
I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus’d. First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute,   160
Who is as free from touch or soil with her,
As she from one ungot.
 

Duke.        We did believe no less.
Know you that Friar Lodowick that she speaks of?
 

F. Peter.  I know him for a man divine and holy;   165
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler,
As he’s reported by this gentleman;
And, on my trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, misreport your Grace.
 

Lucio.  My lord, most villanously; believe it.   170
 

F. Peter.  Well; he in time may come to clear himself,
But at this instant he is sick, my lord,
Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request,
Being come to knowledge that there was complaint
Intended ‘gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither,   175
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true and false; and what he with his oath
And all probation will make up full clear,
Whensoever he’s convented. First, for this woman,
To justify this worthy nobleman,   180
So vulgarly and personally accus’d,
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes,
Till she herself confess it.
 

Duke.        Good friar, let’s hear it.  [ISABELLA is carried off guarded; and MARIANA comes forward.
Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo? — 185
O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools!
Give us some seats. Come, cousin Angelo;
In this I’ll be impartial; be you judge
Of your own cause. Is this the witness, friar?
First, let her show her face, and after speak.   190
 

Mari.  Pardon, my lord; I will not show my face
Until my husband bid me.
 

Duke.        What, are you married?
 

Mari.  No, my lord.
 

Duke.        Are you a maid?   195
 

Mari.        No, my lord.
 

Duke.  A widow, then?
 

Mari.        Neither, my lord.
 

Duke.        Why, you
Are nothing, then: neither maid, widow, nor wife?   200
 

Lucio.  My lord, she may be a punk; for many of them are neither maid, widow, nor wife.
 

Duke.  Silence that fellow: I would he had some cause
To prattle for himself.
 

Lucio.  Well, my lord.
 

Mari.  My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married;   205
And I confess besides I am no maid:
I have known my husband yet my husband knows not
That ever he knew me.
 

Lucio.  He was drunk then my lord: it can be no better.
 

Duke.  For the benefit of silence, would thou wert so too!   210
 

Lucio.  Well, my lord.
 

Duke.  This is no witness for Lord Angelo.
 

Mari.  Now I come to ‘t, my lord:
She that accuses him of fornication,
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband;   215
And charges him, my lord, with such a time,
When, I’ll depose, I had him in mine arms,
With all th’ effect of love.
 

Ang.  Charges she moe than me?
 

Mari.        Not that I know.   220
 

Duke.  No? you say your husband.
 

Mari.  Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo,
Who thinks he knows that he ne’er knew my body
But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s.
 

Ang.  This is a strange abuse. Let’s see thy face.   225
 

Mari.  My husband bids me; now I will unmask.  [Unveiling.
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo,
Which once thou swor’st was worth the looking on:
This is the hand which, with a vow’d contract,
Was fast belock’d in thine: this is the body   230
That took away the match from Isabel,
And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her imagin’d person.
 

Duke.        Know you this woman?
 

Lucio.  Carnally, she says.   235
 

Duke.        Sirrah, no more!
 

Lucio.  Enough, my lord.
 

Ang.  My lord, I must confess I know this woman;
And five years since there was some speech of marriage
Betwixt myself and her, which was broke off,   240
Partly for that her promised proportions
Came short of composition; but, in chief
For that her reputation was disvalu’d
In levity: since which time of five years
I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her,   245
Upon my faith and honour.
 

Mari.        Noble prince,
As there comes light from heaven and words from breath,
As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue,
I am affianc’d this man’s wife as strongly   250
As words could make up vows: and, my good lord,
But Tuesday night last gone in ‘s garden-house
He knew me as a wife. As this is true,
Let me in safety raise me from my knees
Or else for ever be confixed here,   255
A marble monument.
 

Ang.        I did but smile till now:
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice;
My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive
These poor informal women are no more   260
But instruments of some more mightier member
That sets them on. Let me have way, my lord,
To find this practice out.
 

Duke.        Ay, with my heart;
And punish them unto your height of pleasure.   265
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman,
Compact with her that’s gone, think’st thou thy oaths,
Though they would swear down each particular saint,
Were testimonies against his worth and credit
That’s seal’d in approbation? You, Lord Escalus,   270
Sit with my cousin; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis deriv’d.
There is another friar that set them on;
Let him be sent for.
 

F. Peter.  Would he were here, my lord; for he indeed   275
Hath set the women on to this complaint:
Your provost knows the place where he abides
And he may fetch him.
 

Duke.  Go do it instantly.  [Exit PROVOST.
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin,   280
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,
Do with your injuries as seems you best,
In any chastisement: I for awhile will leave you;
But stir not you, till you have well determin’d
Upon these slanderers.   285
 

Escal.  My lord, we’ll do it throughly. — [Exit DUKE.
Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that
Friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person?
 

Lucio.  Cucullus non facit monachum: honest in nothing, but in his clothes; and one that hath spoke most villanous speeches of the duke.
 

Escal.  We shall entreat you to abide here till he come and enforce them against him. We shall find this friar a notable fellow.   290
 

Lucio.  As any in Vienna, on my word.
 

Escal.  Call that same Isabel here once again: I would speak with her.  [Exit an Attendant.]  Pray you, my lord, give me leave to question; you shall see how I’ll handle her.
 

Lucio.  Not better than he, by her own report.
 

Escal.  Say you?
 

Lucio.  Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her privately, she would sooner confess: perchance, publicly, she’ll be ashamed.   295
 

Escal.  I will go darkly to work with her.
 

Lucio.  That’s the way: for women are light at midnight.
 

Re-enter Officers with ISABELLA.
 

Escal.  [To ISAB.]  Come on, mistress: here’s a gentlewoman denies all that you have said.
 

Lucio.  My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of; here with the provost.   300
 

Escal.  In very good time: speak not you to him, till we call upon you.
 

Enter DUKE, disguised as a friar, and PROVOST.
 

Lucio.  Mum.
 

Escal.  Come, sir. Did you set these women on to slander Lord Angelo? they have confessed you did.
 

Duke.  ’Tis false.   305
 

Escal.  How! know you where you are?
 

Duke.  Respect to your great place! and let the devil
Be sometime honour’d for his burning throne.
Where is the duke? ’tis he should hear me speak.
 

Escal.  The duke’s in us, and we will hear you speak:   310
Look you speak justly.
 

Duke.  Boldly, at least. But, O, poor souls!
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox?
Good night to your redress! Is the duke gone?
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust,   315
Thus to retort your manifest appeal,
And put your trial in the villain’s mouth
Which here you come to accuse.
 

Lucio.  This is the rascal: this is he I spoke of.
 

Escal.  Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d friar!   320
Is ‘t not enough thou hast suborn’d these women
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth,
And in the witness of his proper ear,
To call him villain?
And then to glance from him to the duke himself.   325
To tax him with injustice? take him hence;
To the rack with him! We’ll touse you joint by joint,
But we will know his purpose. What! ‘unjust’?
 

Duke.  Be not so hot; the duke
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine than he   330
Dare rack his own: his subject am I not,
Nor here provincial. My business in this state
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble
Till it o’er-run the stew: laws for all faults,   335
But faults so countenanc’d, that the strong statutes
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop,
As much in mock as mark.
 

Escal.  Slander to the state! Away with him to prison!
 

Ang.  What can you vouch against him, Signior Lucio?   340
Is this the man that you did tell us of?
 

Lucio.  ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman bald-pate: do you know me?
 

Duke.  I remember you, sir, by the sound of your voice: I met you at the prison, in the absence of the duke.
 

Lucio.  O! did you so? And do you remember what you said of the duke?
 

Duke.  Most notedly, sir.   345
 

Lucio.  Do you so, sir? And was the duke a flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to be?
 

Duke.  You must, sir, change persons with me, ere you make that my report: you, indeed, spoke so of him; and much more, much worse.
 

Lucio.  O thou damnable fellow! Did not I pluck thee by the nose for thy speeches?
 

Duke.  I protest I love the duke as I love myself.
 

Ang.  Hark how the villain would close now, after his treasonable abuses!   350
 

Escal.  Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal.
Away with him to prison! Where is the provost?
Away with him to prison! Lay bolts enough on him, let him speak no more. Away with those giglots too, and with the other confederate companion!  [The PROVOST lays hands on the DUKE.
 

Duke.  Stay, sir; stay awhile.
 

Ang.  What! resists he? Help him, Lucio.   355
 

Lucio.  Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foh! sir. Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal, you must be hooded, must you? show your knave’s visage, with a pox to you! show your sheepbiting face, and be hanged an hour! Will ‘t not off?  [Pulls off the friar’s hood, and discovers the DUKE.]
 

Duke.  Thou art the first knave that e’er made a duke.
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three.
[To LUCIO.]  Sneak not away, sir; for the friar and you
Must have a word anon. Lay hold on him.   360
 

Lucio.  This may prove worse than hanging.
 

Duke.  [To ESCALUS.]  What you have spoke I pardon; sit you down:
We’ll borrow place of him.  [To ANGELO.]  Sir, by your leave.
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence,
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast,   365
Rely upon it till my tale be heard,
And hold no longer out.
 

Ang.        O my dread lord!
I should be guiltier than my guiltiness,
To think I can be undiscernible   370
When I perceive your Grace, like power divine,
Hath look’d upon my passes. Then, good prince,
No longer session hold upon my shame,
But let my trial be mine own confession:
Immediate sentence then and sequent death   375
Is all the grace I beg.
 

Duke.        Come hither, Mariana,
Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman?
 

Ang.  I was, my lord.
 

Duke.  Go take her hence, and marry her instantly.   380
Do you the office, friar; which consummate,
Return him here again. Go with him, provost.  [Exeunt ANGELO, MARIANA, FRIAR PETER, and PROVOST.
 

Escal.  My lord, I am more amaz’d at his dishonour
Than at the strangeness of it.
 

Duke.        Come hither, Isabel.   385
Your friar is now your prince: as I was then
Advertising and holy to your business,
Not changing heart with habit, I am still
Attorney’d at your service.
 

Isab.        O, give me pardon,   390
That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d
Your unknown sovereignty!
 

Duke.        You are pardon’d, Isabel:
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.
Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart;   395
And you may marvel why I obscur’d myself,
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid!
It was the swift celerity of his death,   400
Which I did think with slower foot came on,
That brain’d my purpose: but, peace be with him!
That life is better life, past fearing death,
Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort,
So happy is your brother.   405
 

Isab.        I do, my lord.
 

Re-enter ANGELO, MARIANA, FRIAR PETER, and PROVOST.
 

Duke.  For this new-married man approaching here,
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon   410
For Mariana’s sake. But as he adjudg’d your brother, — 
Being criminal, in double violation
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach,
Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life, — 
The very mercy of the law cries out   415
Most audible, even from his proper tongue,
‘An Angelo for Claudio, death for death!’
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure,
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure.
Then, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested,   420
Which, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee vantage.
We do condemn thee to the very block
Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like haste.
Away with him!
 

Mari.        O, my most gracious lord!   425
I hope you will not mock me with a husband.
 

Duke.  It is your husband mock’d you with a husband.
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,
I thought your marriage fit; else imputation,
For that he knew you, might reproach your life   430
And choke your good to come. For his possessions,
Although by confiscation they are ours,
We do instate and widow you withal,
To buy you a better husband.
 

Mari.        O my dear lord!   435
I crave no other, nor no better man.
 

Duke.  Never crave him; we are definitive.
 

Mari.  [Kneeling.]  Gentle my liege, — 
 

Duke.        You do but lose your labour.
Away with him to death!  [To LUCIO.]  Now, sir, to you.   440
 

Mari.  O my good lord! Sweet Isabel, take my part:
Lend me your knees, and, all my life to come,
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service.
 

Duke.  Against all sense you do importune her:
Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact,   445
Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break,
And take her hence in horror.
 

Mari.        Isabel,
Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me:
Hold up your hands, say nothing, I’ll speak all.   450
They say best men are moulded out of faults,
And, for the most, become much more the better
For being a little bad: so may my husband.
O, Isabel! will you not lend a knee?
 

Duke.  He dies for Claudio’s death.   455
 

Isab.        [Kneeling.]  Most bounteous sir,
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d,
As if my brother liv’d. I partly think
A due sincerity govern’d his deeds,
Till he did look on me: since it is so,   460
Let him not die. My brother had but justice,
In that he did the thing for which he died:
For Angelo,
His act did not o’ertake his bad intent;
And must be buried but as an intent   465
That perish’d by the way. Thoughts are no subjects;
Intents but merely thoughts.
 

Mari.        Merely, my lord.
 

Duke.  Your suit’s unprofitable: stand up, I say.
I have bethought me of another fault.   470
Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour?
 

Prov.        It was commanded so.
 

Duke.  Had you a special warrant for the deed?
 

Prov.  No, my good lord; it was by private message.   475
 

Duke.  For which I do discharge you of your office:
Give up your keys.
 

Prov.        Pardon me, noble lord:
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not,
Yet did repent me, after more advice;   480
For testimony whereof, one in the prison,
That should by private order else have died
I have reserv’d alive.
 

Duke.        What’s he?
 

Prov.        His name is Barnardine.   485
 

Duke.  I would thou hadst done so by Claudio.
Go, fetch him hither: let me look upon him.  [Exit PROVOST.
 

Escal.  I am sorry, one so learned and so wise
As you, Lord Angelo, have still appear’d,
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood,   490
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward.
 

Ang.  I am sorry that such sorrow I procure;
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart
That I crave death more willingly than mercy:
’Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.   495
 

Re-enter PROVOST, with BARNARDINE, CLAUDIO muffled, and JULIET.
 

Duke.  Which is that Barnardine?
 

Prov.        This, my lord.
 

Duke.  There was a friar told me of this man.
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul,   500
That apprehends no further than this world,
And squar’st thy life according. Thou’rt condemn’d:
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all,
And pray thee take this mercy to provide
For better times to come. Friar, advise him:   505
I leave him to your hand. — What muffled fellow’s that?
 

Prov.  This is another prisoner that I sav’d,
That should have died when Claudio lost his head,
As like almost to Claudio as himself.  [Unmuffles CLAUDIO.
 

Duke.  [To ISABELLA.]  If he be like your brother, for his sake   510
Is he pardon’d; and, for your lovely sake
Give me your hand and say you will be mine,
He is my brother too. But fitter time for that.
By this, Lord Angelo perceives he’s safe:
Methinks I see a quickening in his eye.   515
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well:
Look that you love your wife; her worth worth yours. — 
I find an apt remission in myself,
And yet here’s one in place I cannot pardon. — 
[To LUCIO.]  You, sirrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward,   520
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman:
Wherein have I so deserv’d of you,
That you extol me thus?
 

Lucio.  ‘Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to the trick. If you will hang me for it, you may; but I had rather it would please you I might be whipped.
 

Duke.  Whipp’d first, sir, and hang’d after.   525
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city,
If any woman’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow, — 
As I have heard him swear himself there’s one
Whom he begot with child, let her appear,
And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d,   530
Let him be whipp’d and hang’d.
 

Lucio.  I beseech your highness, do not marry me to a whore. Your highness said even now, I made you a duke: good my lord, do not recompense me in making me a cuckold.
 

Duke.  Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her.
Thy slanders I forgive; and therewithal
Remit thy other forfeits. Take him to prison,   535
And see our pleasure herein executed.
 

Lucio.  Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to death, whipping, and hanging.
 

Duke.  Slandering a prince deserves it.
She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you restore.
Joy to you, Mariana! love her, Angelo:   540
I have confess’d her and I know her virtue.
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness:
There’s more behind that is more gratulate.
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy;
We shall employ thee in a worthier place.   545
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s:
The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel,
I have a motion much imports your good;
Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline,   550
What’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine.
So, bring us to our palace; where we’ll show
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should know.  [Exeunt.
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Prologue
 

Howe’er th’ intents and appetites of men
Are different as their faces, how and when
T’ employ their actions, yet all without strife
Meet in this point: Anything for a Quiet Life.
Nor is there one, I think, that’s hither come
For his delight, but would find peace at home
On any terms. The lawyer does not cease
To talk himself into a sweat without pain,
And so his fees buy quiet, ’tis his gain:
The poor man does endure the scorching sun,
And feels no weariness, his day-labour done,
So his wife entertain him with a smile,
And thank his travail, though she slept the while.
This being in men of all conditions true,
Does give our play a name; and if to you
It yield content, and usual delight,
For our parts we shall sleep secure tonight.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

Sir Francis Cressingham’s house
 

Enter the Lord Beaufort and Sir Francis Cressingham.
 

BEAUFORT
Away, I am asham’d of your proceedings,
And, seriously, you have in this one act
Overthrown the reputation the world
Held of your wisdom.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Why, sir?
 

BEAUFORT
Can you not see
Your error? That having buried so good a wife
Not a month since, one that — to speak the truth,
Had all those excellencies which our books
Have only feign’d to make a complete wife,
Most exactly in her in practice — and to marry
A girl of fifteen, one bred up i’ th’ court,
That by all consonancy of reason, is like
To cross your estate. Why, one new gown of hers,
When ’tis paid for, will eat you out of the keeping
Of a bountiful Christmas. I am asham’d of you,
For you shall make too dear a proof of it,
I fear, that in the election of a wife,
As in a project of war, to err but once
Is to be undone forever.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Good my lord,
I do beseech you let your better judgment
Go along with your reprehension.
 

BEAUFORT
So it does,
And can find nought to extenuate your fault,
But your dotage: you are a man well sunk in years,
And to graft such a young blossom into your stock,
Is the next way to make every carnal eye
Bespeak your injury. Troth, I pity her too;
She was not made to wither and go out
By painted fires, that yields her no more heat
Than to be lodg’d in some bleak banqueting house
I’ th’ dead of winter. And what follows then?
Your shame, and the ruin of your children, and there’s
The end of a rash bargain.
 

SIR FRANCIS
With your pardon,
That she is young is true; but that discretion
Has gone beyond her years, and overta’en
Those of maturer age, does more improve
Her goodness. I confess she was bred at court,
But so retiredly, that as still the best
In some place is to be learnt there, so her life
Did rectify itself more by the court chapel
Than by the office of the revels; best of all virtues
Are to be found at court, and where you meet
With writings contrary to this known truth,
They are framed by men that never were so happy
To be planted there to know it: for the difference
Between her youth and mine, if you will read
A matron’s sober staidness in her eye,
And all the other grave demeanour fitting
The governess of a house, you’ll then confess
There’s no disparity between us.
 

Enter Master Water Chamlet.
 

BEAUFORT
Come, come, you read
What you would her to be, not what she is.
Oh, Master Water Chamlet, you are welcome.
 

CHAMLET
I thank your lordship.
 

BEAUFORT
And what news stirring in Cheapside?
 

CHAMLET
Nothing new there, my lord, but the Standard.
 

BEAUFORT
Oh, that’s a monument your wives take great delight in; I do hear you are grown a mighty purchaser. I hope shortly to find you a continual resident upon the north aisle of the Exchange.
 

CHAMLET
Where? With the Scotchmen?
 

BEAUFORT
No, sir, with the aldermen.
 

CHAMLET
Believe it, I am a poor commoner.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Come, you are warm, and blest with a fair wife.
 

CHAMLET
There’s it: her going brave has the only virtue to improve my credit in the subsidy book.
 

BEAUFORT
But I pray, how thrives your new plantation of silkworms, those I saw last summer at your garden?
 

CHAMLET
They are remov’d, sir.
 

BEAUFORT
Whither?
 

CHAMLET
This winter my wife has remov’d them home to a fair chamber, where diverse courtiers use to come and see them, and my wife carries them up; I think shortly, what with the store of visitants, they’ll prove as chargeable to me as the morrow after Simon and Jude, only excepting the taking down and setting up again of my glass windows.
 

BEAUFORT
That a man of your estate should be so gripple-minded, and repining at his wife’s bounty!
 

SIR FRANCIS
There are no such ridiculous things i’ th’ world as those love money better than themselves; for though they have understanding to know riches, a mind to seek them, and a wit to find them, and policy to keep them, and long life to possess them, yet commonly they have withal such a false sight, such blear’d eyes, all their wealth when it lies before them does seem poverty, and such a one are you.
 

CHAMLET
Good Sir Francis, you have had sore eyes too: you have been a gamester, but you have given it o’er, and to redeem the vice belong’d to’t, now you entertain certain [parcels] of silenc’d ministers, which I think will equally undo you. Yet should these waste you but lenitively, your devising new watermill[s] for recovery of drown’d land, and certain dreams you have in alchemy to find the philosopher’s stone, will certainly draw you to th’ bottom. I speak freely, sir, and would not have you angry, for I love you.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I am deeply in your books for furnishing my late wedding. Have you brought a note of the particulars?
 

CHAMLET
No, sir; at more leisure.
 

SIR FRANCIS
What comes the sum to?
 

CHAMLET
For tissue, cloth of gold, velvets and silks, about fifteen hundred pounds.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Your money is ready.
 

CHAMLET
Sir, I thank you.
 

SIR FRANCIS
And how does my two young children, whom I have put to board with you?
 

BEAUFORT
Have you put forth two of your children already?
 

SIR FRANCIS
’Twas my wife’s discretion to have it so.
 

BEAUFORT
Come, ’tis the first principle in a mother-in-law’s chop-logic to divide the family, to remove from forth your sight the object[s] that her cunning knows would dull her insinuation. Had you been a kind father, it would have been your practice every day to have preach’d to these two young ones carefully your late wife’s funeral sermon. ‘Las, poor souls, are they turn’d so soon a-grazing?
 

Enter George Cressingham and Franklin.
 

CHAMLET
My lord, they are plac’d where they shall be respected as mine own.
 

BEAUFORT
I make no question of it, good Master Chamlet.
[To Sir Francis] See here your eldest son, [George] Cressingham.
 

SIR FRANCIS
You have displeas’d and griev’d your mother-in-law,
And till you have made submission and procur’d
Her pardon, I’ll not know you for my son.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I have wrought her no offense, sir. The difference
Grew about certain jewels which my mother,
By your consent, lying upon her deathbed,
Bequeath’d to her three children; these I demanded,
And being denied these, thought this sin of hers,
To violate so gentle a request
Of her predecessor, was an ill foregoing
Of a mother-in-law’s harsh nature.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Sir, understand
My will mov’d in her denial: you have jewels,
To pawn or sell them. Sirrah, I will have you
As obedient to this woman as to myself;
Till then, you are none of mine.
 

CHAMLET
Oh, Master George,
Be rul’d, do anything for a quiet life!
Your father’s peace of life moves in it too.
I have a wife: when she is in the sullens,
Like a cook’s dog that you see turn a wheel,
She will be sure to go and hide herself
Out of the way dinner and supper, and in
These fits Bow Bell is a still organ to her.
When we were married first, I well remember,
Her railing did appear but a vision,
Till certain scratches on my hand and face
Assur’d me it was substantial. She’s a creature
Uses to waylay my faults, and more desires
To find them out than to have them amended.
She has a book, which I may truly nominate
Her Black Book, for she remembers in it
In short items all my misdemeanours,
As: Item, such a day I was got fox’d with foolish metheglin in the company of certain Welsh chapmen; item, such a day being at the Artillery Garden, one of my neighbours in courtesy to salute me with his musket, set afire my fustian-and-apes breeches; such a day I lost fifty pound in hugger-mugger at dice in the quest-house; item, I lent money to a sea captain on his bare “Confound him, he would pay me again the next morning,” and such like,
For which she rail’d upon me when I should sleep,
And that’s, you know, intolerable, for indeed
‘Twill tame an elephant.
 

CRESSINGHAM
’Tis a shrewd vexation,
But your discretion, sir, does bear it out
With a month’s sufferance.
 

CHAMLET
Yes, and I would wish you
To follow mine example.
 

FRANKLIN
Here’s small comfort,
George, from your father: here’s a lord whom I
Have long depended upon for employment; I will see
If my suit will thrive better. [To Beaufort] Please your lordship,
You know I am a younger brother, and my fate,
Throwing me upon the late ill-starr’d voyage
To Guiana, failing of our golden hopes,
I and my ship address’d ourselves to serve
The duke of Florence.
 

BEAUFORT
Yes, I understood it so.
 

FRANKLIN
Who gave me both encouragement and means
To do him some small service ‘gainst the Turk;
Being settled there, both in his pay and trust,
Your lordship, minding to rig forth a ship
To trade for the East Indies, sent for me,
And what your promise was, if I would leave
So great a fortune to become your servant,
Your letters yet can witness.
 

BEAUFORT
Yes, what follows?
 

FRANKLIN
That for aught I perceive, your former purpose
Is quite forgotten: I have stayed here two months
And find your intended voyage but a dream,
And the ship you talk of as imaginary,
As that the astronomers point at in the clouds.
I have spent two thousand ducats since my arrival;
Men that have command, my lord, at sea cannot live
Ashore without money.
 

BEAUFORT
Know, sir, a late purchase
Which cost me a great sum has diverted me
From my former purpose; besides, suits in law
Do every term so trouble me by land,
I have forgot going by water. If you please
To rank yourself among my followers,
You shall be welcome, and I’ll make your means
Better than any gentleman’s I keep.
 

FRANKLIN
Some twenty mark a year! Will that maintain
Scarlet and gold lace, play at th’ ordinary,
And bevers at the tavern?
 

BEAUFORT
I had thought
To prefer you to have been captain of a ship
That’s bound for the Red Sea.
 

FRANKLIN
What hinders it?
 

BEAUFORT
Why, certainly, the merchants are possess’d
You have been a pirate.
 

FRANKLIN
Say I were one still,
If I were past the Line once, why methinks
I should do them better service.
 

Enter Knavesbee.
 

BEAUFORT
Pray, forbear.
Here’s a gentleman whose business
Must engross me wholly.
 

[Cressingham takes Franklin aside as Beaufort and Knavesbee talk.]
 

CRESSINGHAM
What’s he? Dost thou know him?
 

FRANKLIN
A pox upon him! A very knave and rascal
That goes a-hunting with the penal statutes;
And good for nought but to persuade their lords
To rack their rents, and give o’er housekeeping.
Such caterpillars may hang at their lord’s ears
When better men are neglected.
 

CRESSINGHAM
What’s his name?
 

FRANKLIN
Knavesbee.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Knavesbee!
 

FRANKLIN
One that deals in a tenth share
About projections: he and his partners, when
They have got a suit once past the seal, will so
Wrangle about partition, and sometimes
They fall to th’ ears about it, like your fencers,
That cudgel one another by patent; you shall see him
So terribly bedash’d in a Michaelmas term
Coming from Westminster, that you would swear
He were lighted from a horse race. Hang him, hang him!
He’s a scurvy informer; h’as more cozenage in him
Than is in five travelling lotteries.
To feed a kite with the carrion of this knave
When he’s dead, and reclaim her, oh, she would prove
An excellent hawk for talon! H’as a fair creature
To his wife too, and a witty rogue it is,
And some men think this knave will wink at small faults.
But, honest George, what shall become of us now?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Faith, I am resolv’d to set up my rest
For the Low Countries.
 

FRANKLIN
To serve there?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Yes, certain.
 

FRANKLIN
There’s thin commons; besides, they have added one day
More to th’ week than was in the creation.
Art thou valiant? Art thou valiant, George?
 

CRESSINGHAM
I may be, and I be put [to]’t.
 

FRANKLIN
O never fear that;
Thou canst not live two hours after thy landing
Without a quarrel. Thou must resolve to fight,
Or, like a sumner, thou’lt be bastanado’d
At every town’s end. You shall have gallants there
As ragged as the fall o’ th’ leaf, that live
In Holland, where the finest linen’s made,
And yet wear ne’er a shirt. These will not only
Quarrel with a newcomer when they are drunk,
But they will quarrel with any man has means
To be drunk afore them. Follow my council, George,
Thou shalt not go o’er; we’ll live here i’ th’ city.
 

CRESSINGHAM
But how?
 

FRANKLIN
How? Why, as other gallants do
That feed high, and play copiously, yet brag
They have but nine pound a year to live on. These have wit
To turn rich fools and gulls into quarter-days,
That bring them in certain payment. I have a project
Reflects upon yon merchant, Master Chamlet,
Shall put us into money.
 

CRESSINGHAM
What is’t?
 

FRANKLIN
Nay,
I will not stale it aforehand; ’tis a new one.
Nor cheating amongst gallants may seem strange;
Why, a reaching wit goes current on th’ Exchange.
 

Exeunt George Cressingham and Franklin.
 

KNAVESBEE
O my lord, I remember you and I were students together at Cambridge; but believe me, you went far beyond me.
 

BEAUFORT
When I studied there, I had so fantastical a brain, that like a felfare, frighted in winter by a birding-piece, I could settle nowhere: here and there a little of every several art, and away.
 

KNAVESBEE
Now my wit, though it were more dull, yet I went slowly on, and as diverse others, when I could not prove an excellent scholar, by a plodding patience I attain’d to be a petty lawyer; and I thank my dullness for’t. You may stamp in lead any figure, but in oil or quicksilver nothing can be imprinted, for they keep no certain station.
 

BEAUFORT
O, you tax me well of irresolution; but say, worthy friend, how thrives my weighty suit which I have trusted to your friendly bosom? Is there any hope to make me happy?
 

KNAVESBEE
’Tis yet questionable, for I have not broke the ice to her; an hour hence come to my house, and if it lie in man, be sure, as the law phrase says, I will create you lord paramount of your wishes.
 

BEAUFORT
O my best friend, and one that takes the hardest course i’ th’ world to make himself so!
 

[Exit Knavesbee.]
 

Sir, now I’ll take my leave.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Nay, good my lord; my wife is coming down.
 

Enter Lady Cressingham and Saunder.
 

BEAUFORT
Pray, pardon me, I have business so importunes me o’ th’ sudden, I cannot stay; deliver mine excuse, and in your ear this: let not a fair woman make you forget your children.
 

[Exit.]
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
What? Are you taking leave too?
 

CHAMLET
Yes, good madam.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
The rich stuff[s] which my husband bought of you, the works of them are too common. I have got a Dutch painter to draw patterns, which I’ll have sent to your factors, as in Italy, at Florence and Ragusa, where these stuffs are woven, to have pieces made for mine own wearing of a new invention.
 

CHAMLET
You may, lady, but ‘twill be somewhat chargeable.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Chargeable! What of that? If I live another year, I’ll have my agents shall lie for me at Paris, and at Venice, and at Valladolid in Spain, for intelligence of all new fashions.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Do, sweetest; thou deserv’st to be exquisite in all things.
 

CHAMLET
The two children to which you are mother-in-law would be repaired too; ’tis time they had new clothing.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
I pray, sir, do not trouble me with them;
They have a father indulgent and careful of them.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I am sorry you made the motion to her.
 

CHAMLET
I have done.
[Aside] He has run himself into a pretty dotage. — 
Madam, with your leave.
[Aside] He’s tied to a new law and a new wife,
Yet to my old proverb, “Anything for a Quiet Life.”
 

Exit Chamlet.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Good friend, I have a suit to you.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Dearest self, you most powerfully sway me.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
That you would give o’er this fruitless, if I may not say this idle, study of alchemy; why, half your house looks like a glass-house.
 

SAUNDER
And the smoke you make is a worse enemy to good housekeeping than tobacco.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Should one of your glasses break, it might bring you to a dead palsy.
 

SAUNDER
My lord, your quicksilver has made all your more solid gold and silver fly in fume.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I’ll be rul’d by you in anything.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Go, Saunder, break all the glasses.
 

SAUNDER
I fly to’t.
 

Exit Saunder.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Why, noble friend, would you find the true philosopher’s stone indeed, my good housewifery should do it. You understand I was bred up with a great courtly lady; do not think all women mind gay clothes and riot: there are some widows living have improv’d both their own fortunes and their children’s. Would you take my counsel, I’d advise you to sell your land.
 

SIR FRANCIS
My land!
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Yes, and the manor house upon’t: ’tis rotten. Oh, the new-fashion’d buildings brought from the Hague: ’tis stately! I have intelligence of a purchase, and the title sound, will for half the money you may sell yours for, bring you in more rent than yours now yields you.
 

SIR FRANCIS
If it be so good a pennyworth, I need not sell my land to purchase it: I’ll procure money to do it.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Where, sir?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Why, I’ll take it up at interest.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Never did any man thrive that purchas’d with use-money.
 

SIR FRANCIS
How come you to know these thrifty principles?
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
How? Why, my father was a lawyer, and died in the commission, and may not I by a natural instinct have a reaching that way? There are, on mine own knowledge, some divines’ daughters infinitely affected with reading controversies, and that, some think, has been a means to bring so many suits into the spiritual court. Pray, be advised, sell your land, and purchase more: I knew a peddlar by being merchant this way, is become lord of many manors. We should look to lengthen our estates as we do our lives;
 

Enter Saunder.
 

And though I am young, yet I am confident
Your able constitution of body
When you are past fourscore, shall keep you fresh
Till I arrive at the neglected year
That I am past childbearing, and yet [even] there
Quick’ning our faint heats in a soft embrace,
And kindling divine flames in fervent prayers,
We may both go out together, and one tomb
Quit our executors the rites of two.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Oh, you are so wise and so good in everything:
I move by your direction.
 

SAUNDER
[Aside] She has caught him!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

Knavesbee’s house
 

Enter Knavesbee and his wife [Sib]. Table.
 

KNAVESBEE
Have you drunk the eggs and muscadine I sent you?
 

[SIB]
No, they are too fulsome.
 

KNAVESBEE
Away, y’are a fool!
[Aside] How shall I begin to break the matter to her? — 
I do long, wife.
 

[SIB]
Long, sir?
 

KNAVESBEE
Long infinitely.
Sit down; there is a penitential motion in me,
Which if thou wilt but second, I shall be
One of the happiest men in Europe.
 

[SIB]
What might that be?
 

KNAVESBEE
I had last night one of the strangest dreams;
Methought I was thy confessor, thou mine,
And we reveal’d between us privately
How often we had wrong’d each other’s bed
Since we were married.
 

[SIB]
Came you drunk to bed?
There was a dream with a witness!
 

KNAVESBEE
No, no witness.
I dreamt nobody heard it but we two.
This dream, wife, do I long to put in act:
Let us confess each other, and I vow
Whatever thou hast done with that sweet corpse
In the way of natural frailty, I protest
Most freely I will pardon.
 

[SIB]
Go sleep again!
Was there ever such a motion?
 

KNAVESBEE
Nay, sweet woman,
And thou wilt not have me run mad with my desire,
Be persuaded to’t.
 

[SIB]
Well, be it your pleasure.
 

KNAVESBEE
But to answer truly.
 

[SIB]
O, most sincerely!
 

KNAVESBEE
Begin then: examine me first.
 

[SIB]
Why, I know not what to ask you.
 

KNAVESBEE
Let me see. Your father was a captain: demand of me how many dead pays I am to answer for in the muster-book of wedlock, by the martial fault of borrowing from my neighbours.
 

[SIB]
Troth, I can ask no such foolish questions.
 

KNAVESBEE
Why then, open confession I hope, dear wife, will merit freer pardon: I sinn’d twice with my laundress, and last circuit there was at Banbury a she-chamberlain that had a spice of purity, but at last I prevailed over her.
 

[SIB]
O, you are an ungracious husband!
 

KNAVESBEE
I have made a vow never to ride abroad but in thy company. Oh, a little drink makes me clamber like a monkey! Now, sweet wife, you have been an outlier too: which is best feed, in the forest or in the purlieus?
 

[SIB]
A foolish mind of you i’ this!
 

KNAVESBEE
Nay, sweet love, confess freely; I have given you the example.
 

[SIB]
Why, you know I went last year to [Sturbridge] Fair.
 

KNAVESBEE
Yes.
 

[SIB]
And being in Cambridge, a handsome scholar, one of [Emmanuel] College, fell in love with me.
 

KNAVESBEE
O, you sweet-breath’d monkey!
 

[SIB]
Go hang, you are so boisterous!
 

KNAVESBEE
But did this scholar show thee his chamber?
 

[SIB]
Yes.
 

KNAVESBEE
And didst thou like him?
 

[SIB]
Like him! Oh, he had the most enticing’st straw-colour’d beard, a woman with black eyes would have lov’d him like jet! He was the finest man, with a formal wit; and he had a fine dog that sure was whelp’d i’ th’ college, for he understood Latin.
 

KNAVESBEE
Pooh waw! This is nothing till I know what he did in’s chamber.
 

[SIB]
He burnt wormwood in’t to kill the fleas i’ th’ rushes.
 

KNAVESBEE
But what did he to thee there?
 

[SIB]
Some five-and-twenty years hence I may chance tell you. Fie upon you! What tricks, what crotchets are these? Have you plac’d anybody behind the arras to hear my confession? I heard one in England got a divorce from’s wife by such a trick; were I dispos’d now, I would make you as mad. You shall see me play the changeling.
 

KNAVESBEE
No, no, wife, you shall see me play the changeling: hadst thou confess’d, this other suit I’ll now prefer to thee would have been dispatch’d in a trice.
 

[SIB]
And what’s that, sir?
 

KNAVESBEE
Thou wilt wonder at it four-and-twenty years longer than nine days.
 

[SIB]
I would very fain hear it.
 

KNAVESBEE
There is a lord o’ th’ court, upon my credit, a most dear, honourable friend of mine, that must lie with thee. Do you laugh? ’Tis not come to that; you’ll laugh when you know who ’tis.
 

[SIB]
Are you stark mad?
 

KNAVESBEE
On my religion, I have past my word for’t.
’Tis the Lord Beaufort: thou art made happy forever!
The generous and bountiful Lord Beaufort!
You being both so excellent, ‘twere pity
If such rare pieces should not be conferred
And sampled together.
 

[SIB]
Do you mean seriously?
 

KNAVESBEE
As I hope for preferment.
 

[SIB]
And can you lose me thus?
 

KNAVESBEE
Lose you! I shall love you the better! Why, what’s the viewing any wardrobe or jewel-house without a companion to confer their likings? Yet now I view thee well, methinks thou art a rare monopoly, and great pity one man should enjoy thee.
 

[SIB]
This is pretty!
 

KNAVESBEE
Let’s divorce ourselves so long, or think I am gone to th’ Indies, or lie with him when I am asleep, for some Familists of Amsterdam will tell you [it] may be done with a safe conscience. Come, you wanton, what hurt can this do to you? I protest nothing so much as to keep company with an old woman has sore eyes: no more wrong than I do my beaver when I try it thus. [He rubs it against the fur, then smoothes it.] Look, this is all: smooth, and keeps fashion still.
 

[SIB]
You are one of the basest fellows.
 

KNAVESBEE
I look’d for chiding;
I do make this a kind of fortitude
The Romans never dreamt of: and ‘twere known,
I should be spoke and writ of when I am rotten,
For ’tis beyond example.
 

[SIB]
But, I pray, resolve me:
Suppose this done, could you ever love me after?
 

KNAVESBEE
I protest I never thought so well of thee
Till I knew he took a fancy to thee, like one
That has variety of choice meat before him,
Yet has no stomach to’t until he hear
Another praise.
 

Knock within.
 

Hark, my lord is coming.
 

[SIB]
Possible!
 

KNAVESBEE
And my preferment comes along with him. Be wise, mind your good, and to confute all reason in the world which thou canst urge against it. When ’tis done, we will be married again, wife, which some say is the only supersedeas about Limehouse to remove cuckoldry.
 

Enter Beaufort.
 

BEAUFORT
Come, are you ready to attend me to the court?
 

KNAVESBEE
Yes, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Is this fair one your wife?
 

KNAVESBEE
At your lordship’s service. I will look up some writings and return presently.
 

Exit Knavesbee.
 

[SIB]
[Aside] To see and the base fellow do not leave’s alone too!
 

BEAUFORT
’Tis an excellent habit this. Where were you born, sweet?
 

[SIB]
I am a Suffolk woman, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Believe it, every [county] you breathe on is the sweeter for you. Let me see your hand. [Attempting to take her hand from her glove] The case is loath to part with the jewel! Fairest one, I have skill in palmistry.
 

[SIB]
Good my lord, what do you find there?
 

BEAUFORT
In good earnest, I do find written here all my good fortune lies in your hand.
 

[SIB]
You’ll keep a very bad house then; you may see by the smallness of the table.
 

BEAUFORT
Who is your sweetheart?
 

[SIB]
Sweetheart!
 

BEAUFORT
Yes, come, I must sift you to know it.
 

[SIB]
I am a sieve too [coarse] for your lordship’s manchet.
 

BEAUFORT
Nay, pray you tell me, for I see your husband is an unhandsome fellow.
 

[SIB]
Oh, my lord, I took him by weight, not fashion. Goldsmiths’ wives taught me that way of bargain, and some ladies swerve not to follow the example.
 

BEAUFORT
But will you not tell me who is your private friend?
 

[SIB]
Yes, and you’ll tell me who is yours.
 

BEAUFORT
Shall I show you her?
 

[SIB]
Yes. When will you?
 

BEAUFORT
Instantly. [He hands her a mirror.] Look, there you may see her.
 

[SIB]
I’ll break the glass; ’tis now worth nothing.
 

BEAUFORT
Why?
 

[SIB]
You have made it a flattering one.
 

BEAUFORT
I have a summer-house for you: a fine place to flatter solitariness. Will you come and lie there?
 

[SIB]
No, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Your husband has promis’d me. Will you not?
 

[SIB]
I must wink, I tell you, or say nothing.
 

BEAUFORT
So, I’ll kiss you and wink too. [He kisses her.] Midnight is Cupid’s holiday.
 

Enter Knavesbee.
 

KNAVESBEE
[Aside] By this time ’tis concluded. — Will you go, my lord?
 

BEAUFORT
[To Sib] I leave with you my best wishes till I see you.
 

KNAVESBEE
This now, if I may borrow our lawyer’s phrase, is my wife’s imparlance; at her next appearance she must answer your declaration.
 

BEAUFORT
You follow it well, sir.
 

Exeunt Beaufort and Knavesbee.
 

[SIB]
Did I not know my husband
Of so base, contemptible nature, I should think
‘Twere but a trick to try me; but it seems
They are both in wicked earnest, and methinks
Upon the sudden I have a great mind to loathe
This scurvy, unhandsome way my lord has ta’en
To compass me. Why, ’tis for all the world
As if he should come to steal some apricocks
My husband kept for’s own tooth, and climb up
Upon his head and shoulders. I’ll go to him;
He will put me into brave clothes and rich jewels:
‘Twere a very ill part in me not to go,
His mercer and his goldsmith else might curse me.
And what I’ll do here, a’ my troth yet I know not.
Women, though puzzl’d with these subtle deeds,
May, as i’ th’ spring, pick physic out of weeds.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

Chamlet’s shop
 

Enter (a shop being discover’d) Water Chamlet, two prentices George and Ralph.
 

GEORGE
What is’t you lack, you lack, you lack?
Stuffs for the belly or the back?
Silk grogans, satins, velvet fine,
The rosy-colour’d carnadine,
Your nutmeg hue, or gingerline,
Cloth of tissue, or [tabine],
That like beaten gold will shine
In your amorous ladies’ eyne,
Whilst you their softer silks do twine:
 

[Enter Rachel].
 

What is’t you lack, you lack, you lack?
 

[RACHEL]
I do lack content, sir, content I lack: have you or your worshipful master here any content to sell?
 

GEORGE
If content be a stuff to be sold by the yard, you may have content at home and never go abroad for’t.
 

[RACHEL]
Do, cut me three yards; I’ll pay for ‘em.
 

GEORGE
There’s all we have i’ th’ shop; we must know what you’ll give for ‘em first.
 

CHAMLET
Why, Rachel, sweet Rachel, my bosom Rachel,
How didst thou get forth? Thou wert here, sweet Rac,
Within this hour, even in my very heart!
 

[RACHEL]
Away! Or stay still, I’ll away from thee;
One bed shall never hold us both again,
Nor one roof cover us: didst thou bring home — 
 

GEORGE
What is’t you lack, you lack, you lack?
 

[RACHEL]
Peace, bandog!
Bandog, give me leave to speak, or I’ll — 
 

GEORGE
Shall I not follow my trade? I’m bound to’t,
And my master bound to bring me up in’t.
 

CHAMLET
Peace, good George, give her anger leave;
Thy mistress will be quiet presently.
 

[RACHEL]
Quiet? I defy thee and quiet too.
Quiet thy bastards thou hast brought home!
 

GEORGE AND RALPH
What is’t you lack, you lack? Etc.
 

[RACHEL]
Death, give me an ell! Has one bawling cur
Rais’d up another? Two dogs upon me!
And the old bearward will not succour me,
I’ll stave ‘em off myself. Give me an ell, I say!
 

GEORGE
Give her not an inch, master; she’ll take two ells if you do.
 

CHAMLET
Peace, George and Ralph; no more words, I charge you.
And Rachel, sweet wife, be more temperate.
I know your tongue speaks not by the rule
And guidance of your heart, when you proclaim
The pretty children of my virtuous
And noble kinswoman, whom in life you knew
Above my praise’s reach, to be my bastards.
This is not well, although your anger did it;
Pray, chide your anger for it.
 

[RACHEL]
Sir, sir, your gloss
Of kinswoman cannot serve turn; ’tis stale
And smells too rank. Though your shop-wares you vent
With your deceiving lights, yet your chamber stuff
Shall not pass so with me, I say, and I will prove — 
 

GEORGE
What is’t you lack?
 

Enter two children [Maria and Edward Cressingham].
 

CHAMLET
Why, George, I say!
 

[RACHEL]
Lecher, I say, I’ll be divorc’d from thee;
I’ll prove ‘em thy bastards, and thou insufficient.
 

Exit Rachel.
 

MARIA
What said my angry cousin to you, sir?
That we were bastards?
 

EDWARD
I hope she meant not us.
 

CHAMLET
No, no,
My pretty cousin, she meant George and Ralph;
Rage will speak anything, but they are ne’er the worse.
 

GEORGE
Yes, indeed, forsooth, she spoke to us, but chiefly to Ralph, because she knows he has but one stone.
 

RALPH
No more of that if you love me, George; this is not the way to keep a quiet house.
 

MARIA
Truly, sir, I would not, for more treasure
Than ever I saw yet, be in your house
A cause of discord.
 

EDWARD
And do you think I would, sister?
 

MARIA
No, indeed, Ned.
 

Enter Franklin [disguised as a gentleman] and young Cressingham disguis’d [as his tailor].
 

EDWARD
Why did you not speak for me with you then,
And said we could not have done so?
 

CHAMLET
No more, sweet cousins, now. Speak, George: customers approach.
 

CRESSINGHAM
[Aside to Franklin] Is the barber prepar’d?
 

FRANKLIN
[Aside to Cressingham] With ignorance enough to go through with it. So near I am to him, we must call cousins: would thou wert as sure to hit the tailor.
 

CRESSINGHAM
[Aside to Franklin] If I do not steal away handsomely, let me never play the tailor again.
 

GEORGE
What is’t you lack? Etc.
 

FRANKLIN
Good satins, sir.
 

GEORGE
The best in Europe, sir. Here’s a piece worth a piece every yard of him; the King of Naples wears no better silk. Mark his gloss; he dazzles the eye to look upon him.
 

FRANKLIN
Is he not gumm’d?
 

GEORGE
Gumm’d! He has neither mouth nor tooth, how can he be gumm’d?
 

FRANKLIN
Very pretty!
 

CHAMLET
An especial good piece of silk; the worm never spun a finer thread, believe it, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
[To Cressingham] Gascoyn, you have some skill in it.
 

CHAMLET
Your tailor, sir?
 

FRANKLIN
Yes, sir.
 

CRESSINGHAM
A good piece, sir; but let’s see more choice.
 

RALPH
[Aside to Cressingham] Tailor, drive through; you know your bribes!
 

CRESSINGHAM
[Aside to Ralph] Mum: he bestows forty pounds if I say the word.
 

RALPH
[Aside to Cressingham] Strike through; there’s poundage for you then.
 

FRANKLIN
Ay, marry; I like this better. What sayst thou, Gascoyn?
 

CRESSINGHAM
A good piece indeed, sir.
 

GEORGE
The great Turk has worse satin at’s elbow than this, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
The price?
 

CHAMLET
Look on the mark, George.
 

GEORGE
[Aside to Chamlet] O, souse and P, by my facks, sir.
 

CHAMLET
The best sort then: sixteen a yard, nothing to be bated.
 

FRANKLIN
Fie, sir, fifteen’s too high! Yet so. [To Cressingham] How many yards will service for my suit, sirrah?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Nine yards; you can have no less, Sir Andrew.
 

FRANKLIN
But I can, sir, if you please to steal less; I had but eight in my last suit.
 

CRESSINGHAM
You pinch us too near, in faith, Sir Andrew.
 

FRANKLIN
Yet can you pinch out a false pair of sleeves to a frizado doublet?
 

GEORGE
No, sir, some purses and pin-pillows perhaps; a tailor pays for his kissing that ways.
 

FRANKLIN
[To Chamlet] Well, sir, eight yards; eight fifteens I give, and cut it.
 

CHAMLET
I cannot, truly, sir.
 

GEORGE
My master must be no subsidy-man, sir, if he take such fifteens.
 

FRANKLIN
I am at highest, sir, if you can take money.
 

CHAMLET
Well, sir, I’ll give you the buying once; I hope to gain it in your custom. Want you nothing else, sir?
 

FRANKLIN
Not at this time, sir.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Indeed, but you do, Sir Andrew. I must needs deliver my lady’s message to you; she enjoin’d me by oath to do it: she commanded me to move you for a new gown.
 

FRANKLIN
Sirrah, I’ll break your head if you motion it again.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I must endanger myself for my lady, sir; you know she’s to go to my Lady Trenchmore’s wedding, and to be seen there without a new gown! She’ll have ne’er an eye to be seen there, for her fingers in ‘em. Nay, by my fack, sir, I do not think she’ll go, and then, the cause known, what a discredit ‘twill be to you!
 

FRANKLIN
Not a word more, goodman snipsnapper, for your ears! What comes this to, sir?
 

CHAMLET
Six pound, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
[Giving him money] There’s your money. [To Cressingham] Will you take this and be gone, and about your business presently?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Troth, sir, I’ll see some stuffs for my lady first. I’ll tell her at least I did my good will. [To George] A fair piece of cloth of silver, pray you now.
 

GEORGE
Or cloth of gold if you please, sir, as rich as ever the sophy wore.
 

FRANKLIN
You are the arrantest villain of a tailor that ever sat cross-legg’d! What do you think a gown of this stuff will come to?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Why, say it be forty pound, sir: what’s that to you? Three thousand a year I hope will maintain it.
 

FRANKLIN
It will, sir; very good. You were best be my overseer! Say I be not furnish’d with money, how then?
 

CRESSINGHAM
A very fine excuse in you! Which place of ten now will you send me for a hundred pound to bring it presently?
 

CHAMLET
Sir, sir, your tailor persuades you well; ’tis for your credit, and the great content of your lady.
 

FRANKLIN
’Tis for your content, sir, and my charges. [To Cressingham] Never think, goodman falsestitch, to come to the mercers with me again. Pray, will you see if my cousin Sweetball the barber, he’s nearest hand, be furnish’d, and bring me word instantly.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I fly, sir.
 

Exit Cressingham.
 

FRANKLIN
You may fly, sir; you have clipt somebody’s wings for it to piece out your own. An arrant thief you are.
 

CHAMLET
Indeed, he speaks honestly and justly, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
You expect some gain, sir: there’s your cause of love.
 

CHAMLET
Surely I do a little, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
And what might be the price of this?
 

CHAMLET
This is thirty a yard; but if you’ll go to forty, here’s a nonpareil.
 

FRANKLIN
So, there’s a matter of forty pound for a gown cloth.
 

CHAMLET
Thereabouts, sir. Why, sir, there are far short of your means that wear the like.
 

FRANKLIN
Do you know my means, sir?
 

GEORGE
By overhearing your tailor, sir, three thousand a year; but if you’d have a petticoat for your lady, here’s a stuff.
 

FRANKLIN
Are you another tailor, sirrah? Here’s a knave! What are you?
 

GEORGE
You are such another gentleman. But for the stuff, sir, ’tis [L. s. and d.]; for the turn stripp’d a’ purpose, a yard and a quarter broad too, which is the just depth of a woman’s petticoat.
 

FRANKLIN
And why stripp’d for a petticoat?
 

GEORGE
Because if they abuse their petticoats, there are abuses stripp’d, then ’tis taking them up, and they may be stripp’d and whipp’d too.
 

FRANKLIN
Very ingenious.
 

GEORGE
Then it is likewise stripp’d standing, between which is discover’d the open part, which is now call’d the placket.
 

FRANKLIN
Why, was it ever call’d otherwise?
 

GEORGE
Yes; while the word remain’d pure in his original, the Latin tongue, who have no K’s, it was call’d the placet, a placendo, a thing or place to please.
 

FRANKLIN
Better and worse still.
 

Enter young Cressingham.
 

Now, sir, you come in haste; what says my cousin?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Protest, sir, he’s half angry that either you should think him unfurnish’d, or not furnish’d for your use. There’s a hundred pound ready for you; he desires you to pardon his coming: his folks are busy and his wife trimming a gentleman, but at your first approach the money wants but telling.
 

FRANKLIN
He would not trust you with it. I con him thanks for that: he knows what trade you are of. [To Chamlet] Well, sir, pray, cut him patterns; he may in the meantime know my lady’s liking. Let your man take the pieces whole with the lowest prices, and walk with me to my cousin’s.
 

CHAMLET
With all my heart, sir. Ralph, your cloak, and go with the gentleman; look you give good measure.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Look you, carry a good yard with you.
 

RALPH
The best i’ th’ shop, sir, yet we have none bad. You’ll have the stuff for the petticoat too?
 

FRANKLIN
No, sir, the gown only.
 

CRESSINGHAM
By all means, sir. Not the petticoat? That were holiday upon working-day, i’faith.
 

FRANKLIN
You are so forward for a knave, sir!
 

CRESSINGHAM
’Tis for your credit and my lady’s both I do it, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
[To Chamlet] Your man is trusty, sir?
 

CHAMLET
O sir, we keep none but those we dare trust, sir! [Aside to Ralph] Ralph, have a care of light gold.
 

RALPH
[Aside to Chamlet] I warrant you, sir, I’ll take none.
 

FRANKLIN
Come, sirrah. Fare you well.
 

CHAMLET
Pray, know my shop another time, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
That I shall, sir, from all the shops i’ th’ town. ’Tis the Lamb in Lombard Street.
 

Exeunt Franklin, Cressingham, Ralph.
 

GEORGE
A good morning’s work, sir. If this custom would but last long, you might shut up your shop and live privately.
 

CHAMLET
O George, but here’s a grief that takes away all the gains and joy of all my thrift!
 

GEORGE
What’s that, sir?
 

CHAMLET
Thy mistress, George; her frowardness sours all my comfort.
 

GEORGE
Alas, sir, they are but squibs and crackers; they’ll soon die: you know her flashes of old.
 

CHAMLET
But they fly so near me that they burn me, George; they are as ill as muskets charged with bullets.
 

GEORGE
She has discharg’d herself now, sir; you need not fear her.
 

CHAMLET
No man can [live] without his affliction, George.
 

GEORGE
As you cannot without my mistress.
 

CHAMLET
Right, right, there’s harmony in discords: this lamp of love while any oil is left can never be extinct; it may, like a snuff, wink and seem to die, but up he will again and show his head. I cannot be quiet, George, without my wife at home.
 

GEORGE
And when she’s at home, you’re never quiet, I’m sure; a fine life you have on’t. Well, sir, I’ll do my best to find her and bring her back if I can.
 

CHAMLET
Do, honest George, at Knavesbee’s house, that varlet’s — 
There’s her haunt and harbour — who enforces
A kinsman on her and [she] calls him cousin.
Restore her, George, to ease this heart that’s vex’d;
The best new suit that e’er thou worest is next.
 

GEORGE
I thank you aforehand, sir.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 3.
 

Outside Sweetball’s house
 

Enter Franklin [and] young Cressingham [disguised] as before, Ralph [carrying the stuffs], [Sweetball the] Barber, Boy.
 

BARBER
Were it of greater moment than you speak of, noble sir, I hope you think me sufficient, and it shall be effectually performed.
 

FRANKLIN
I could wish your wife did not know it, coz. Women’s tongues are not always tuneable; I may many ways requite it.
 

BARBER
Believe me, she shall not, sir, which will be the hardest thing of all.
 

FRANKLIN
Pray you, dispatch him then.
 

BARBER
With the celerity a man tells gold to him.
 

FRANKLIN
[Aside] He hits a good comparison! [To Ralph] Give my waste-good your stuffs and go with my cousin, sir; he’ll presently dispatch you.
 

RALPH
Yes, sir.
 

BARBER
Come with me, youth; I am ready for you in my more private chamber.
 

Exeunt Barber and Ralph.
 

FRANKLIN
Sirrah, go you show your lady the stuffs, and let her choose her colour. Away; you know whither. Boy, prithee lend me a brush i’ th’ meantime. Do you tarry all day now?
 

CRESSINGHAM
That I will, sir, and all night too ere I come again.
 

Exit young Cressingham [with the stuffs].
 

BOY
Here’s a brush, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
A good child!
 

BARBER within
What, Toby!
 

BOY
Anon, sir.
 

BARBER within
Why, when, goodman picklock?
 

BOY
I must attend my master, sir. I come!
 

FRANKLIN
Do, pretty lad.
 

Exit Boy.
 

So, take water at Cole Harbour.
An easy mercer and an innocent barber!
 

Exit Franklin [with the brush].
 




Act II Scene 4.
 

A chamber in Sweetball’s house
 

Enter Barber, Ralph, Boy.
 

BARBER
So, friend, I’ll now dispatch you presently. Boy, reach me my dismembering instrument and let my [cauterizer] be ready, and, hark you, snip snap!
 

BOY
Ay, sir.
 

BARBER
See if my [lixivium], my fomentation be provided first, and get my rollers, bolsters, and pledgets arm’d.
 

RALPH
Nay, good sir, dispatch my business first; I should not stay from my shop.
 

BARBER
You must have a little patience, sir, when you are a patient; if [praeputium] be not too much perish’d, you shall lose but little by it, believe my art for that.
 

RALPH
What’s that, sir?
 

BARBER
Marry, if there be exulceration between [praeputium] and glans, by my faith, the whole penis may be endanger’d as far as os
[pubis].
 

RALPH
What’s this you talk on, sir?
 

BARBER
If they be gangren’d once, testiculi, vesica, and all may run to mortification.
 

RALPH
What a pox does this barber talk on?
 

BARBER
O fie, youth, pox is no word of art: morbus Gallicus, or Neopolitamus had been well. Come, friend, you must not be nice; open your griefs freely to me.
 

RALPH
Why, sir, I open my grief to you: I want my money.
 

BARBER
Take you no care for that: your worthy cousin has given me part in hand, and the rest I know he will upon your recovery, and I dare take his word.
 

RALPH
‘Sdeath, where’s my ware?
 

BARBER
Ware! That was well: the word is cleanly, though not artful. Your ware is that I must see.
 

RALPH
My [tabine] and cloth of tissue!
 

BARBER
You will neither have tissue nor issue if you linger in your malady; better a member cut off than endanger the whole microcosm.
 

RALPH
Barber, you are not mad?
 

BARBER
I do begin to fear you are subject to subeth, unkindly sleeps, which have bred oppilations in your brain. Take heed, the symptoma will follow, and this may come to frenzy: begin with the first cause, which is the pain of your member.
 

RALPH
Do you see my yard, barber?
 

BARBER
Now you come to the purpose; ’tis that I must see indeed.
 

RALPH
You shall feel it, sir. Death, give me my fifty pounds or my ware again, or I’ll measure out your anatomy by the yard!
 

BARBER
Boy, my cauterizing iron red-hot!
 

Exit Boy [and re-enter with iron].
 

BOY
’Tis here, sir.
 

BARBER
If you go further, I take my dismembering knife.
 

RALPH
Where’s the knight, your cousin? The thief! And the tailor with my cloth of gold and tissue?
 

BOY
The gentleman that sent away his man with the stuffs is gone a pretty while since; he has carried away our new brush.
 

BARBER
O, that brush hurts my heart’s side! Cheated! Cheated! He told me that your virga had a burning-fever.
 

RALPH
A pox on your virga, barber!
 

BARBER
And that you would be bashful and asham’d to show your head.
 

RALPH
I shall so hereafter, but here it is; you see yet my head, my hair, and my wit, and here are my heels that I must show to my master if the cheaters be not found. And barber, provide thee plasters: I will break thy head with every basin under the pole!
 

Exit Ralph.
 

BARBER
Cool the [lixivium] and quench the cauterizer;
I am partly out of my wits and partly mad.
My razor’s at my heart: these storms will make
My sweetballs stink, my harmless basins shake.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

Lord Beaufort’s house
 

Enter [Mistress George Cressingham disguised as] Selenger, [Sib].
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
You’re welcome, mistress, as I may speak it,
But my lord will give it a sweeter emphasis.
I’ll give him knowledge of you.
 

Exiturus.
 

[SIB]
Good sir, stay.
Methinks it sounds sweetest upon your tongue:
I’ll wish you to go no further for my welcome.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
Mine! It seems you never heard good music
That commend a bagpipe. Hear his harmony.
 

[SIB]
Nay, good now, let me borrow of your patience;
I’ll pay you again before I rise tomorrow.
If it please you — 
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
What would you, forsooth?
 

[SIB]
Your company, sir.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
My attendance you should have, mistress, but that my lord expects it, and ’tis his due.
 

[SIB]
And must be paid upon the hour? That’s too strict; any time of the day will serve.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
Alas, ’tis due every minute, and paid, ’tis due again, or else I forfeit my recognisance, the cloth I wear of his.
 

[SIB]
Come, come, pay it double at another time, and ‘twill be quitted; I have a little use of you.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
Of me, forsooth! Small use can be made of me: if you have suit to my lord, none can speak better for you than you may yourself.
 

[SIB]
Oh, but I am bashful.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
So am I, in troth, mistress.
 

[SIB]
Now I remember me: I have a toy to deliver your lord that’s yet unfinish’d, and you may further me. Pray you, your hands, while I unwind this skein of gold from you; ‘twill not detain you long.
 

[She unwinds the skein around her wrists.]
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
You wind me into your service prettily; with all the haste you can, I beseech you.
 

[SIB]
If it tangle not, I shall soon have done.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
No, it shall not tangle if I can help it, forsooth.
 

[SIB]
If it do, I can help it. Fear not this thing of long length; you shall see I can bring you to a bottom.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
I think so too: if it be not bottomless, this length will reach it.
 

[SIB]
It becomes you finely, but I forewarn you, and remember it, your enemy gain not this advantage of you: you are his prisoner then, for look you, you are mine now, my captive manacled; I have your hands in bondage.
 

Grasps the skein between [her] hands.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
’Tis a good lesson, mistress, and I am perfect in it; another time I’ll take out this, and learn another. Pray you, release me now.
 

[SIB]
I could kiss you now, spite of your teeth, if it please me.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
But you could not, for I could bite you with the spite of my teeth, if it pleases me.
 

[SIB]
Well, I’ll not tempt you so far; I show it but for rudiment.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
When I go a-wooing, I’ll think on’t again.
 

[SIB]
In such an hour I learnt it. Say I should,
In recompense of your hands’ courtesy,
Make you a fine wrist-favour of this gold,
With all the letters of your name emboss’d
On a soft tress of hair, which I shall cut
From mine own fillet, whose ends should meet and close
In a fast true-love knot: would you wear it
For my sake, sir?
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
I think not, truly, mistress:
My wrists have enough of this gold already;
Would they were rid on’t. Yet, pray you, have done;
In troth, I’m weary.
 

[SIB]
And what a virtue
Is here express’d in you, which had lain hid
But for this trial. Weary of gold, sir?
Oh, that the close engrossers of this treasure
Could be so free to put it off of hand,
What a new-mended world would here be!
It shows a generous condition in you;
In sooth, I think I shall love you dearly for’t.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
But if they were in prison, as I am,
They would be glad to buy their freedom with it.
 

[SIB]
Surely no: there are that, rather than release
This dear companion, do lie in prison with it;
Yes, and will die in prison too.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
‘Twere pity but the hangman did enfranchise both.
 

Enter Beaufort.
 

BEAUFORT
Selenger, where are you?
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
E’en here, my lord. Mistress, pray you, my liberty; you hinder my duty to my lord.
 

Beaufort puts off his hat.
 

BEAUFORT
Nay, sir, one courtesy shall serve us both at this time. You’re busy, I perceive; when your leisure next serves you, I would employ you.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
You must pardon me, my lord; you see I am entangled here. Mistress, I protest I’ll break prison if you free me not; take you no notice?
 

[SIB]
Oh, cry your honour mercy! You are now at liberty, sir.
 

[She takes the skein off her wrists.]
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
[Aside] And I’m glad on’t; I’ll ne’er give both my hands at once again to a woman’s command; I’ll put one finger in a hole rather.
 

BEAUFORT
Leave us.
 

[MISTRESS CRESSINGHAM]
Free leave have you, my lord. [Aside] So I think you may have: filthy beauty, what a white witch thou art!
 

Exit [Mistress Cressingham].
 

BEAUFORT
Lady, y’are welcome.
 

[SIB]
I did believe it from your page, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Your husband sent you to me.
 

[SIB]
He did, my lord,
With duty and commends unto your honour,
Beseeching you to use me very kindly,
By the same token your lordship gave him grant
Of a new lease of threescore pound a year,
Which he and his should forty years enjoy.
 

BEAUFORT
The token’s true, and for your sake, lady
’Tis likely to be better’d, not alone the lease,
But the fee-simple may be his and yours.
 

[SIB]
I have a suit unto your lordship too
Only myself concerns.
 

BEAUFORT
‘Twill be granted, sure,
Tho’ it out-value thy husband’s.
 

[SIB]
Nay, ’tis small charge:
Only your good will and good word, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
The first is thine confirm’d; the second then
Cannot stay long behind.
 

[SIB]
I love your page, sir.
 

BEAUFORT
Love him! For what?
 

[SIB]
Oh, the great wisdoms that
Our grandsires had! Do you ask me reason for’t?
I love him because I like him, sir.
 

BEAUFORT
My page!
 

[SIB]
In mine eye he’s a most delicate youth,
But in my heart a thing that it would bleed for.
 

BEAUFORT
Either your eye is blinded or your remembrance broken:
Call to mind wherefore you came hither, lady.
 

[SIB]
I do, my lord: for love, and I am in profoundly.
 

BEAUFORT
You trifle, sure. Do you long for unripe fruit?
‘Twill breed diseases in you.
 

[SIB]
Nothing but worms
In my belly, and there’s a seed to expel them;
In mellow, falling fruit I find no relish.
 

BEAUFORT
’Tis true, the youngest vines yield the most clusters,
But the old ever the sweetest grapes.
 

[SIB]
I can taste of both, sir,
But with the old I am the soonest cloy’d:
The green keep still an edge on appetite.
 

BEAUFORT
Sure you are a common creature.
 

[SIB]
Did you doubt it?
Wherefore came I hither else? Did you think
That honesty only had been immur’d for you,
And I should bring it as an offertory
Unto your shrine of lust? As it was, my lord,
’Twas meant to you, had not the slippery wheel
Of fancy turn’d when I beheld your page.
Nay, had I seen another before him
In mine eyes better [graced], he had been forestall’d.
But as it is — all my strength cannot help — 
Beseech you, your good will and good word, my lord;
You may command him, sir, if not affection,
Yet his body, and I desire but that; do’t
And I’ll command myself your prostitute.
 

BEAUFORT
Y’are a base strumpet! I succeed my page?
 

[SIB]
Oh, that’s no wonder, my lord; the servant oft
Tastes to his master of the daintiest dish
He brings to him. Beseech you, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Y’are a bold mischief. And to make me your spokesman,
Your procurer to my servant!
 

[SIB]
Do you shrink at that?
Why, you have done worse without the sense of ill
With a full free conscience of a libertine.
Judge your own sin:
Was it not worse with a damn’d broking-fee
To corrupt [a] husband, state him a pander
To his own wife, by virtue of a lease
Made to him and your bastard issue, could you get ‘em?
What a degree of baseness call you this?
’Tis a poor sheep-steal[er] provok’d by want
Compar’d unto a capital traitor; the master
To his servant may be recompens’d, but the husband
To his wife never.
 

BEAUFORT
Your husband shall smart for this!
 

Exit Beaufort.
 

[SIB]
Hang him, do; you have brought him to deserve it:
Bring him to the punishment; there I’ll join with you.
I loathe him to the gallows! Hang your page too;
One mourning gown shall serve for both of them.
This trick hath kept mine honesty secure;
Best soldiers use policy: the lion’s skin
Becomes not the body when ’tis too great,
But then the fox’s may sit close and neat.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

A street outside a tavern
 

Enter Fleshhook, Counterbuff, and Sweetball the Barber.
 

BARBER
Now, Fleshhook, use thy talon, set upon his right shoulder; thy sergeant Counterbuff at the left, grasp in his jugulars; and then let me alone to tickle his diaphragma.
 

FLESHHOOK
You are sure he has no protection, sir?
 

BARBER
A protection to cheat and cozen! There was never any granted to that purpose.
 

FLESHHOOK
I grant you that too, sir, but that use has been made of ‘em.
 

COUNTERBUFF
Marry, has there, sir. How could else so many broken bankrupts play up and down by their creditors’ noses, and we dare not touch ‘em?
 

BARBER
That’s another case, Counterbuff; there’s privilege to cozen: but here cozenage went before, and there’s no privilege for that. To him boldly! I will spend all the scissors in my shop, but I’ll have him snapp’d.
 

COUNTERBUFF
Well, sir, if he come within the length of large mace once, we’ll teach him to cozen.
 

BARBER
Marry, hang him, teach him no more cozenage; he’s too perfect in’t already. Go gingerly about it, lay your mace on gingerly, and spice him soundly.
COUNTERBUFF
 

He’s at the tavern, you say?
BARBER
 

At the Man in the Moon, above stairs. So soon as he comes down, and the bush left at his back, Ralph is the dog behind him: he watches to give us notice; be ready then, my dear bloodhounds. You shall deliver him to Newgate, from thence to the hangman; his body I will beg of the sheriffs, for at the next lecture I am likely to be the master of my anatomy. Then will I vex every vein about him; I will find where his disease of cozenage lay, whether in the vertebrae, or in [os coxendix]: but I guess I shall find it descend from humore, through the [thorax], and lie just at his fingers’ ends.
 

Enter Ralph.
 

RALPH
Be in readiness, for he’s coming this way, alone too. Stand to’t like gentleman and yeoman: so soon as he is in sight, I’ll go fetch my master.
 

BARBER
I have had a [conquassation] in my cerebrum ever since the disaster, and now it takes me again: if it turn to a [megrim], I shall hardly abide the sight of him.
 

RALPH
My action of defamation shall be clapp’d on him too; I will make him appear to’t in the shape of a white sheet all embroidered over with peccavis.
 

Enter Franklin.
 

Look about; I’ll go fetch my master.
 

[Exit Ralph.]
 

COUNTERBUFF
I arrest you, sir.
 

[Counterbuff and Fleshhook grab Franklin.]
 

FRANKLIN
Ha! Qui va là? Que pensez-vous faire, messieurs? Me voulez-vous dérober? Je n’ai point d’argent: je suis un pauvre gentilhomme français.
 

BARBER
Whoop! Pray you, sir, speak English. You did when you bought cloth of gold at six nihils a yard, when Ralph’s praeputium was exulcerated.
 

FRANKLIN
Que voulez-vous? Me voulez-vous tuer? Le[s] Français ne sont point ennemis. [Giving them his purse] Voilà ma bourse; que voulez-vous d’avantage?
 

COUNTERBUFF
Is not your name Franklin, sir?
 

FRANKLIN
Je n’ai point de joyaux que cestui-ci, et c’est à monsieur l’ambassadeur. Il m’envoie à [ses] affaires, et vous empêchez mon service.
 

COUNTERBUFF
Sir, we are mistaken, for aught I perceive.
 

Enter Chamlet and Ralph hastily.
 

CHAMLET
So, so, you have caught him; that’s well. How do you, sir?
 

FRANKLIN
Vous semblez être un homme courtois; je vous prie entendez mes affaires: il y a ici deux ou [trois] canailles qui m’ont [assiégé], un pauvre étranger qui ne leur ai fait nul mal, ni donné mauvaise parole, ni tiré mon épée. L’un me prend par une épaule, et me frappe deux livre pesant; l’autre me tire par le bras, il parle je ne sais quoi. Je leur ai donné ma bourse, et [s’ils] ne me veulent point laisser aller; que ferai-je monsieur?
 

CHAMLET
This is a Frenchman it seems, sirs.
 

COUNTERBUFF
We can find no other in him, sir, and what that is we know not.
 

CHAMLET
He’s very like the man we seek for, else my lights go false.
 

BARBER
In your shop they may, sir, but here they go true: this is he.
 

RALPH
The very same, sir, as sure as I am Ralph: this is the rascal.
 

COUNTERBUFF
Sir, unless you will absolutely challenge him the man, we dare not proceed further.
 

FLESHHOOK
I fear we are too far already.
 

CHAMLET
I know not what to say to’t.
 

Enter Margarita, a French bawd.
 

MARGARITA
Bon jour, bon jour, gentilhommes.
 

BARBER
How now! More news from France?
 

FRANKLIN
Cette femme ici est de mon pays. Madame, je vous prie leur dire mon pays; il m’ont [retardé], je ne sais pourquoi.
 

MARGARITA
Etes-vous de France, monsieur?
 

FRANKLIN
Madame, [vrai] est que je les ai trompés, et suis arrête, et n’ai nul moyen d’échapper [qu’en changeant] mon langage. Aidez-moi en cette affaire. Je vous connois bien, où vous tenez un bordeau; vous et les votres en serez de mieux.
 

MARGARITA
Laissez faire à moi. Etes-vous de Lyons, dites-vous?
 

FRANKLIN
De Lyons, ma chère dame.
 

Embrace and complement.
 

MARGARITA
[Mon] cousin! Je suis bien aise de vous voir en bonne disposition.
 

FRANKLIN
[Ma] cousine!
 

CHAMLET
This is a Frenchman, sure.
 

BARBER
If he be, ’tis the likest an Englishman that ever I saw; all his dimensions, proportions! Had I but the dissecting of his heart, in capsula cordis could I find it now, for a Frenchman’s heart is more [quassative] and subject to tremor than an Englishman’s.
 

CHAMLET
Stay, we’ll further enquire of this gentlewoman. Mistress, if you have so much English to help us with, as I think you have, for I have long seen you about London, pray, tell us, and truly tell us, is this gentleman a natural Frenchman or no?
 

MARGARITA
Ey, begar, de Frenchman, born à Lyons, my cozin.
 

CHAMLET
Your cousin? If he be not your cousin, he’s my cousin, sure!
 

MARGARITA
Ey conosh his père, what you call his fadre? He sell poissons.
 

BARBER
Sell poisons? His father was a ‘pothecary then.
 

MARGARITA
No, no, poissons, what you call fish, fish.
 

BARBER
Oh, he was a fishmonger.
 

MARGARITA
Oui, oui.
 

CHAMLET
Well, well, we are mistaken, I see; pray you, so tell him, and request him not to be offended. An honest man may look like a knave, and be ne’er the worse for’t. The error was in our eyes, and now we find it in his tongue.
 

MARGARITA
J’essayerai encore une fois, monsieur cousin, pour votre sauveté. Allez-vous en; votre liberté est suffisante. Je gagnerai le reste pour mon devoir, et vous aurez votre part à mon école. J’ai une fille qui parle un peu Français; elle conversera avec vous à la Fleur-de-Lis en Turnbull Street. Mon cousin, ayez soin de vous-même, et trompez ces ignorans.
 

FRANKLIN
Cousine, pour l’amour de vous, et principalement pour moi, je suis content de m’en aller. Je trouverai votre école, et si vos écoliers me sont agréables, je tirerai à l’épée seule, et si d’aventure je la rompe, je payerai dix sous. Et pour ce vieux fol, [et ces] deux canailles, ce poulain Snipsnap, et l’autre bonnet rond, je les verrai pendre premier que je les vois.
 

CHAMLET
So, so, she has got him off; but I perceive much anger in his countenance still. And what says he, madam?
 

MARGARITA
Moosh, moosh anger, but ey conosh heer lodging shall cool him very well. Dere is a kinswomans can moosh allay heer heat and heer spleen; she shall do for my saka, and he no trobla you.
 

CHAMLET
[Giving her money] Look, there is earnest, but thy reward’s behind. Come to my shop, the Holy Lamb in Lombard Street; thou hast one friend more than e’er thou hadst.
 

MARGARITA
Tank u, monsieur; shall visit u. Ey make all pacifie; à votre service très
[humblement], tree, four, five fool of u.
 

Exit Margarita.
 

CHAMLET
What’s to be done now?
 

COUNTERBUFF
To pay us for our pains, sir, and better reward us, that we may be provided against further danger that may come upon’s for false imprisonment.
 

CHAMLET
All goes false, I think. What do you, neighbour Sweetball?
 

BARBER
I must phlebotomise, sir, but my almanac says the sign is in Taurus. I dare not cut my own throat, but if I find any [precedent] that ever barber hang’d himself, I’ll be the second example.
 

RALPH
This was your ill [lixivium], barber, to cause all to be cheated.
 

COUNTERBUFF
What say you to us, sir?
 

CHAMLET
Good friends, come to me at a calmer hour;
My sorrows lie in heaps upon me now.
What you have, keep; if further trouble follow,
I’ll take it on me: I would be press’d to death.
 

COUNTERBUFF
Well, sir, for this time we’ll leave you.
 

BARBER
I will go with you, officers; I will walk with you in the open street though it be a scandal to me, for now I have no care of my credit. A cacokenny is run all over me.
 

Exeunt [Barber, Fleshhook, Counterbuff]. Enter George.
 

CHAMLET
What shall we do now, Ralph?
 

RALPH
Faith, I know not, sir. Here comes George; it may be he can tell you.
 

CHAMLET
And there I look for more disaster still;
Yet George appears in a smiling countenance.
Ralph, home to the shop; leave George and I together.
 

RALPH
I am gone, sir.
 

Exit Ralph.
 

CHAMLET
Now, George, what better news eastward? All goes ill the tother way.
 

GEORGE
I bring you the best news that ever came about your ears in your life, sir.
 

CHAMLET
Thou putst me in good comfort, George.
 

GEORGE
My mistress, you wife, will never trouble you more.
 

CHAMLET
Ha? Never trouble me more? Of this, George, may be made a sad construction; that phrase we sometimes use when death makes the separation. I hope it is not so with her, George?
 

GEORGE
No, sir, but she vows she’ll never come home again to you, so you shall live quietly, and this I took to be very good news, sir.
 

CHAMLET
The worst that could be, this [candied] poison.
I love her, George, and I am bound to do so.
The tongue’s bitterness must not separate
United souls: ‘twere base and cowardly
For all to yield to the small tongue’s assault;
The whole building must not be taken down
For the repairing of a broken window.
 

GEORGE
Ay, but this is a principal, sir. The truth is, she will be divorc’d, she says, and is labouring with her cousin Knave — What do you call him? I have forgotten the latter end of his name.
 

CHAMLET
Knavesbee, George.
 

GEORGE
Ay, Knave or Knavesbee; one I took it to be.
 

CHAMLET
Why, neither rage nor envy can make a cause, George.
 

GEORGE
Yes, sir, not only at your person, but she shoots at your shop too; she says you vent ware that is not warrantable, braided ware, and that you give not London measure. Women, you know, look for more than a bare yard. And then you keep children in the name of your own, which she suspects came not in at the right door.
 

CHAMLET
She may as well suspect immaculate truth
To be cursed falsehood.
 

GEORGE
Ay, but if she will, she will: she’s a woman, sir.
 

CHAMLET
’Tis most true, George. Well, that shall be redress’d:
My cousin Cressingham must yield me pardon;
The children shall home again, and thou shalt conduct ‘em, George.
 

GEORGE
That done, I’ll be bold to venter once more for her recovery, since you cannot live at liberty; but because you are a rich citizen, you will have your chain about your neck. I think I have a device will bring you together by th’ ears again, and then look to ‘em as well as you can.
 

CHAMLET
Oh George, amongst all my heavy troubles, this
Is the groaning weight! But restore my wife.
 

GEORGE
Although you ne’er lead hour of quiet life?
 

CHAMLET
I will endeavour ‘t, George. I’ll lend her will
A power and rule to keep all hush’d and still.
Eat we all sweetmeats, we are soonest rotten.
 

GEORGE
A sentence! Pity ‘t should have been forgotten.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Sir Francis’s house
 

Enter Sir Francis Cressingham and a Surveyor [at different doors].
 

SURVEYOR
Where’s master steward?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Within. What are you, sir?
 

SURVEYOR
A surveyor, sir.
 

SIR FRANCIS
And an almanac-maker, I take it. Can you tell me what foul weather is toward?
 

SURVEYOR
Marry, the foulest weather is, that your land is flying away.
 

Exit Surveyor.
 

SIR FRANCIS
A most terrible prognostication! All the resort, all the business to my house is to my lady and master steward, whilst Sir Francis stands for a cipher. I have made away myself and my power as if I had done it by deed of gift. Here comes the comptroller of the game.
 

Enter Saunder.
 

SAUNDER
What, are you yet resolved to translate this unnecessary land into ready money?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Translate it?
 

SAUNDER
The conveyances are drawn and the money ready. My lady sent me to you to know directly if you meant to go through in the sale; if not, she resolves of another course.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Thou speakest this cheerfully, methinks, whereas faithful servants were wont to mourn when they beheld the lord that fed and cherish’d them, [as] by curst enchantments remov’d into another blood. Cressingham of Cressingham has continued for many years, and must the name sink now?
 

SAUNDER
All this is nothing to my lady’s resolution; it must be done or she’ll not stay in England. She would know whether your son be sent for that must likewise set his hand to th’ sale; for otherwise the lawyers say there cannot be a sure conveyance made to the buyer.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Yes, I have sent for him; but I pray thee, think what a hard task ‘twill be for a father to persuade his son and heir to make away his inheritance.
 

SAUNDER
Nay, for that use your own logic: I have heard you talk at the sessions terribly against deer-stealers, and that kept you from being put out of the commission.
 

Exit Saunder. Enter young Cressingham.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I do live to see two miseries, one to be commanded by my wife, the other to be censured by my slave.
 

CRESSINGHAM
[Kneeling] That which I have wanted long, and has been cause of my irregular courses, I beseech you let raise me from the ground.
 

SIR FRANCIS
[Raising him and giving him money] Rise, George: there’s a hundred pounds for you, and my blessing; with these, your mother’s favour. But I [hear] your studies are become too licentious of late.
 

CRESSINGHAM
[Aside] H’as heard of my cozenage.
 

SIR FRANCIS
What’s that you’re writing?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, not anything.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Come, I hear there’s something coming forth of yours will be your undoing.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Of mine?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Yes, of your writing; somewhat you should write will be dangerous to you. I have a suit to you.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, my obedience makes you commander in all things.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I pray, suppose I had committed some fault,
For which my life and sole estate were forfeit
To the law, and that some great man near the king
Should labour to get my pardon, on condition
He might enjoy my lordship: could you prize
Your father’s life above the grievous loss
Of your inheritance?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Yes, and my own life
At stake too.
 

SIR FRANCIS
You promise fair; I come now
To make trial of it. You know I have married
One whom I hold so dear that my whole life
Is nothing but a mere estate depending
Upon her will and her affections to me.
She deserves so well, I cannot longer merit
Than durante
[beneplacito]: ’tis her pleasure,
And her wisdom moves in’t too, of which I’ll give you
Ample satisfaction hereafter, that I sell
The land my father left me. You change colour!
I have promis’d her to do’t, and should I fail,
I must expect the remainder of my life
As full of trouble and vexation
As the suit for a divorce; it lies in you
By setting of your hand unto the sale
To add length to his life that gave you yours.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, I do now ingeniously perceive
Why you said lately somewhat I should write
Would be my undoing, meaning, as I take it,
Setting my hand to this assurance. Oh, good sir,
Shall I pass away my birthright? Oh, remember
There is a malediction denounc’d against it
In holy writ! Will you, for her pleasure,
The inheritance of desolation leave
To your posterity? Think how compassionate
The creatures of the field, that only live
On the wild benefits of nature, are
Unto their young ones; think likewise you may
Have more children by this woman, and by this act
You undo them too. ’Tis a strange [precedent] this,
To see an obedient son labouring good counsel
To the father! But know, sir, that the spirits
Of my great-grandfather and your father move
At this present in me, and what they bequeath’d you
On [their] deathbed they charge you not to give away
In the dalliance of a woman’s bed. Good sir,
Let it not be thought presumption in me
That I have continued my speech unto this length:
The cause, sir, is urgent and, believe it, you
Shall find her beauty as malevolent unto you
As a red morning that doth still foretell
A foul day to follow. Oh, sir, keep your land!
Keep that to keep your name immortal, and you shall see
All that her malice and proud will procures,
Shall show her ugly heart, but hurt not yours.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Oh, I am distracted, and my very soul
Sends blushes into my cheeks.
 

Enter George with the two children [Maria and Edward].
 

CRESSINGHAM
See here an object
To beget more compassion.
 

GEORGE
O Sir Francis, we have a most lamentable house at home! Nothing to be heard in’t but separation and divorces, and such a noise of the spiritual court as if it were a tenement upon London Bridge and built upon the arches.
 

SIR FRANCIS
What’s the matter?
 

GEORGE
All about boarding your children: my mistress is departed.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Dead?
 

GEORGE
In a sort she is, and laid out too, for she is run away from my master.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Whither?
 

GEORGE
Seven miles off, into Essex: she vow’d never to leave Barking while she liv’d till these were brought home again.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Oh, they shall not offend her. I am sorry for’t.
 

[MARIA]
I am glad we are come home, sir, for we liv’d in the unquietest house!
 

[EDWARD]
The angry woman methought grutch’d us our victuals: our new mother is a good soul, and loves us, and does not frown so like a vixen as she does.
 

[MARIA]
I am at home now, and in heaven methinks: what a comfort ’tis to be under your wing!
 

[EDWARD]
Indeed, my mother was wont to call me your nestle-cock, and I love you as well as she did.
 

SIR FRANCIS
You are my pretty souls.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Does not the prattle of these move you?
 

Enter Saunder, Knavesbee, and Surveyor.
 

SAUNDER
Look you, sir, here’s the conveyance and my lady’s solicitor: pray, resolve what to do; my lady is coming down. How now, George? How does thy mistress that sits in a wainscot gown, like a citizen’s lure to draw in customers? Oh, she’s a pretty mousetrap!
 

GEORGE
She’s ill-baited though to take a Welshman; she cannot away with cheese.
 

SIR FRANCIS
And what must I do now?
 

KNAVESBEE
Acknowledge a fine and recovery of the land; then for possession the course is common.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Carry back the writings, sir; my mind in chang’d.
 

SAUNDER
Chang’d! Do not you mean to seal?
 

Enter Lady Cressingham.
 

SIR FRANCIS
No, sir, the tide’s turn’d.
 

SAUNDER
[Aside] You must temper him like wax or he’ll not seal.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Are you come back again? How now, have you done?
 

[MARIA]
How do you, lady mother?
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
You are good children. Bid my woman give them some sweetmeats.
 

[MARIA]
Indeed, I thank you. Is not this a kind mother?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Poor fools, you know not how dear you shall pay for this sugar.
 

[Exeunt George, Maria and Edward.]
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
What, ha’n’t you dispatch’d?
 

SIR FRANCIS
No, sweetest, I am dissuaded by my son
From the sale o’ th’ land.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Dissuaded by your son!
 

SIR FRANCIS
I cannot get his hand to’t.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Where’s our steward?
Cause presently that all my beds and hangings
Be taken down; provide carts, pack them up:
I’ll to my house i’ th’ country. Have I studied
The way to your preferment and your children’s,
And do you cool i’ th’ upshot?
 

CRESSINGHAM
With your pardon,
I cannot understand this course a way
To any preferment, rather a direct path
To our ruin.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Oh sir, you are young-sighted!
Show them the project of the land I mean
To buy in Ireland, that shall outvalue yours
Three thousand in a year.
 

[Knavesbee shows them a] map.
 

KNAVESBEE
Look you, sir: here is Clangibbon, a fruitful country, and well-wooded.
 

SIR FRANCIS
What’s this? Marsh-ground?
 

KNAVESBEE
No, these are bogs, but a little cost will drain them. This upper part that runs by the black water is the [Cussacks’] land, a spacious country, and yields excellent profit by the salmon and fishing for herring. Here runs the Kernesdale, admirable feed for cattle, and hereabout is St. Patrick’s Purgatory.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Purgatory! Shall we purchase that too?
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Come, come, will you dispatch th’ other business?
We may go through with this?
 

SIR FRANCIS
My son’s unwilling.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Upon my soul, sir, I’ll never bed with you
Till you have seal’d.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Thou hear’st her: on thy blessing
Follow me to th’ court and seal.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, were it my death,
Wer’t to th’ loss of my estate, I vow
To obey you in all things; yet with it remember
There are two young ones living that may curse you.
I pray, dispose part of the money on their
Generous educations.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Fear [not] you, sir.
The carouche there! When you have dispatch’d
You shall find me at the scrivener’s, where I shall
Receive the money.
 

CRESSINGHAM
She’ll devour that mass too.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
How likest thou my power over him?
 

SAUNDER
Excellent.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
This is the height of a great lady’s sway,
When her night-service makes her rule i’ th’ day.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

Before Knavesbee’s house
 

Enter Knavesbee.
 

KNAVESBEE
Not yet, Sib? My lord keeps thee so long, th’art welcome, I see, then. And pays sweetly too: a good wench, Sib, th’art, to obey thy husband.
 

[Enter Sib.]
 

She’s come: a hundred mark a year, how fine and easy it comes into mine arms now! Welcome home; what says my lord, Sib?
 

[SIB]
My lord says you are a cuckold.
 

KNAVESBEE
Ha, ha, ha, ha, I thank him for that bob, i’faith! I’ll afford it him again at the same price a month hence, and let the commodity grow as scarce as it will. Cuckold, says his lordship! Ha, ha, I shall burst my sides with laughing, that’s the worst! Name not a hundred [a] year, for then I burst! It smarts not so much as a fillip on the forehead by five parts: what has his dalliance taken from thy lips? ’Tis as sweet as [e’er] ’twas; let me try else: buss me, sugar-candy.
 

[SIB]
Forbear; you presume to a lord’s pleasure!
 

KNAVESBEE
How’s that? Not I, Sib.
 

[SIB]
Never touch me more;
I’ll keep the noble stamp upon my lip,
No under baseness shall deface it now.
You taught me the way; now I am in, I’ll keep it.
I have kiss’d ambition, and I love it;
I loathe the memory of every touch
My lip hath tasted from thee!
 

KNAVESBEE
Nay, but sweet Sib,
You do forget yourself.
 

[SIB]
I will forget
All that I ever was, and nourish new [thoughts]:
Sirrah, I am a lady.
 

KNAVESBEE
Lord bless us, madam!
 

[SIB]
I have enjoy’d a lord, that’s real possession,
And daily shall, the which all ladies have
Not with their lords.
 

KNAVESBEE
But with your patience, madam,
Who was it that prefer’d you to this ladyship?
 

[SIB]
’Tis all I am beholding to thee for:
Th’ast brought me out of ignorance into light.
Simple as I was, I thought thee a man
Till I found the difference by a man: thou art
A beast, a horned beast, an ox!
 

KNAVESBEE
Are these
Ladies’ terms?
 

[SIB]
For thy pander’s fee,
It shall be laid under the candlestick;
Look for’t, I’ll leave it for thee.
 

KNAVESBEE
A little lower,
Good your ladyship: my cousin Chamlet
Is in the house; let these things go no further.
 

[SIB]
’Tis for mine own credit if I forebear,
Not thine, thou bugle-brow’d beast, thou!
 

Enter George with rolls of paper.
 

GEORGE
Bidden, bidden, bidden, bidden! So, all these are past; but here’s as large a walk to come. If I do not get it up at the feast, I shall be leaner for bidding the guests, I’m sure.
 

KNAVESBEE
How now! Who’s this?
 

GEORGE
[Reading] “Doctor Glister et—” What word’s this? Fuxor? Oh, uxor! “The doctor and his wife. Master Body et uxor of Bow Lane. Master Knavesbee et uxor.”
 

KNAVESBEE
Ha, we are in, whatsoever the matter is.
 

GEORGE
Here’s forty couple more in this quarter, but there, the provision bringing in, that puzzles me most. One ox: that will hardly serve for beef too. Five muttons, ten lambs: poor innocents, they’ll be devoured too. Three gross of capons — 
 

KNAVESBEE
Mercy upon us! What a slaughterhouse is here!
 

GEORGE
Two bushels of small birds, plovers, snipes, woodcocks, partridge, larks. Then for bak’d meats — 
 

KNAVESBEE
George, George, what feast is this? ’Tis not for St. George’s Day?
 

GEORGE
Cry you mercy, sir, you and your wife are in my roll: my master invites you his guests tomorrow dinner.
 

KNAVESBEE
Dinner say’st thou? He means to feast a month sure.
 

GEORGE
Nay, sir, you make up but a hundred couple.
 

KNAVESBEE
Why, what ship has brought an India home to him that he’s so bountiful? Or what friend dead, unknown to us, has so much left to him of arable land, that he means to turn to pasture thus?
 

GEORGE
Nay, ’tis a vessel, sir; a good estate comes all in one bottom to him, and ’tis a question whether ever he find the bottom or no: a thousand a year, that’s the uppermost.
 

KNAVESBEE
A thousand a year!
 

GEORGE
To go no further about the bush, sir, now the bird is caught: my master is tomorrow to be married, and amongst the rest invites you a guest at his wedding dinner the second.
 

KNAVESBEE
Married!
 

GEORGE
There is no other remedy for flesh and blood: that will have leave to play whether we will or no, or wander into forbidden pastures.
 

KNAVESBEE
Married! Why, he is married, man! His wife is in my house now; thy mistress is alive, George!
 

GEORGE
That she was, it may be, sir, but dead to him. She play’d a little too rough with him, and he has discarded her; he’s divorc’d, sir.
 

KNAVESBEE
He divorc’d! Then is her labour sav’d, for she was labouring a divorce from him.
 

GEORGE
They are well parted then, sir.
 

KNAVESBEE
But wilt thou not speak with her? I’faith, invite her to’t.
 

GEORGE
’Tis not my commission, I dare not. Fare you well, sir; I have much business in hand, and the time is short.
 

KNAVESBEE
Nay, but George, I prithee stay. May I report this to her for a certain truth?
 

GEORGE
Wherefore am I employ’d in this invitation, sir?
 

KNAVESBEE
Prithee what is she, his second choice?
 

GEORGE
Truly a goodly presence, likely to bear great children, and great store; she never saw five-and-thirty summers together in her life by her appearance, and comes in her French hood. By my fecks, a great match ’tis like to be; I am sorry for my old mistress but cannot help it. Pray you, excuse me now, sir, for all the business goes through my hands, none employ’d but myself.
 

Exit George.
 

KNAVESBEE
Why, here is news that no man will believe but he that sees.
 

[SIB]
This and your cuckoldry will be digestion throughout the city dinners and suppers for a month together, there will need no cheese.
 

KNAVESBEE
No more of that, Sib. I’ll call my cousin Chamlet and make her partaker of this sport.
 

Enter [Rachel].
 

She’s come already. Cousin, take’t at once, y’are a free woman; your late husband’s to be married tomorrow.
 

[RACHEL]
Married! To whom?
 

KNAVESBEE
To a French hood, byrlakins, as I understand; great cheer prepar’d, and great guests invited, so far I know.
 

[RACHEL]
What a curst wretch was I to pare my nails today, a Friday too! I look’d for some mischief.
 

KNAVESBEE
Why, I did think this had accorded with your best liking; you sought for him what he has sought for you: a separation, and by divorce too.
 

[RACHEL]
I’ll divorce ‘em! Is he to be married to a French hood? I’ll dress it the English fashion; ne’er a coach to be had with six horses to strike fire i’ th’ streets as we go?
 

KNAVESBEE
Will you go home then?
 

[RACHEL]
Good cousin, help me to whet one of my knives while I sharp the tother; give me a sour apple to set my teeth on edge. I would give five pound for the paring of my nails again! Have you e’er a bird-spit i’ th’ house? I’ll dress one dish to the wedding.
 

KNAVESBEE
This violence hurts yourself the most.
 

[RACHEL]
I care not who I hurt. Oh my heart, how it beats a’ both sides! Will you run with me for a wager into Lombard Street now?
 

KNAVESBEE
I’ll walk with you, cousin, a sufficient pace; Sib shall come softly after. I’ll bring you through Bearbinder Lane.
 

[RACHEL]
Bearbinder Lane cannot hold me; I’ll the nearest way over St. Mildred’s church. If I meet any French hoods by the way, I’ll make black patches enow for the rheum.
 

Exeunt [Knavesbee and Rachel].
 

[SIB]
So, ’tis to my wish. Master Knavesbee,
Help to make peace abroad; here you’ll find wars:
I’ll have a divorce too, with locks and bars.
 

Exit.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

Chamlet’s shop
 

Enter George, Margarita.
 

GEORGE
Madam, but stay here a little, my master comes instantly. I heard him say he did owe you a good turn, and now’s the time to take it. I’ll warrant you a sound reward e’er you go.
 

Enter Chamlet.
 

MARGARITA
Ey tank u de bon coure, monsieur.
 

GEORGE
Look, he’s here already. [Aside] Now would a skillful navigator take in his sails, for sure there is a storm towards.
 

Exit George.
 

CHAMLET
Oh, madam, I perceive in your countenance I am beholding to you. All is peace?
 

MARGARITA
All quiet, goor friendsheep; ey mooch a-do, ey strive wid him, give goor worda for you. No more speak a de matra, all es undone, u no more trobla.
 

Enter [Rachel] and Knavesbee.
 

CHAMLET
[Giving her money] Look, there’s the price of a fair pair of gloves, and wear ‘em for my sake.
 

[RACHEL]
Oh, oh, oh, my heart’s broke out of my ribs!
 

KNAVESBEE
Nay, a little patience.
 

MARGARITA
Ey tank u artely, shall no bestow en gloves; shall put moosh more to dees, an bestow your shop. Regard dess stof [a] my petticoat. U no soosh anodre; shall deal wid u for moosh: take in your hand.
 

CHAMLET
I see it, mistress; ’tis good stuff indeed. ’Tis a silk rash; I can pattern it.
 

[RACHEL]
Shall he take up her coats before my face? Oh, beastly creature! [Coming forward] French hood, French hood, I will make your hair grow thorough!
 

CHAMLET
My wife returned! Oh, welcome home, sweet Rachel!
 

[RACHEL]
I forbid the banes, lecher! And strumpet, thou shalt bear children without noses!
 

[She beats Margarita.]
 

MARGARITA
O pardonnez-moi, by my trat ey mean u no hurta! Wat u meant by dees?
 

[RACHEL]
I will have thine eyes out, and thy bastards shall be as blind as puppies!
 

CHAMLET
Sweet Rachel! Good cousin, help to pacify.
 

[RACHEL]
I forbid the banes, adulterer!
 

CHAMLET
What means she by that, sir?
 

KNAVESBEE
[Restraining her] Good cousin, forbid your rage a while; unless you hear, by what sense will you receive satisfaction?
 

[RACHEL]
By my hands and my teeth, sir, give me leave! Will you bind me whiles mine enemy kills me?
 

CHAMLET
Here all are your friends, sweet wife.
 

[RACHEL]
Wilt have two wives? Do and [be] hang’d, fornicator! I forbid the banes! Give me the French hood; I’ll tread it under feet in a pair of pantofles!
 

MARGARITA
Begar, shall save hood, head, and all; shall come no more heer, ey warran u.
 

Exit Margarita.
 

KNAVESBEE
Sir, the truth is, report spoke it for truth
You were tomorrow to be married.
 

[RACHEL]
I forbid the banes!
 

CHAMLET
Mercy deliver me,
If my grave embrace me in the bed of death,
I would to church with willing ceremony;
But for my wedlock-fellow, here she is:
The first and last that e’er my thoughts look’d on.
 

KNAVESBEE
Why, la, you, cousin! This was nought but error or an assault of mischief.
 

CHAMLET
Whose report was it?
 

KNAVESBEE
Your man George’s, who invited me to the wedding.
 

Enter George.
 

CHAMLET
George? And was he sober? Good sir, call him.
 

GEORGE
It needs not, sir; I am here already.
 

CHAMLET
Did you report this, George?
 

GEORGE
Yes, sir, I did.
 

CHAMLET
And wherefore did you so?
 

GEORGE
For a new suit that you promised me, sir, if I could bring home my mistress; and I think she’s come, with a mischief.
 

[RACHEL]
Give me that villain’s ears!
 

GEORGE
I would give ear, if I could hear you talk wisely.
 

[RACHEL]
Let me cut off his ears!
 

GEORGE
I shall hear worse of you hereafter then; limb for limb, one of my ears for one of your tongues, and I’ll lay out for my master.
 

CHAMLET
’Twas knavery with a good purpose in’t;
Sweet Rachel, this was e’en George’s meaning:
A second marriage, ‘twixt thyself and me.
And now I woo [thee] to’t; a quiet night
Will make the sun, like a fresh bridegroom, rise
And kiss the chaste cheek of the rosy morn
Which we will imitate, and like him create
Fresh buds of love, fresh spreading arms, fresh fruit,
Fresh wedding robes, and George’s fresh new suit.
 

[RACHEL]
This is fine stuff; have you much on’t to see?
 

GEORGE
A remnant of a yard.
 

CHAMLET
Come, come, all’s well.
Sir, you must sup, instead of tomorrow’s dinner.
 

KNAVESBEE
I follow you.
 

Exeunt [all but Knavesbee].
 

No, ’tis another way;
My lord’s reward calls me to better cheer:
Many good meals, a hundred marks a year.
My wife’s transform’d a lady. Tush, she’ll come
To her shape again; my lord rides the circuit:
If I [ride] along with him, what need I grutch?
I can as easy, sir, and speed as much.
 

Exit Knavesbee.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

Before Sir Francis’s house
 

Enter Old Franklin in mourning, young Cressingham with young Franklin disguis’d like an old serving-man.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, your son’s death, which has apparell’d you
In this darker wearing, is a loss wherein
I have ample share: he was my friend.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
He was my nearest and dearest enemy,
And the perpetual fear of a worse end,
Had he continued his former dissolute course,
Makes me weigh his death the lighter.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Yet, sir,
With your pardon, if you value him every way
As he deserv’d, it will appear your scanting
Of his means, and the Lord Beaufort’s most
Unlordly breach of promise to him, made
Him fall upon some courses, to which his nature
And mine own, made desperate likewise by the cruelty
Of a mother-in-law, would else have been as strange
As insolent greatness is to distress’d virtue.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Yes, I have heard of that too, your defeat
Made upon a mercer: I style ‘t modestly,
The law intends it plain cozenage.
 

CRESSINGHAM
’Twas no less,
But my penitence and restitution may
Come fairly off from’t: it was no impeachment
To the glory won at Agincourt’s great battle
That the achiever of it in his youth
Had been a purse-taker; this with all reverence
To th’ great example. Now to my business,
Wherein you have made such noble trial of
Your worth, that in a world so dull as this,
Where faith is almost grown to be a miracle,
I have found a friend so worthy as yourself
To purchase all the land my father sold
At the persuasion of a riotous woman,
And charitable to reserve it for his use
And the good of his three children; this I say
Is such a deed shall style you our preserver,
And owe the memory of your worth, and pay it
To all posterity.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Sir, what I have done
Looks to the end of the good deed itself,
No other way i’ th’ world.
 

CRESSINGHAM
But would you please
Out of a friendly reprehension
To make him sensible of the weighty wrong
He has done his children? Yet I would not have it
Too bitter, for he undergoes already
Such torment in a woman’s naughty pride,
Too harsh reproof would kill him.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Leave you that
To my discretion: I have made myself
My son’s executor, and am come up
On purpose to collect his creditors,
And where I find his pennyworth conscionable,
I’ll make them in part satisfaction.
 

Enter George.
 

Oh, this fellow was born near me, and his trading here i’ th’ city may bring me to the knowledge of the men my son ought money to.
 

GEORGE
Your worship’s welcome to London. And I pray, how does all our good friends i’ th’ country?
 

OLD FRANKLIN
They are well, George. How thou art shot up since I saw thee! What, I think thou art almost out of thy time?
 

GEORGE
I am out of my wits, sir; I have liv’d in a kind of Bedlam these four years: how can I be mine own man then?
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Why, what’s the matter?
 

GEORGE
I may turn soap-boiler, I have a loose body: I am turn’d away from my master.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
How! Turn’d away?
 

GEORGE
I am gone, sir, not in drink, and yet you may behold my indentures.
 

[He shows his] indenture.
 

Oh, the wicked wit of woman! For the good turn I did bringing her home, she ne’er left sucking my master’s breath like a cat, kissing him, I mean, till I was turn’d away!
 

OLD FRANKLIN
I have heard she’s a terrible woman.
 

GEORGE
Yes, and the miserablest! Her sparing in housekeeping has cost him somewhat, the Dagger-pies can testify. She has stood in’s light most miserably, like your fasting days before red letters in the almanac; saying, the pinching of our bellies would be a mean to make him wear scarlet the sooner. She had once persuaded him to have bought spectacles for all his servants, that they might have worn ‘em dinner and supper.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
To what purpose?
 

GEORGE
Marry, to have made our victuals seem bigger than ’twas. She shows from whence she came; that my wind-colic can witness.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Why, whence came she?
 

GEORGE
Marry, from a courtier, and an officer too, that was up and down I know not how often.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Had he any great place?
 

GEORGE
Yes, a very high one, but he got little by it; he was one that blew the organ in the court chapel: our puritans, especially your puritans in Scotland, could ne’er away with him.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Is she one of the sect?
 

GEORGE
Faith, I think not, for I am certain she denies her husband the supremacy.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Well, George, your difference may be reconcil’d. I am now to use your help in a business that concerns me: here’s a note of men’s names here i’ th’ city unto whom my son ought money, but I do not know their dwelling.
 

GEORGE
[Taking the note from him] Let me see, sir. [Reading] “Fifty pound ta’en up at use of Master Waterthin the brewer.”
 

OLD FRANKLIN
What’s he?
 

GEORGE
An obstinate fellow, and one that denied payment of the groats till he lay by th’ heels for’t; I know him. [Reading] “Item, fourscore pair of provant breeches a’ th’ new fashion, to Pinchbuttock, a hosier in Birchen Lane, so much.”
 

OLD FRANKLIN
What the devil did he with so many pair of breeches?
 

FRANKLIN
Supply a captain, sir; a friend of his went over to the Palatinate.
 

GEORGE
[Reading] “Item, to my tailor Master Weatherwise, by St. Clement’s church.”
 

CRESSINGHAM
Who should that be? It may be ’tis the new prophet, the astrological tailor.
 

FRANKLIN
No, no, no, sir; we have nothing to do with him.
 

GEORGE
Well, I’ll read no further; leave the note to my discretion: do not fear but I’ll inquire them all.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Why, I thank thee, George. [To Cressingham] Sir, rest assur’d I shall in all your business be faithful to you, and at better leisure find time to imprint deeply in your father the wrong he has done you.
 

CRESSINGHAM
You are worthy in all things.
 

Exeunt Old Franklin, George and young Franklin. Enter Saunder.
 

Is my father stirring?
 

SAUNDER
Yes, sir. My lady wonders you are thus chargeable to your father, and will not direct yourself unto some gainful study may quit him of your dependence.
 

CRESSINGHAM
What study?
 

SAUNDER
Why, the law, that law that takes up most a’ th’ wits i’ th’ kingdom, not for most good, but most gain. Or divinity: I have heard you talk well, and I do not think but you’d prove a singular fine churchman.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I should prove a plural better, if I could attain to fine benefices.
 

SAUNDER
My lady, now she has money, is studying to do good works. She talk’d last night what a goodly act it was of a countess — Northamptonshire breed, belike, or thereabouts — that to make Coventry a corporation, rode through the city naked, and by daylight.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I do not think but you have ladies living would discover as much in private, to advance but some member of a corporation.
 

Enter Sir Francis Cressingham.
 

SAUNDER
Well, sir, your wit is still goring at my lady’s projects. Here’s your father.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Thou com’st to chide me, hearing how like a ward I am handled since the sale of my land.
 

CRESSINGHAM
No, sir, but to turn your eyes into your own bosom.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Why, I am become my wife’s pensioner, am confin’d to a hundred mark a year, t’ one suit, and one man to attend me?
 

SAUNDER
And is not that enough for a private gentleman?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Peace, sirrah; there is nothing but knave speaks in thee. And my two poor children must be put forth to prentice!
 

CRESSINGHAM
Ha! To prentice? Sir, I do not come to grieve you,
But to show how wretched your estate was,
That you could not come to see order
Until foul disorder pointed the way to’t:
So inconsiderate, yet so fruitful still
Is dotage to beget its own destruction.
 

SIR FRANCIS
Surely I am nothing, and desire to be so.
Pray thee, fellow, entreat her only to be quiet;
I have given her all my estate on that condition.
 

SAUNDER
Yes, sir; her coffers are well lin’d, believe me.
 

SIR FRANCIS
And yet she is not contented; we observe
The moon is ne’er so pleasant and so clear
As when she is at the full.
 

CRESSINGHAM
You did no use
My mother with this observance. You are like
The frogs who, weary of their quiet king,
Consented to the election of the stork,
Who in the end devour’d them.
 

SIR FRANCIS
You may see
How apt man is to forfeit all his judgment
Upon the instant of his fall.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Look up, sir.
 

SIR FRANCIS
O, my heart’s broke! Weighty are injuries
That come from an enemy, but those are deadly
That come from a friend, for we see commonly
Those are ta’en most to heart.
 

Enter the Lady Cressingham.
 

She comes.
 

CRESSINGHAM
What a terrible eye she darts on us!
 

SIR FRANCIS
Oh, most natural for lightning to go before the thunder.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
What? Are you in council? Are ye levying faction against us?
 

SIR FRANCIS
Good friend!
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Sir, sir, pray, come hither. There is winter in your looks, a latter winter. Do you complain to your kindred? I’ll make you fear extremely to show you have any cause to fear. Are the bonds seal’d for the six thousand pounds I put forth to use?
 

SAUNDER
Yes, madam.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
The bonds were made in my uncle’s name?
 

SAUNDER
Yes.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
’Tis well.
 

SIR FRANCIS
’Tis strange though.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Nothing strange; you’ll think the allowance I have put you to as strange, but your judgment cannot reach the aim I have in’t. You were prick’d last year to be high sheriff, and what it would have cost you I understand now. All this charge and the other by the sale of your land, and the money at my dispose, and your pension so small, will settle you in quiet, make you master of a retir’d life. And our great ones may think you a politic man, and that you are aiming at some strange business, having made all over.
 

SIR FRANCIS
I must leave you. Man is never truly awake till he be dead!
 

Exeunt [Sir Francis] Cressingham and Saunder.
 

CRESSINGHAM
What a dream have you made of my father!
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Let him be so, and keep the proper place of dream, his bed, until I raise him.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Raise him! Not likely! ’Tis you have ruin’d him!
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
You do not come to quarrel?
 

CRESSINGHAM
No, certain, but to persuade you to a thing that in the virtue of it nobly carries its own commendation, and you shall gain much honour by it, which is the recompense of all virtuous actions: to use my father kindly.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Why? Does he complain to you, sir?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Complain? Why should a king complain for anything but for his sins to heaven? The prerogative of husband is like to his over his wife.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
I am full of business, sir, and will not mind you.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I must not leave you thus; I tell you, mother,
’Tis dangerous to a woman: when her mind
Raises her to such height, it makes her only
Capable of her own merit, nothing of duty!
Oh, ’twas a strange unfortunate o’erprising
Your beauty brought him, otherwise discreet,
Into the fatal neglect of his poor children.
What will you give us of the late sum you receiv’d?
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Not a penny. Away, you are troublesome and saucy!
 

CRESSINGHAM
You are too cruel; denials even from princes,
Who may do what they list, should be supplied
With a gracious verbal usage, that though they
Do not cure the sore, they may abate the sense of’t.
The wealth you seem to command over is his,
And he I hope will dispose of’t to our use.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
When he can command my will.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Have you made him
So miserable that he must take a law from his wife?
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Have you not had some lawyers forc’d to groan
Under the burden?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Oh, but the greater the women
The more visible are their vices.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
So,
Sir, you have been so bold. By all can bind
An oath, and I’ll not break it, I will not be
The woman to you hereafter you expected.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Be not; be not yourself, be not my father’s wife,
Be not my Lady Cressingham, and then
I’ll thus speak to you, but you must not answer
In your own person.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
A fine puppet-play!
 

CRESSINGHAM
Good madam, please you pity the mistress
Of a poor gentleman that is undone
By a cruel mother-in-law; you do not know her,
Nor does she deserve the knowledge of any good one,
For she does not know herself. You would sigh for
That e’er she took [your] sex, if you but heard
Her qualities.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
This is a fine crotchet.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Envy and pride flow in her painted breasts,
She gives no other suck; all her attendants
Do not belong to her husband, his money is hers:
Marry, his debts are his own. She bears such sway
She will not suffer his religion be his own
But what she please to turn it to.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
And all this while,
I am the woman you libel against.
 

CRESSINGHAM
I remember
Ere the land was sold you talk’d of going to Ireland,
But should you touch there, you would die presently.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Why, man?
 

CRESSINGHAM
The country brooks no poison: go,
You’ll find how difficult a thing it is
To make a settled or assur’d estate
Of things ill-gotten. When my father’s dead,
The curse of lust and riot follow you!
Marry some young gallant that may rifle you,
Yet add one blessing to your needy age,
That you may die full of repentance.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Ha, ha, ha!
 

CRESSINGHAM
Oh, she is lost to any kind of goodness!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A street outside Lord Beaufort’s house
 

Enter Lord Beaufort and Knavesbee.
 

BEAUFORT
Sirrah, be gone; y’are base!
 

KNAVESBEE
Base, my good lord?
’Tis a ground part in music: trebles, means,
All is but [fiddling]. Your honour bore a part
As my wife says, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Your wife’s a strumpet!
 

KNAVESBEE
Ah ha, is she so? I am glad to hear it:
Open confession, open payment.
The wager’s mine then, a hundred a year, my lord;
I said so before, and stak’d my head against it.
Thus after darksome night, the day is come, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Hence, hide thy branded head; let no day see thee,
Nor thou any but thy execution day!
 

KNAVESBEE
That’s the day after washing day; once a week
I see’t at home, my lord.
 

BEAUFORT
Go home and see
Thy prostituted wife, for sure ’tis so,
Now folded in a boy’s adultery,
My page, on whom the hot-[rein’d] harlot dotes.
This night he hath been her attendant. My house
He’s fled from, and must no more return. Go,
And make haste, sir, lest your reward be lost
For want of looking to.
 

KNAVESBEE
My reward lost!
Is there nothing due for what is past, my lord?
 

BEAUFORT
[Beating him] Yes, pander, wittol, macrio, basest of knaves!
Thou bolster-bawd to thine own infamy!
Go, I have no more about me at this time;
When I am better stor’d thou shalt have more
Where’er I meet thee.
 

KNAVESBEE
[Aside] Pander, wittol, macrio, base knave, bolster-bawd! Here is but five mark toward a hundred a year; this is poor payment. If lords may be trusted no better than thus, I will go home and cut my wife’s nose off. I will turn over a new leaf and hang up the page. Lastly, I will put on a large pair of wet-leather boots and drown myself; I will sink at Queenhive and rise again at Charing Cross, contrary to the statute in Edwardo primo.
 

Exit. Enter Old Franklin, his son [Franklin disguised] as before, George, three or four citizens [as] Creditors.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Good health to your lordship.
 

BEAUFORT
Master Franklin, I heard of your arrival and the cause of this your sad appearance.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
And ’tis no more than as your honour says, indeed, appearance: it has more form than feeling sorrow, sir, I must confess. There’s none of these gentlemen, though aliens in bonds, but have as large cause of grief as I.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
No, by your favour, sir, we are well satisfied. There was in his life a greater hope, but less assurance.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Sir, I wish all my debts of no better promise to pay me thus; fifty in the hundred comes fairly homewards.
 

FRANKLIN
Considering hard bargains and dead commodities, sir.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
Thou sayst true, friend, and from a dead debtor too.
 

BEAUFORT
And so you have compounded and agreed all your son’s riotous debts?
 

OLD FRANKLIN
That’s behind but one cause of worse condition; that done, he may sleep quietly.
 

FIRST CREDITOR
Yes, sure, my lord, this gentleman is come a wonder to us all, that so fairly with half a loss could satisfy those debts were dead, even with his son, and from whom we could have nothing claim’d.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
I showed my reason; I would have a good name live after him because he bore my name.
 

SECOND CREDITOR
May his tongue perish first, and that will spoil his trade, that first gives him a syllable of ill.
 

BEAUFORT
Why, this is friendly.
 

Enter Chamlet.
 

CHAMLET
My lord!
 

BEAUFORT
Master Chamlet, very welcome.
 

CHAMLET
Master Franklin, I take it. These gentlemen I know well: good Pennystone, Master Phillip, Master Cheyney! I am glad I shall take my leave of so many of my good friends at once. [Shaking their hands] Your hand first, my lord; fare you well, sir. Nay, I must have all your hands to my pass.
 

GEORGE
Will you have mine too, sir?
 

CHAMLET
Yes, thy two hands, George, and I think two honest hands of a tradesman, George, as any between Cornhill and Lombard Street.
 

GEORGE
Take heed what you say, sir; there’s Birchen Lane between ‘em.
 

BEAUFORT
But what’s the cause of this, Master Chamlet?
 

CHAMLET
I have the cause in handling now, my lord: George, honest George is the cause, yet no cause of George’s. George is [turn’d] away one way, and I must go another.
 

BEAUFORT
And whither is your way, sir?
 

CHAMLET
[E’en] to seek out a quiet life, my lord: I do hear of a fine peaceable island.
 

BEAUFORT
Why, ’tis the same you live in.
 

CHAMLET
No, ’tis so fam’d,
But we th’ inhabitants find it not so.
The place I speak of has been keep with thunder,
With frightful lightnings, amazing noises,
But now, th’ enchantment broke, ’tis the land of peace,
Where hogs and tobacco yield fair increase.
 

BEAUFORT
This is a little wild, methinks.
 

CHAMLET
Gentlemen, fare you well; I am for the Bermudas.
 

BEAUFORT
Nay, good sir, stay. And is that your only cause, the loss of George?
 

CHAMLET
The loss of George, my lord! Make you that no cause? Why, but examine, would it not break the stout heart of a nobleman to lose his George, much more the tender bosom of a citizen?
 

BEAUFORT
Fie, fie, I’m sorry your gravity should run back to lightness thus. You go to the Bermothes!
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Better to Ireland, sir.
 

CHAMLET
The land of ire? That’s too near home; my wife will be heard from Hellbree to Divelin.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Sir, I must of necessity a while detain you. I must acquaint you with a benefit that’s coming towards you. You were cheated of some goods of late; come, I’m a cunning man and will help you to the most part again, or some reasonable satisfaction.
 

CHAMLET
That’s another cause of my unquiet life, sir. Can you do that, I may chance stay another tide or two.
 

Enter [Rachel].
 

My wife! I must speak more private with you. By forty foot, pain of death, I dare not reach her. No words of me, sweet gentlemen!
 

Slips behind the arras.
 

GEORGE
I had need hide too.
 

[He follows Chamlet.]
 

[RACHEL]
Oh, my lord, I have scarce tongue enough yet to tell you; my husband, my husband’s gone from me. Your warrant, good my lord, I never had such need of your warrant; my husband’s gone from me!
 

BEAUFORT
Going he is, ’tis true; h’as ta’en his leave of me, and all these gentlemen, and ’tis your sharp tongue that whips him forward.
 

[RACHEL]
A warrant, good my lord!
 

BEAUFORT
You turn away his servants, such on whom his estate depends, he says, who know his books, his debts, his customers; the form and order of all his affairs you make orderless. Chiefly, his George you have banish’d from him.
 

[RACHEL]
My lord, I will call George again.
 

GEORGE within
Call George again!
 

BEAUFORT
Why, hark you, how high-voic’d you are that raise an echo from my cellarage, which we with modest loudness cannot.
 

[RACHEL]
My lord, do you think I speak too loud?
 

GEORGE within
Too loud.
 

BEAUFORT
Why hark, your own tongue answers you, and reverberates your words into your teeth.
 

[RACHEL]
I will speak lower all the days of my life: I never found the fault in myself till now. Your warrant, good my lord, to stay my husband!
 

BEAUFORT
Well, well, it shall o’ertake him ere he pass Gravesend, provided that he meet his quietness at home; else, he’s gone again.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
And withal to call George again.
 

[RACHEL]
I will call George again.
 

GEORGE within
Call George again.
 

BEAUFORT
See, you are raised again, the echo tells you.
 

[RACHEL]
I did forget myself indeed, my lord: this is my last fault; I will go make a silent inquiry after George. I will whisper half a score porters in the ear that shall run softly up and down the city to seek him. [Be wi’] ye, my lord; [bye] all, gentlemen.
 

Exit. [Chamlet and George come forward.]
 

BEAUFORT
George, your way lies before you now: cross the street and come into her eyes; your master’s journey will be stay’d.
 

GEORGE
I’ll warrant you bring it to better subjection yet.
 

[Exit.]
 

BEAUFORT
These are fine flashes; how now, Master Chamlet?
 

CHAMLET
I had one ear lent to you-ward, my lord,
And this o’ th’ tother side; both sounded sweetly:
I have whole recovered my late losses, sir;
Th’one half paid, the tother is forgiven.
 

BEAUFORT
Then your journey is stay’d?
 

CHAMLET
Alas, my lord,
That was a trick of age, for I had left
Never a trick of youth like it to succour me.
 

Enter Barber and Knavesbee.
 

BEAUFORT
How now? What new object’s here?
 

BARBER
[To Knavesbee] The next man we meet shall judge us.
 

KNAVESBEE
[To Barber] Content, though he be but a common councilman.
 

BEAUFORT
The one’s a knave; I could know him at twelvescore distance.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
And tother’s a barber-surgeon, my lord.
 

KNAVESBEE
I’ll go no further; here is the honourable lord that I know will grant my request. My lord — 
 

BARBER
Peace, I will make it plain to his lordship. My lord, a covenant by jus jurandum is between us: he is to suffocate my respiration by his capistrum, and I to make incision so far as mortification by his jugulars.
 

BEAUFORT
This is not altogether so plain neither, sir.
 

BARBER
I can speak no plainer, my lord, unless I wrong mine art.
 

KNAVESBEE
I can, my lord; I know some part of the law. I am to take him in this place where I find him, and lead him from hence to the place of execution, and there to hang him till he dies. He in equal courtesy is to cut my throat with his razor, and there’s an end of both on’s.
 

BARBER
There is the end, my lord, but we want the beginning. I stand upon it to be strangled first before I touch either his gula or cervix.
 

KNAVESBEE
I am against it, for how shall I be sure to have my throat cut after he’s hang’d?
 

BEAUFORT
Is this a condition betwixt you?
 

KNAVESBEE
A firm covenant, sign’d and seal’d by oath and handfast, and wants nothing but agreement.
 

BEAUFORT
A little pause: what might be the cause on either part?
 

BARBER
My passions are grown to putrefaction, and my griefs are gangren’d; Master Chamlet has scarified me all over, besides the loss of my new brush.
 

KNAVESBEE
I am kept out of mine own castle; my wife keeps the hold against me. Your page, my lord, is her champion; I summon’d a parle at the window, was answered with defiance. They confess they have lain together, but what they have done else I know not.
 

BEAUFORT
Thou canst have no wrong that deserves pity, thou art thyself so bad.
 

KNAVESBEE
I thank your honour for that; let me have my throat cut then.
 

CHAMLET
Sir, I can give you a better remedy than his capistrum; your ear a little. [Whispers to Beaufort.]
 

Enter [Mistress Cressingham] as a woman, and [Sib].
 

[SIB]
I come with a bold innocence to answer
The best and worst that can accuse me here.
 

BEAUFORT
Your husband.
 

[SIB]
He’s the worst, I dare his worst.
 

KNAVESBEE
Your page, your page.
 

[SIB]
We lay together in bed,
It is confess’d; you and your ends of law
Make worser of it: I did it for reward.
 

BEAUFORT
I’ll hear no more of this. Come, gentlemen, will you walk?
 

Enter young Cressingham.
 

CRESSINGHAM
My lord, a little stay; you’ll see a sight
That neighbour amity will be much pleas’d with.
’Tis come already: my father, sir.
 

Enter [Sir Francis, finely dressed].
 

BEAUFORT
There must be cause, certain, for this good change.
Sir, you are bravely met;
This is at the best I ever saw you.
 

SIR FRANCIS
My lord, I am amazement to myself;
I slept in poverty, and am awake
Into this wonder. How I [came] thus brave,
My dreams did not so much as tell me of.
I am of my kind son’s new making up;
It exceeds the pension much that yesternight
Allow’d me, and my pockets centupled,
But I am my son’s child, sir: he knows of me
More than I do myself.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Sir, you yet have
But earnest of your happiness, a pinnace
Foreriding a goodly vessel by this near anchor,
Bulk’d like a castle, and with jewels fraught,
Joys above jewels, sir, from deck to keel.
Make way for the receipt, empty your bosom
Of all griefs and troubles, leave not a sigh
To beat her back again; she is so stor’d
Ye’ad need have room enough to take her lading.
 

SIR FRANCIS
If one commodity be wanting now,
All this is nothing.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Tush, that must out too.
There must be no remembrance, not the thought
That ever youth in woman did abuse you,
That [e’er] your children had a stepmother,
That you sold lands to please your punishment,
That you were circumscrib’d and taken in,
Abridg’d the large extendure of your grounds,
And put into the pinfold that belong’d to’t,
That your son did cheat for want of maintenance;
That he did beg, you shall remember only,
For I have begg’d off all these troubles from you.
 

BEAUFORT
This was a good week’s labour.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Not an hour’s,
My lord, but ’twas a happy one. See, sir,
A new day shines on you.
 

Enter Lady Cressingham in civil habit, Saunder, and children [Maria and Edward dressed] very gallant.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Oh, sir, your son
Has robb’d me!
 

SIR FRANCIS
Ha! That way I instructed?
 

CRESSINGHAM
Nay, hear her, sir.
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Of my good purpose, sir;
He hath forc’d out of me what lay conceal’d,
Ripen’d my pity with his dews of duty.
Forgive me, sir, and but keep the number
Of every grief that I have pain’d you with;
I’ll tenfold pay with fresh obedience.
 

CHAMLET
Oh, that my wife were here to learn this lesson!
 

LADY CRESSINGHAM
Your state is not abated; what was yours
Is still your own, and take the cause withal
Of my harsh-seeming usage. It was to reclaim
Faults in yourself, the swift consumption
Of many large revenues, gaming, that
Of not much less speed, burning up house and land,
Not casual but cunning fire, which though
It keeps the chimney and outward shows
Like hospitality, is only devourer on’t,
Consuming chemistry. There I have made you
A flat bankrout; all your stillatories
And labouring minerals are demolish’d:
That part of hell in your house is extinct.
Put out your desire with them, and then these feet
Shall level with my hands, until you raise
My stoop’d humility to higher grace,
To warm these lips with love and duty do
To every silver hair: each one shall be
A senator to my obedience.
 

SIR FRANCIS
All this I [knew] before: whoever of you
That had but one ill thought of this good woman,
You owe a knee to her, and she is merciful
If she forgive you.
 

BEAUFORT
That shall be private penance, sir; we’ll joy in public with you.
 

Enter George and [Rachel].
 

GEORGE
On the conditions I tell you, not else.
 

[RACHEL]
Sweet George, dear George, any conditions.
 

CHAMLET
My wife!
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Peace, George is bringing her to conditions.
 

CHAMLET
Good ones, good George.
 

GEORGE
You shall never talk your voice above the key sol, sol, sol.
 

[RACHEL]
Sol, sol, sol; ay, George.
 

GEORGE
Say, “Welcome home, honest George,” in that pitch.
 

[RACHEL]
Welcome home, honest George.
 

GEORGE
Why, this is well now.
 

CHAMLET
That’s well indeed, George.
 

GEORGE
“Rogue” nor “rascal” must never come out of your mouth.
 

[RACHEL]
They shall never come in, honest George.
 

GEORGE
Nor I will not have you call my master plain husband, that’s too [coarse]; but as your gentlewomen in the country use and your [parsons’] wives in the town, ’tis comely and shall be customed in the city, call him Master Chamlet at every word.
 

[RACHEL]
At every word, honest George.
 

GEORGE
Look you, there he is: salute him then.
 

[RACHEL]
Welcome home, good Master Chamlet.
 

CHAMLET
Thanks and a thousand, sweet. “Wife,” I may say, honest George?
 

GEORGE
Yes, sir, or “bird,” or “chuck,” or “heart’s ease,” or plain “Rachel;” but call her “Rac” no more, as long as she is quiet.
 

CHAMLET
God-a-mercy, sha’t have thy new suit a’ Sunday, George.
 

[RACHEL]
George shall have two new suits, Master Chamlet.
 

CHAMLET
God-a-mercy, i’faith, chuck!
 

BARBER
Master Chamlet, you and I are friends, all even betwixt us?
 

CHAMLET
I do acquit thee, neighbour Sweetball.
 

BARBER
I will not be hang’d then; Knavesbee, do thy worst, nor I will not cut thy throat.
 

KNAVESBEE
I must do’t myself.
 

BARBER
If thou com’st to my shop and usurp’st my chair of maintenance, I will go as near as I can, but I will not do’t.
 

CRESSINGHAM
No, ’tis I must cut Knavesbee’s throat, for slandering a modest gentlewoman, and my wife, in the shape of your page, my lord. In her own I durst not place her so near your lordship.
 

BEAUFORT
No more of that, sir; if your ends have acquir’d their own events, crown ‘em with your own joy.
 

CRESSINGHAM
Down a’ your knees, Knavesbee, to your wife: she’s too honest for you.
 

BARBER
Down, down, before you are hang’d; ‘twill be [too] late afterwards, and long thou canst not ‘scape it.
 

Knavesbee kneels [and Sib holds the Barber’s razor to his throat].
 

[SIB]
You’ll play the pander no more, will you?
 

KNAVESBEE
Oh, that’s an inch into my throat!
 

[SIB]
And let out your wife for [hire]?
 

KNAVESBEE
Oh sweet wife, go no deeper!
 

[SIB]
Dare any be bail for your better behaviour?
 

BEAUFORT
Yes, yes, I dare; he will mend one day.
 

[SIB]
And be worse the next.
 

KNAVESBEE
Hang me the third then, dear merciful wife;
I will do anything for a quiet life!
 

BEAUFORT
All then is reconcil’d.
 

BARBER
Only my brush is lost. My dear new brush!
 

OLD FRANKLIN
I will help you to satisfaction for that too, sir.
 

BARBER
Oh, [spermaceti], I feel it heal already!
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Gentlemen, I have fully satisfied my dead son’s debts?
 

[CREDITORS]
All pleas’d, all paid, sir.
 

OLD FRANKLIN
Then once more here I bring him back to life:
From my servant to my son.
 

[He removes Franklin’s disguise.]
 

Nay, wonder not.
I have not dealt by fallacy with any;
My son was dead: whoe’er outlives his virtues
Is a dead man, for when you hear of spirits
That walk in real bodies to the amaze
And cold astonishment of such as meet ‘em
And all would shun, those are men of vices,
Who nothing have but what is visible,
And so by consequence they have no souls.
But if the soul return, he lives again,
Created newly; such my son appears,
By my blessing rooted, growing by his tears.
 

[CREDITORS]
You have beguil’d us honestly, sir.
 

FRANKLIN
And you shall have your brush again.
 

BARBER
My basins shall all ring for joy.
 

BEAUFORT
Why, this deserves a triumph, and my cost
Shall begin a feast to’t, to which I do
Invite you all. Such happy reconcilements
Must not be past without a health of joy:
Discorded friends aton’d, men and their wives,
This hope proclaims your after quiet lives.
 

Exeunt.
 




Epilogue
 

I am sent t’inquire your censure, and to know
How you stand affected; [whether] we do owe
Our service to your favours, or must strike
Our sails, though full of hope, to your dislike.
Howe’er, be pleas’d to think we purpos’d well,
And from my fellows thus much I must tell:
Instruct us but in what we went astray,
And to redeem it, we’ll take any way.
 




THE CHANGELING
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In collaboration with William Rowley
 

The Changeling was first performed at the Phoenix Theatre on 7 May 1622 by the Lady Elizabeth’s Men. It was licensed by Sir Henry Herbert, Master of Revels, and chosen for a Court performance at the start of 1624. The play proved to be very successful and had a long run at the Phoenix Theatre, and continued to be performed in theatres until the Civil War began. The tragedy was revived during the early Restoration period and Samuel Pepys commented ‘it takes exceedingly’ when he saw it performed in February 1661. The work disappeared from the stage in the 1660’s and there are no records of any productions for the next three hundred years before the drama was professionally performed in a Tony Richardson directed production for the Royal Court in 1961. It has been staged multiple times over the past fifty years as the darkness and grim humour of the work have continued to find resonance with contemporary audiences.

The play is a collaboration between Middleton and the actor and playwright, William Rowley. It was first published by the bookseller Humphrey Moseley in 1653, and it was correctly attributed to the two playwrights at that early stage. They had collaborated on works prior to this play, including the 1614 tragicomedy The Fair Quarrel. The Changeling is set in Spain
and the main plot focuses on Beatrice-Joanna’s plan to dispose of her fiancé, Alonzo, so she is able to marry her new love, Alesmero. She enlists the help of her father’s servant, De Flores, who believes Beatrice-Joanna will have sex with him if he murders Alonzo. The consequences of the young woman’s scheme unfold to reach a predictably bloody and violent end. The sub-plot is based in a psychiatric institution, where the chief doctor and attendant, Alibius, has recently married a much younger woman, Isabella. He fears she will be unfaithful and has therefore locked her away in his hospital. Two of her suitors, Antonio and Franciscus, feign insanity to enter the asylum in an attempt to woo Isabella, but quickly find themselves accused of killing Alonzo.

The Changeling explores and reveals interesting dynamics and conflicts regarding class and gender. Beatrice-Joanna finds herself in the position of being part of the privileged class, while also being a member of the oppressed gender. In Gender, Race, Renaissance Drama, Ania Loomba (Manchester University Press 1989) argues Beatrice-Joanna is ‘taught to think of herself as both sublime and degraded’ (p96), and that her ‘naivety and arrogance are stripped from her by De Flores’s reminder that as a woman she is displaced from the privileges of her own class’ (p96). Beatrice expresses signs of a divided self as she internalises the contradictions and complexities imposed upon her by the patriarchal order: she ‘conceives of herself both as innocent goddess and a degraded whore’, and ‘can lie to protect the dream of domestic bliss which she knows is illusory’ (p97).
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Dramatis Personæ
 

VERMANDERO, father to Beatrice
TOMAZO de Piracquo, a noble lord
ALONZO de Piracquo, his brother, suitor to Beatrice
ALSEMERO, a nobleman, afterwards married to Beatrice
JASPERINO, his friend
ALIBIUS, a jealous doctor
LOLLIO, his man
PEDRO, friend to Antonio
ANTONIO, the changeling
FRANCISCUS, the counterfeit madman
DEFLORES, servant to Vermandero
MADMEN
[Two] SERVANTS [to Alsemero]
[A SERVANT to Vermandero]
BEATRICE [Joanna], daughter to Vermandero
DIAPHANTA, her waiting woman
ISABELLA, wife to Alibius
 

The Scene: Alicant
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

A street near the harbor
 

Enter Alsemero.
 

ALSEMERO
’Twas in the temple where I first beheld her,
And now again the same; what omen yet
Follows of that? None but imaginary.
Why should my hopes or fate be timorous?
The place is holy, so is my intent:
I love her beauties to the holy purpose,
And that methinks admits comparison
With man’s first creation, the place blest,
And is his right home back, if he achieve it.
The church hath first begun our interview
And that’s the place must join us into one,
So there’s beginning and perfection too.
 

Enter Jasperino.
 

JASPERINO
O sir, are you here? Come, the wind’s fair with you;
Y’are like to have a swift and pleasant passage.
 

ALSEMERO
Sure y’are deceived, friend; ’tis contrary
In my best judgment.
 

JASPERINO
What, for Malta?
If you could buy a gale amongst the witches,
They could not serve you such a lucky pennyworth
As comes a’ God’s name.
 

ALSEMERO
Even now I observ’d
The temple’s vane to turn full in my face;
I know ’tis against me.
 

JASPERINO
Against you?
Then you know not where you are.
 

ALSEMERO
Not well indeed.
 

JASPERINO
Are you not well, sir?
 

ALSEMERO
Yes, Jasperino,
Unless there be some hidden malady
Within me that I understand not.
 

JASPERINO
And that
I begin to doubt, sir; I never knew
Your inclinations to travels at a pause
With any cause to hinder it till now.
Ashore you were wont to call your servants up,
And help to trap your horses for the speed.
At sea I have seen you weigh the anchor with ‘em,
Hoist sails for fear to lose the foremost breath,
Be in continual prayers for fair winds;
And have you chang’d your orisons?
 

ALSEMERO
No, friend,
I keep the same church, same devotion.
 

JASPERINO
Lover I’m sure y’are none: the stoic
Was found in you long ago; your mother
Nor best friends, who have set snares of beauty,
Ay, and choice ones too, could never trap you that way.
What might be the cause?
 

ALSEMERO
Lord, how violent
Thou art: I was but meditating of
Somewhat I heard within the temple.
 

JASPERINO
Is this violence? ’Tis but idleness
Compar’d with your haste yesterday.
 

ALSEMERO
I’m all this while a-going, man.
 

Enter [Two] Servants [to Alsemero].
 

JASPERINO
Backwards, I think, sir. Look, your servants.
 

FIRST SERVANT
The seamen call; shall we board your trunks?
 

ALSEMERO
No, not today.
 

JASPERINO
’Tis the critical day,
It seems, and the sign in Aquarius.
 

SECOND SERVANT
We must not to sea today; this smoke will bring forth fire.
 

ALSEMERO
Keep all on shore; I do not know the end,
Which needs I must do, of an affair in hand
Ere I can go to sea.
 

FIRST SERVANT
Well, your pleasure.
 

SECOND SERVANT
[Aside to First Servant] Let him e’en take his leisure too; we are safer on land.
 

Exeunt [Alsemero’s] Servants. Enter Beatrice, Diaphanta, and Servants. [Alsemero bows to Beatrice and kisses her.]
 

JASPERINO
[Aside] How now! The laws of the Medes are chang’d sure: salute a woman! He kisses too: wonderful! Where learnt he this? And does it perfectly too; in my conscience he ne’er rehears’d it before. Nay, go on, this will be stranger and better news at Valencia than if he had ransom’d half Greece from the Turk!
 

BEATRICE
You are a scholar, sir.
 

ALSEMERO
A weak one, lady.
 

BEATRICE
Which of the sciences is this love you speak of?
 

ALSEMERO
From your tongue I take it to be music.
 

BEATRICE
You are skillful in’t, can sing at first sight.
 

ALSEMERO
And I have show’d you all my skill at once.
I want more words to express me further
And must be forc’d to repetition:
I love you dearly.
 

BEATRICE
Be better advis’d, sir:
Our eyes are sentinels unto our judgments,
And should give certain judgment what they see;
But they are rash sometimes, and tell us wonders
Of common things, which when our judgments find,
They can then check the eyes, and call them blind.
 

ALSEMERO
But I am further, lady; yesterday
Was mine eyes’ employment, and hither now
They brought my judgment, where are both agreed.
Both houses then consenting, ’tis agreed,
Only there wants the confirmation
By the hand royal; that’s your part, lady.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, there’s one above me, sir. [Aside] For five days past
To be recall’d! Sure, mine eyes were mistaken;
This was the man was meant me. That he should come
So near his time, and miss it!
 

JASPERINO
[Aside] We might have come by the carriers from Valencia, I see, and sav’d all our sea-provision: we are at farthest sure. Methinks I should do something too; I meant to be a venturer in this voyage. Yonder’s another vessel: I’ll board her; if she be lawful prize, down goes her topsail!
 

Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Lady, your father — 
 

BEATRICE
Is in health, I hope.
 

DEFLORES
Your eye shall instantly instruct you, lady.
He’s coming hitherward.
 

BEATRICE
What needed then
Your duteous preface? I had rather
He had come unexpected; you must stall
A good presence with unnecessary blabbing:
And how welcome for your part you are,
I’m sure you know.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside]
[Will’t] never mend, this scorn,
One side nor other? Must I be enjoin’d
To follow still whilst she flies from me? Well,
Fates do your worst, I’ll please myself with sight
Of her, at all opportunities,
If but to spite her anger. I know she had
Rather see me dead than living, and yet
She knows no cause for’t but a peevish will.
 

ALSEMERO
You seem’d displeas’d, lady, on the sudden.
 

BEATRICE
Your pardon, sir, ’tis my infirmity,
Nor can I other reason render you
Than his or hers, [of] some particular thing
They must abandon as a deadly poison,
Which to a thousand other tastes were wholesome;
Such to mine eyes is that same fellow there,
The same that report speaks of the basilisk.
 

ALSEMERO
This is a frequent frailty in our nature;
There’s scarce a man amongst a thousand sound
But hath his imperfection: one distastes
The scent of roses, which to infinites
Most pleasing is and odoriferous.
One oil, the enemy of poison,
Another wine, the cheerer of the heart,
And lively refresher of the countenance.
Indeed this fault, if so it be, is general:
There’s scarce a thing but is both lov’d and loath’d;
Myself, I must confess, have the same frailty.
 

BEATRICE
And what may be your poison, sir? I am bold with you.
 

ALSEMERO
What might be your desire perhaps, a cherry.
 

BEATRICE
I am no enemy to any creature
My memory has but yon gentleman.
 

ALSEMERO
He does ill to tempt your sight, if he knew it.
 

BEATRICE
He cannot be ignorant of that, sir;
I have not spar’d to tell him so, and I want
To help myself, since he’s a gentleman
In good respect with my father and follows him.
 

ALSEMERO
He’s out of his place then now.
 

JASPERINO
I am a mad wag, wench.
 

DIAPHANTA
So methinks; but for your comfort I can tell you we have a doctor in the city that undertakes the cure of such.
 

JASPERINO
Tush, I know what physic is best for the state of mine own body.
 

DIAPHANTA
’Tis scarce a well-govern’d state, I believe.
 

JASPERINO
I could show thee such a thing with an [ingredient] that we two would compound together, and if it did not tame the maddest blood i’ th’ town for two hours after, I’ll ne’er profess physic again.
 

DIAPHANTA
A little poppy, sir, were good to cause you sleep.
 

JASPERINO
Poppy! I’ll give thee a pop i’ th’ lips for that first, and begin there. [He kisses her.] Poppy is one simple indeed, and cuckoo, what you call’t, another: I’ll discover no more now; another time I’ll show thee all.
 

Enter Vermandero and Servants.
 

BEATRICE
My father, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, Joanna, I came to meet thee.
Your devotion’s ended?
 

BEATRICE
For this time, sir.
[Aside] I shall change my saint, I fear me: I find
A giddy turning in me. — Sir, this while
I am beholding to this gentleman
Who left his own way to keep me company,
And in discourse I find him much desirous
To see your castle: he hath deserv’d it, sir,
If ye please to grant it.
 

VERMANDERO
With all my heart, sir.
Yet there’s an article between: I must know
Your country. We use not to give survey
Of our chief strengths to strangers; our citadels
Are plac’d conspicuous to outward view
On promonts’ tops, but within are secrets.
 

ALSEMERO
A Valencian, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
A Valencian?
That’s native, sir; of what name, I beseech you?
 

ALSEMERO
Alsemero, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
Alsemero? Not the son
Of John de Alsemero?
 

ALSEMERO
The same, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
My best love bids you welcome.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] He was wont
To call me so, and then he speaks a most
Unfeigned truth.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, sir, I knew your father.
We two were in acquaintance long ago
Before our chins were worth iulan down,
And so continued till the stamp of time
Had coin’d us into silver. Well, he’s gone;
A good soldier went with him.
 

ALSEMERO
You went together in that, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
No, by Saint Jaques, I came behind him;
Yet I have done somewhat too. An unhappy day
Swallowed him at last at Gibraltar
In fight with those rebellious Hollanders,
Was it not so?
 

ALSEMERO
Whose death I had reveng’d,
Or followed him in fate, had not the late league
Prevented me.
 

VERMANDERO
Ay, ay, ’twas time to breath.
Oh, Joanna, I should ha’ told thee news:
I saw Piracquo lately.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] That’s ill news.
 

VERMANDERO
He’s hot preparing for this day of triumph;
Thou must be a bride within this sevennight.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] Ha!
 

BEATRICE
Nay, good sir, be not so violent; with speed
I cannot render satisfaction
Unto the dear companion of my soul,
Virginity, whom I thus long have liv’d with,
And part with it so rude and suddenly,
Can such friends divide never to meet again
Without a solemn farewell?
 

VERMANDERO
Tush, tush, there’s a toy.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] I must now part, and never meet again
With any joy on earth. — Sir, your pardon,
My affairs call on me.
 

VERMANDERO
How, sir? By no means;
Not chang’d so soon, I hope? You must see my castle
And her best entertainment ere we part;
I shall think myself unkindly us’d else.
Come, come, let’s on; I had good hope your stay
Had been a while with us in Alicant;
I might have bid you to my daughter’s wedding.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] He means to feast me, and poisons me beforehand. — 
I should be dearly glad to be there, sir,
Did my occasions suit as I could wish.
 

BEATRICE
I shall be sorry if you be not there
When it is done, sir, but not so suddenly.
 

VERMANDERO
I tell you, sir, the gentleman’s complete,
A courtier and a gallant, enrich’d
With many fair and noble ornaments;
I would not change him for a son-in-law
For any he in Spain, the proudest he,
And we have great ones, that you know.
 

ALSEMERO
He’s much
Bound to you, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
He shall be bound to me,
As fast as this tie can hold him; I’ll want
My will else.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] I shall want mine if you do it.
 

VERMANDERO
But come, by the way I’ll tell you more of him.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] How shall I dare to venture in his castle
When he discharges murderers at the gate?
But I must on, for back I cannot go.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Not this serpent gone yet?
 

VERMANDERO
Look, girl, thy glove’s fall’n;
Stay, stay, Deflores, help a little.
 

DEFLORES
Here, lady.
 

[He hands Beatrice her glove.]
 

BEATRICE
Mischief on your officious forwardness;
Who bade you stoop? They touch my hand no more:
There, for t’other’s sake I part with this;
Take ‘em and draw thine own skin off with ‘em.
 

Exeunt. [Manet Deflores.]
 

DEFLORES
Here’s a favour come with a mischief: now
I know she had rather wear my pelt tann’d
In a pair of dancing pumps than I should
Thrust my fingers into her sockets here.
I know she hates me, yet cannot choose but love her:
No matter, if but to vex her, I’ll haunt her still;
Though I get nothing else, I’ll have my will.
 

Exit.
 




Act I Scene 2.
 

A room in Alibius’s house
 

Enter Alibius and Lollio.
 

ALIBIUS
Lollio, I must trust thee with a secret,
But thou must keep it.
 

LOLLIO
I was ever close to a secret, sir.
 

ALIBIUS
The diligence that I have found in thee,
The care and industry already past,
Assures me of thy good continuance.
Lollio, I have a wife.
 

LOLLIO
Fie, sir, ’tis too late to keep her secret; she’s known to be married all the town and country over.
 

ALIBIUS
Thou goest too fast, my Lollio: that knowledge
I allow no man can be [barr’d] it;
But there is a knowledge which is nearer,
Deeper and sweeter, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
Well, sir, let us handle that between you and I.
 

ALIBIUS
’Tis that I go about man; Lollio,
My wife is young.
 

LOLLIO
So much the worse to be kept secret, sir.
 

ALIBIUS
Why, now thou meet’st the substance of the point:
I am old, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
No, sir, ’tis I am old Lollio.
 

ALIBIUS
Yet why may not this concord and sympathize?
Old trees and young plants often grow together,
Well enough agreeing.
 

LOLLIO
Ay, sir, but the old trees raise themselves higher and broader than the young plants.
 

ALIBIUS
Shrewd application: there’s the fear, man.
I would wear my ring on my own finger;
Whilst it is borrowed it is none of mine,
But his that useth it.
 

LOLLIO
You must keep it on still then; if it but lie by, one or other will be thrusting into’t.
 

ALIBIUS
Thou conceiv’st me, Lollio; here thy watchful eye
Must have employment. I cannot always be at home.
 

LOLLIO
I dare swear you cannot.
 

ALIBIUS
I must look out.
 

LOLLIO
I know’t, you must look out, ’tis every man’s case.
 

ALIBIUS
Here I do say must thy employment be.
To watch her treadings, and in my absence
Supply my place.
 

LOLLIO
I’ll do my best, sir; yet surely I cannot see who you should have cause to be jealous of.
 

ALIBIUS
Thy reason for that, Lollio? ’Tis a comfortable question.
 

LOLLIO
We have but two sorts of people in the house, and both under the whip, that’s fools and madmen; the one has not wit enough to be knaves, and the other not knavery enough to be fools.
 

ALIBIUS
Ay, those are all my patients, Lollio.
I do profess the cure of either sort:
My trade, my living ’tis, I thrive by it.
But here’s the care that mixes with my thrift:
The daily visitants that come to see
My brainsick patients I would not have
To see my wife. Gallants I do observe
Of quick, enticing eyes, rich in habits,
Of stature and proportion very comely:
These are most shrewd temptations, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
They may be easily answered, sir. If they come to see the fools and madmen, you and I may serve the turn, and let my mistress alone; she’s of neither sort.
 

ALIBIUS
’Tis a good ward. Indeed, come they to see
Our madmen or our fools; let ‘em see no more
Than what they come for. By that consequent
They must not see her. I’m sure she’s no fool.
 

LOLLIO
And I’m sure she’s no madman.
 

ALIBIUS
Hold that buckler fast, Lollio; my trust
Is on thee, and I account it firm and strong.
What hour is’t, Lollio?
 

LOLLIO
Towards belly hour, sir.
 

ALIBIUS
Dinner time? Thou mean’st twelve a’ clock.
 

LOLLIO
Yes, sir, for every part has his hour. We wake at six and look about us, that’s eye hour; at seven we should pray, that’s knee hour; at eight walk, that’s leg hour; at nine gather flowers, and pluck a rose, that’s nose hour; at ten we drink, that’s mouth hour; at eleven lay about us for victuals, that’s hand hour; at twelve go to dinner, that’s belly hour.
 

ALIBIUS
Profoundly, Lollio; it will be long
Ere all thy scholars learn this lesson, and
I did look to have a new one entered. Stay,
I think my expectation is come home.
 

Enter Pedro and Antonio like an idiot.
 

PEDRO
Save you, sir, my business speaks itself;
This sight takes off the labour of my tongue.
 

ALIBIUS
Ay, ay, sir,
’Tis plain enough, you mean him for my patient.
 

PEDRO
[Giving Alibius money] And if your pains prove but commodious,
To give but some little strength to his sick
And weak part of nature in him, these are
But patterns to show you of the whole pieces
That will follow to you, beside the charge
Of diet, washing, and other necessaries
Fully defrayed.
 

ALIBIUS
Believe it, sir, there shall no care be wanting.
 

LOLLIO
Sir, an officer in this place may deserve something; the trouble will pass through my hands.
 

PEDRO
[Giving Lollio money] ’Tis fit something should come to your hands then, sir.
 

LOLLIO
Yes, sir, ’tis I must keep him sweet, and read to him; what is his name?
 

PEDRO
His name is Antonio; marry, we use but half to him, only Tony.
 

LOLLIO
Tony, Tony, ’tis enough, and a very good name for a fool. What’s your name, Tony?
 

ANTONIO
He, he, he; well, I thank you, cousin, he, he, he.
 

LOLLIO
Good boy, hold up your head. He can laugh; I perceive by that he is no beast.
 

PEDRO
Well, sir,
If you can raise him but to any height,
Any degree of wit, might he attain,
As I might say, to creep but on all four
Towards the chair of wit or walk on crutches,
’Twould add an honour to your worthy pains,
And a great family might pray for you,
To which he should be heir had he discretion
To claim and guide his own; assure you, sir,
He is a gentleman.
 

LOLLIO
Nay, there’s nobody doubted that. At first sight I knew him for a gentleman; he looks no other yet.
 

PEDRO
Let him have good attendance and sweet lodging.
 

LOLLIO
As good as my mistress lies in, sir, and as you allow us time and means, we can raise him to the higher degree of discretion.
 

PEDRO
Nay, there shall no cost want, sir.
 

LOLLIO
He will hardly be stretch’d up to the wit of a magnifico.
 

PEDRO
Oh, no, that’s not to be expected; far shorter will be enough.
 

LOLLIO
I warrant you [I’ll] make him fit to bear office in five weeks; I’ll undertake to wind him up to the wit of constable.
 

PEDRO
If it be lower than that, it might serve turn.
 

LOLLIO
No, fie, to level him with a headborough, beadle, or watchman, were but little better then he is; constable I’ll able him: if he do come to be a justice afterwards, let him thank the keeper. Or I’ll go further with you; say I do bring him up to my own pitch, say I make him as wise as myself.
 

PEDRO
Why, there I would have it.
 

LOLLIO
Well, go to, either I’ll be as arrant a fool as he, or he shall be as wise as I, and then I think ‘twill serve his turn.
 

PEDRO
Nay, I do like thy wit passing well.
 

LOLLIO
Yes, you may; yet if I had not been a fool, I had had more wit than I have too. Remember what state you find me in.
 

PEDRO
I will, and so leave you: your best cares, I beseech you.
 

ALIBIUS
Take you none with you; leave ‘em all with us.
 

Exit Pedro.
 

ANTONIO
Oh, my cousin’s gone; cousin, cousin, oh!
 

LOLLIO
Peace, peace, Tony: you must not cry, child; you must be whipp’d if you do. Your cousin is here still; I am your cousin, Tony.
 

ANTONIO
He, he, then I’ll not cry, if thou beest my cousin, he, he, he.
 

LOLLIO
I were best try his wit a little, that I may know what form to place him in.
 

ALIBIUS
Ay, do, Lollio, do.
 

LOLLIO
I must ask him easy questions at first. Tony, how many true fingers has a tailor on his right hand?
 

ANTONIO
As many as on his left, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Good, and how many on both?
 

ANTONIO
Two less than a deuce, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Very well answered; I come to you again, cousin Tony: how many fools goes to a wise man?
 

ANTONIO
Forty in a day sometimes, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Forty in a day? How prove you that?
 

ANTONIO
All that fall out amongst themselves, and go to a lawyer to be made friends.
 

LOLLIO
A parlous fool; he must sit in the fourth form at least, I perceive that. I come again, Tony: how many knaves make an honest man?
 

ANTONIO
I know not that, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
No, the question is too hard for you: I’ll tell you, cousin. There’s three knaves may make an honest man, a sergeant, a jailer, and a beadle: the sergeant catches him, the jailer holds him, and the beadle lashes him; and if he be not honest then, the hangman must cure him.
 

ANTONIO
Ha, ha, ha, that’s fine sport, cousin.
 

ALIBIUS
This was too deep a question for the fool, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
Yes, this might have serv’d yourself, though I say’t; once more and you shall go play, Tony.
 

ANTONIO
Ay, play at push-pin cousin, ha, he.
 

LOLLIO
So thou shalt; say how many fools are here.
 

ANTONIO
Two, cousin, thou and I.
 

LOLLIO
Nay, y’are too forward there, Tony; mark my question: how many fools and knaves are here? A fool before a knave, a fool behind a knave, between every two fools a knave, how many fools, how many knaves?
 

ANTONIO
I never learnt so far, cousin.
 

ALIBIUS
Thou putt’st too hard questions to him, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
I’ll make him understand it easily. Cousin, stand there.
 

ANTONIO
Ay, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Master, stand you next the fool.
 

ALIBIUS
Well, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
Here’s my place. Mark now, Tony: there a fool before a knave.
 

ANTONIO
That’s I, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Here’s a fool behind a knave, that’s I, and between us two fools there is a knave, that’s my master; ’tis but we three, that’s all.
 

ANTONIO
We three, we three, cousin.
 

Madmen [shout from] within.
 

[FIRST MADMAN]
Put’s head i’ th’ pillory, the bread’s too little!
 

[SECOND MADMAN]
Fly, fly, and he catches the swallow!
 

[THIRD MADMAN]
Give her more onion, or the devil put the rope about her crag!
 

LOLLIO
You may hear what time of day it is: the chimes of Bedlam goes.
 

ALIBIUS
Peace, peace, or the wire comes!
 

[FIRST MADMAN]
Cat whore, cat whore, her parmasant, her parmasant!
 

ALIBIUS
Peace, I say! Their hour’s come, they must be fed, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
There’s no hope of recovery of that Welsh madman: was undone by a mouse that spoil’d him a parmasant; lost his wits for’t.
 

ALIBIUS
Go to your charge, Lollio, I’ll to mine.
 

LOLLIO
Go you to your madmen’s ward, let me alone with your fools.
 

ALIBIUS
And remember my last charge, Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
Of which your patients do you think I am?
 

Exit [Alibius].
 

Come, Tony, you must amongst your school-fellows now; there’s pretty scholars amongst ‘em, I can tell you: there’s some of ‘em at stultus, stulta, stultum.
 

ANTONIO
I would see the madmen, cousin, if they would not bite me.
 

LOLLIO
No, they shall not bite thee, Tony.
 

ANTONIO
They bite when they are at dinner, do they not, coz?
 

LOLLIO
They bite at dinner indeed, Tony. Well, I hope to get credit by thee; I like thee the best of all the scholars that ever I brought up, and thou shalt prove a wise man, or I’ll prove a fool myself.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

A chamber in the castle
 

Enter Beatrice and Jasperino severally.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, sir, I’m ready now for that fair service
Which makes the name of friend sit glorious on you.
Good angels and this conduct be your guide;
Fitness of time and place is there set down, sir.
 

[She hands him a paper.]
 

JASPERINO
The joy I shall return rewards my service.
 

Exit.
 

BEATRICE
How wise is Alsemero in his friend!
It is a sign he makes his choice with judgment.
Then I appear in nothing more approv’d
Than making choice of him;
For ’tis a principle, he that can choose
That bosom well, who of his thoughts partakes,
Proves most discreet in every choice he makes.
Methinks I love now with the eyes of judgment
And see the way to merit, clearly see it.
A true deserver like a diamond sparkles:
In darkness you may see him, that’s in absence,
Which is the greatest darkness falls on love;
Yet is he best discern’d then
With intellectual eyesight. What’s Piracquo
My father spends his breath for? And his blessing
Is only mine as I regard his name,
Else it goes from me, and turns head against me,
Transform’d into a curse. Some speedy way
Must be remembered; he’s so forward too,
So urgent that way, scarce allows me breath
To speak to my new comforts.
 

Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Yonder’s she.
What ever ails me? Now alate especially
I can as well be hang’d as refrain seeing her;
Some twenty times a day, nay, not so little,
Do I force errands, frame ways and excuses
To come into her sight, and I have small reason for’t,
And less encouragement; for she baits me still
Every time worse than other, does profess herself
The cruelest enemy to my face in town,
At no hand can abide the sight of me,
As if danger, or ill luck, hung in my looks.
I must confess my face is bad enough,
But I know far worse has better fortune,
And not endur’d alone, but doted on;
And yet such pick-hair’d faces, chins like witches’,
Here and there five hairs whispering in a corner,
As if they grew in fear one of another,
Wrinkles like troughs, where swine deformity swills
The tears of perjury that lie there like wash,
Fallen from the slimy and dishonest eye.
Yet such a one [plucks] sweets without restraint,
And has the grace of beauty to his sweet.
Though my hard fate has thrust me out to servitude,
I tumbled into th’ world a gentleman.
She turns her blessed eye upon me now,
And I’ll endure all storms before I part with ‘t.
 

BEATRICE
Again!
[Aside] This ominous ill-fac’d fellow more disturbs me
Than all my other passions!
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Now ‘t begins again;
I’ll stand this storm of hail though the stones pelt me.
 

BEATRICE
Thy business? What’s thy business?
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Soft and fair,
I cannot part so soon now.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] The villain’s fix’d. — 
Thou standing toad-pool!
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] The shower falls amain now.
 

BEATRICE
Who sent thee? What’s thy errand? Leave my sight!
 

DEFLORES
My lord your father charg’d me to deliver
A message to you.
 

BEATRICE
What, another since?
Do’t and be hang’d then, let me be rid of thee!
 

DEFLORES
True service merits mercy.
 

BEATRICE
What’s thy message?
 

DEFLORES
Let beauty settle but in patience,
You shall hear all.
 

BEATRICE
A dallying, trifling torment!
 

DEFLORES
Signior Alonzo de Piracquo, lady,
Sole brother to Tomazo de Piracquo — 
 

BEATRICE
Slave, when wilt make an end?
 

DEFLORES
Too soon I shall.
 

BEATRICE
What all this while of him?
 

DEFLORES
The said Alonzo,
With the foresaid Tomazo — 
 

BEATRICE
Yet again!
 

DEFLORES
Is new alighted.
 

BEATRICE
Vengeance strike the news!
Thou thing most loath’d, what cause was there in this
To bring thee to my sight?
 

DEFLORES
My lord your father
Charg’d me to seek you out.
 

BEATRICE
Is there no other
To send his errand by?
 

DEFLORES
It seems ’tis my luck
To be i’ th’ way still.
 

BEATRICE
Get thee from me.
 

DEFLORES
So.
[Aside] Why, am not I an ass to devise ways
Thus to be rail’d at? I must see her still;
I shall have a mad qualm within this hour again,
I know’t, and like a common Garden bull,
I do but take breath to be lugg’d again.
What this may bode I know not; I’ll despair the less
Because there’s daily precedents of bad faces
Belov’d beyond all reason. These foul chops
May come into favour one day ‘mongst his fellows:
Wrangling has prov’d the mistress of good pastime;
As children cry themselves asleep, I ha’ seen
Women have chid themselves abed to men.
 

Exit Deflores.
 

BEATRICE
I never see this fellow but I think
Of some harm towards me: danger’s in my mind still;
I scarce leave trembling of an hour after.
The next good mood I find my father in
I’ll get him quite discarded. Oh, I was
Lost in this small disturbance and forgot
Affliction’s fiercer torrent that now comes,
To bear down all my comforts!
 

Enter Vermandero, Alonzo, Tomazo.
 

VERMANDERO
Y’are both welcome,
But an especial one belongs to you, sir,
To whose most noble name our love presents
The addition of a son, our son Alonzo.
 

ALONZO
The treasury of honour cannot bring forth
A title I should more rejoice in, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
You have improv’d it well. Daughter, prepare;
The day will steal upon thee suddenly.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Howe’er, I will be sure to keep the night,
If it should come so near me.
 

[Vermandero and Beatrice talk apart.]
 

TOMAZO
Alonzo.
 

ALONZO
Brother.
 

TOMAZO
In troth I see small welcome in her eye.
 

ALONZO
Fie, you are too severe a censurer
Of love in all points; there’s no bringing on you.
If lovers should mark everything a fault,
Affection would be like an ill-set book,
Whose faults might prove as big as half the volume.
 

BEATRICE
That’s all I do entreat.
 

VERMANDERO
It is but reasonable;
I’ll see what my son says to’t. Son Alonzo,
Here’s a motion made but to reprieve
A maidenhead three days longer; the request
Is not far out of reason, for indeed
The former time is pinching.
 

ALONZO
Though my joys
Be set back so much time as I could wish
They had been forward, yet since she desires it,
The time is set as pleasing as before,
I find no gladness wanting.
 

VERMANDERO
May I ever
Meet it in that point still. Y’are nobly welcome, sirs.
 

Exeunt Vermandero and Beatrice.
 

TOMAZO
So, did you mark the dullness of her parting now?
 

ALONZO
What dullness? Thou art so exceptious still.
 

TOMAZO
Why, let it go then; I am but a fool
To mark your harms so heedfully.
 

ALONZO
Where’s the oversight?
 

TOMAZO
Come, your faith’s cozened in her, strongly cozened;
Unsettle your affection with all speed
Wisdom can bring it to, your peace is ruin’d else.
Think what a torment ’tis to marry one
Whose heart is leapt into another’s bosom:
If ever pleasure she receive from thee,
It comes not in thy name, or of thy gift.
She lies but with another in thine arms,
He the half-father unto all thy children
In the conception; if he get ‘em not,
She helps to get ‘em for him in his passions,
And how dangerous
And shameful her restraint may go in time to,
It is not to be thought on without sufferings.
 

ALONZO
You speak as if she lov’d some other then.
 

TOMAZO
Do you apprehend so slowly?
 

ALONZO
Nay, and that
Be your fear only, I am safe enough;
Preserve your friendship and your counsel, brother,
For times of more distress. I should depart
An enemy, a dangerous, deadly one
To any but thyself that should but think
She knew the meaning of inconstancy,
Much less the use and practice; yet w’are friends.
Pray let no more be urg’d; I can endure
Much till I meet an injury to her,
Then I am not myself. Farewell, sweet brother;
How much w’are bound to heaven to depart lovingly!
 

Exit.
 

TOMAZO
Why, here is love’s tame madness! Thus a man
Quickly steals into his vexation.
 

Exit.
 




Act II Scene 2.
 

Another chamber
 

Enter Diaphanta and Alsemero.
 

DIAPHANTA
The place is my charge; you have kept your hour,
And the reward of a just meeting bless you.
I hear my lady coming; complete gentleman,
I dare not be too busy with my praises,
Th’are dangerous things to deal with.
 

Exit.
 

ALSEMERO
This goes well.
These women are the ladies’ cabinets;
Things of most precious trust are [lock’d] into ‘em.
 

Enter Beatrice.
 

BEATRICE
I have within mine eye all my desires;
Requests that holy prayers ascend heaven for
And brings ‘em down to furnish our defects
Come not more sweet to our necessities
Than thou unto my wishes.
 

ALSEMERO
W’are so like
In our expressions, lady, that unless I borrow
The same words, I shall never find their equals.
 

BEATRICE
How happy were this meeting, this embrace,
If it were free from envy! This poor kiss,
It has an enemy, a hateful one
That wishes poison to’t. How well were I now
If there were none such name known as Piracquo,
Nor no such tie as the command of parents!
I should be but too much blessed.
 

ALSEMERO
One good service
Would strike off both your fears, and I’ll go near it too,
Since you are so distress’d: remove the cause,
The command ceases; so there’s two fears blown out
With one and the same blast.
 

BEATRICE
Pray let me find you, sir.
What might that service be so strangely happy?
 

ALSEMERO
The honourablest peace ‘bout man, valour.
I’ll send a challenge to Piracquo instantly.
 

BEATRICE
How? Call you that extinguishing of fear
When ’tis the only way to keep it flaming?
Are not you ventured in the action
That’s all my joys and comforts? Pray no more, sir.
Say you prevail’d, [you’re] danger’s and not mine then:
The law would claim you from me, or obscurity
Be made the grave to bury you alive.
I’m glad these thoughts come forth; oh, keep not one
Of this condition, sir! Here was a course
Found to bring sorrow on her way to death:
The tears would ne’er ‘a’ dried till dust had chok’d ‘em.
Blood-guiltiness becomes a fouler visage,
And now I think on one — [Aside] I was too blame:
I ha’ marr’d so good a market with my scorn.
‘T had been done questionless. The ugliest creature
Creation fram’d for some use, yet to see
I could not mark so much where it should be.
 

ALSEMERO
Lady.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Why, men of art make much of poison,
Keep one to expel another; where was my art?
 

ALSEMERO
Lady, you hear not me.
 

BEATRICE
I do especially, sir;
The present times are not so sure of our side
As those hereafter may be; we must use ‘em then
As thrifty folks their wealth, sparingly now
Till the time opens.
 

ALSEMERO
You teach wisdom, lady.
 

BEATRICE
Within there, Diaphanta!
 

Enter Diaphanta.
 

DIAPHANTA
Do you call, madam?
 

BEATRICE
Perfect your service, and conduct this gentleman
The private way you brought him.
 

DIAPHANTA
I shall, madam.
 

ALSEMERO
My love’s as firm as love e’er built upon.
 

Exeunt Diaphanta and Alsemero. Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] I have watch’d this meeting, and do wonder much
What shall become of t’other; I’m sure both
Cannot be serv’d unless she transgress. Happily
Then I’ll put in for one: for if a woman
Fly from one point, from him she makes a husband,
She spreads and mounts then like arithmetic,
One, ten, one hundred, one thousand, ten thousand,
Proves in time sutler to an army royal.
Now do I look to be most richly rail’d at,
Yet I must see her.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Why, put case I loath’d him
As much as youth and beauty hates a sepulcher,
Must I needs show it? Cannot I keep that secret,
And serve my turn upon him? See, he’s here. — 
Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Ha, I shall run mad with joy!
She call’d me fairly by my name, Deflores,
And neither rogue nor rascal.
 

BEATRICE
What ha’ you done
To your face alate? Y’ave met with some good physician;
Y’ave prun’d yourself, methinks: you were not wont
To look so amorously.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Not I;
’Tis the same physnomy to a hair and pimple
Which she call’d scurvy scarce an hour ago:
How is this?
 

BEATRICE
Come hither, nearer, man.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] I’m up to the chin in heaven!
 

BEATRICE
Turn, let me see.
Fah! ’Tis but the heat of the liver, I perceive ‘t.
I thought it had been worse.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] Her fingers touch’d me;
She smells all amber.
 

BEATRICE
I’ll make a water, for you shall cleanse this
Within a fortnight.
 

DEFLORES
With your own hands, lady?
 

BEATRICE
Yes, mine own, sir; in a work of cure,
I’ll trust no other.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] ’Tis half an act of pleasure
To hear her talk thus to me.
 

BEATRICE
When w’are us’d
To a hard face, ’tis not so unpleasing;
It mends still in opinion, hourly mends:
I see it by experience.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] I was blest
To light upon this minute; I’ll make use on’t.
 

BEATRICE
Hardness becomes the visage of a man well;
It argues service, resolution, manhood,
If cause were of employment.
 

DEFLORES
’Twould be soon seen,
If e’er your ladyship had cause to use it.
I would but wish the honour of a service
So happy as that mounts to.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] We shall try you. — 
Oh, my Deflores!
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] How’s that?
She calls me hers already, my Deflores! — 
You were about to sigh out somewhat, madam.
 

BEATRICE
No, was I? I forgot. Oh!
 

DEFLORES
There ’tis again,
The very fellow on’t!
 

BEATRICE
You are too quick, sir.
 

DEFLORES
There’s no excuse for’t, now I heard it twice, madam:
That sigh would fain have utterance. Take pity on’t
And lend it a free word; ‘las, how it labours
For liberty! I hear the murmur yet
Beat at your bosom.
 

BEATRICE
Would creation — 
 

DEFLORES
Ay, well said, that’s it.
 

BEATRICE
Had form’d me man.
 

DEFLORES
Nay, that’s not it.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, ’tis the soul of freedom!
I should not then be forc’d to marry one
I hate beyond all depths; I should have power
Then to oppose my loathings, nay, remove ‘em
Forever from my sight.
 

DEFLORES
Oh, blest occasion!
[Kneeling] Without change to your sex, you have your wishes.
Claim so much man in me.
 

BEATRICE
In thee, Deflores?
There’s small cause for that.
 

DEFLORES
Put it not from me;
It’s a service that I kneel for to you.
 

BEATRICE
You are too violent to mean faithfully;
There’s horror in my service, blood and danger:
Can those be things to sue for?
 

DEFLORES
If you knew
How sweet it were to me to be employed
In any act of yours, you would say then
I fail’d and us’d not reverence enough
When I receive the charge on’t.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] This is much,
Methinks; belike his wants are greedy, and
To such gold tastes like angels’ food. — Rise.
 

DEFLORES
I’ll have the work first.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Possible his need
Is strong upon him. [Offering him money] There’s to encourage thee;
As thou art forward and thy service dangerous,
Thy reward shall be precious.
 

DEFLORES
That I have thought on;
I have assur’d myself of that beforehand,
And know it will be precious: the thought ravishes!
 

BEATRICE
Then take him to thy fury.
 

DEFLORES
I thirst for him.
 

BEATRICE
Alonzo de Piracquo.
 

DEFLORES
[Rises.] His end’s upon him; he shall be seen no more.
 

BEATRICE
How lovely now dost thou appear to me!
Never was man dearlier rewarded.
 

DEFLORES
I do think of that.
 

BEATRICE
Be wondrous careful in the execution.
 

DEFLORES
Why, are not both our lives upon the cast?
 

BEATRICE
Then I throw all my fears upon thy service.
 

DEFLORES
They ne’er shall rise to hurt you.
 

BEATRICE
When the deed’s done,
I’ll furnish thee with all things for thy flight;
Thou may’st live bravely in another country.
 

DEFLORES
Ay, ay, we’ll talk of that hereafter.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] I shall rid myself of two inveterate loathings
At one time: Piracquo and his dog-face.
 

Exit.
 

DEFLORES
Oh, my blood! Methinks I feel her in mine arms already,
Her wanton fingers combing out this beard,
And being pleased, praising this bad face!
Hunger and pleasure, they’ll commend sometimes
Slovenly dishes and feed heartily on ‘em,
Nay, which is stranger, refuse daintier for ‘em.
Some women are odd feeders. I’m too loud.
Here comes the man goes supperless to bed,
Yet shall not rise tomorrow to his dinner.
 

Enter Alonzo.
 

ALONZO
Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
My kind, honorable lord.
 

ALONZO
I am glad I ha’ met with thee.
 

DEFLORES
Sir.
 

ALONZO
Thou canst show me the full strength of the castle?
 

DEFLORES
That I can, sir.
 

ALONZO
I much desire it.
 

DEFLORES
And if the ways and straits of some of the passages
Be not too tedious for you, I will assure
You worth your time and sight, my lord.
 

ALONZO
Puh, that
Shall be no hinderance.
 

DEFLORES
I’m your servant then.
’Tis now near dinner time; ‘gainst your lordship’s rising
I’ll have the keys about me.
 

ALONZO
Thanks, kind Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] He’s safely thrust upon me beyond hopes.
 

Exeunt. In the act-time Deflores hides a naked rapier.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

A narrow passage
 

Enter Alonzo and Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Yes, here are all the keys; I was afraid, my lord,
I’d wanted for the postern: this is it.
I’ve all, I’ve all, my lord: this for the sconce.
 

ALONZO
’Tis a most spacious and impregnable fort.
 

DEFLORES
You’ll tell me more, my lord. This descent
Is somewhat narrow: we shall never pass
Well with our weapons; they’ll but trouble us.
 

ALONZO
Thou sayst true.
 

DEFLORES
Pray let me help your lordship.
 

ALONZO
’Tis done. Thanks, kind Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Here are hooks, my lord,
To hang such things on purpose.
 

ALONZO
Lead, I’ll follow thee.
 

Exit at one door and enter at the other.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

A vault
 

DEFLORES
All this is nothing; you shall see anon
A place you little dream on.
 

ALONZO
I am glad
I have this leisure: all your master’s house
Imagine I ha’ taken a gondola.
 

DEFLORES
All but myself, sir, [aside] which makes up my safety. — 
My lord, I’ll place you at a casement here,
Will show you the full strength of all the castle.
Look, spend your eye a while upon that object.
 

ALONZO
Here’s rich variety, Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Yes, sir.
 

ALONZO
Goodly munition.
 

DEFLORES
Ay, there’s ordnance, sir;
No bastard metal will ring you a peal like bells
At great men’s funerals. Keep your eye straight, my lord;
Take special notice of that sconce before you,
There you may dwell awhile.
 

ALONZO
I am upon’t.
 

DEFLORES
And so am I. [Stabs him.]
 

ALONZO
Deflores, oh, Deflores,
Whose malice hast thou put on?
 

DEFLORES
Do you question
A work of secrecy? I must silence you. [Stabs him.]
 

ALONZO
Oh, oh, oh!
 

DEFLORES
I must silence you. [Stabs him; Alonzo dies.]
So, here’s an undertaking well accomplish’d.
This vault serves to good use now. Ha! What’s that
Threw sparkles in my eye? Oh, ’tis a diamond
He wears upon his finger: it was well found,
This will approve the work.
 

[He tries to take the ring off.]
 

What, so fast on?
Not part in death? I’ll take a speedy course then:
Finger and all shall off. [Cuts off his finger.] So, now I’ll clear
The passages from all suspect or fear.
 

Exit with body.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

A room in Alibius’s house
 

Enter Isabella and Lollio.
 

ISABELLA
Why, sirrah? Whence have you commission
To fetter the doors against me? If you
Keep me in a cage, pray whistle to me,
Let me be doing something.
 

LOLLIO
You shall be doing, if it please you; I’ll whistle to you if you’ll pipe after.
 

ISABELLA
Is it your master’s pleasure, or your own,
To keep me in this pinfold?
 

LOLLIO
’Tis for my masters pleasure, lest being taken in another man’s corn, you might be pounded in another place.
 

ISABELLA
’Tis very well, and he’ll prove very wise.
 

LOLLIO
He says you have company enough in the house, if you please to be sociable, of all sorts of people.
 

ISABELLA
Of all sorts? Why, here’s none but fools and madmen.
 

LOLLIO
Very well: and where will you find any other, if you should go abroad? There’s my master, and I to boot too.
 

ISABELLA
Of either sort one, a madman and a fool.
 

LOLLIO
I would ev’n participate of both then if I were as you. I know y’are half mad already; be half foolish too.
 

ISABELLA
Y’are a brave, saucy rascal! Come on, sir,
Afford me then the pleasure of your bedlam;
You were commending once today to me
Your last come lunatic: what a proper
Body there was without brains to guide it,
And what a pitiful delight appear’d
In that defect, as if your wisdom had found
A mirth in madness. Pray, sir, let me partake
If there be such a pleasure.
 

LOLLIO
If I do not show you the handsomest, discreetest madman, one that I may call the understanding madman, then say I am a fool.
 

ISABELLA
Well, a match, I will say so.
 

LOLLIO
When you have a taste of the madman, you shall, if you please, see Fools’ College o’ th’ side. I seldom lock there; ’tis but shooting a bolt or two, and you are amongst ‘em.
 

Exit.
 

[Within] Come on, sir, let me see how handsomely you’ll behave yourself now.
 

Enter Lollio, Franciscus.
 

FRANCISCUS
How sweetly she looks! Oh, but there’s a wrinkle in her brow as deep as philosophy. Anacreon, drink to my mistress’ health; I’ll pledge it. Stay, stay, there’s a spider in the cup! No, ’tis but a grape-stone: swallow it, fear nothing, poet; so, so, lift higher.
 

ISABELLA
Alack, alack, ’tis too full of pity
To be laugh’d at! How fell he mad? Canst thou tell?
 

LOLLIO
For love, mistress. He was a pretty poet too, and that set him forwards first; the Muses then forsook him, he ran mad for a chambermaid, yet she was but a dwarf neither.
 

FRANCISCUS
Hail bright Titania!
Why stand’st thou idle on these flowery banks?
Oberon is dancing with his dryads.
I’ll gather daisies, primrose, violets,
And bind them in a verse of poesy.
 

LOLLIO
[Showing him a whip] Not too near, you see your danger.
 

FRANCISCUS
Oh, hold thy hand, great Diomed!
Thou feed’st thy horses well, they shall obey thee.
Get up; Bucephalus kneels. [Gets down on all fours.]
 

LOLLIO
You see how I awe my flock? A shepherd has not his dog at more obedience.
 

ISABELLA
His conscience is unquiet; sure that was
The cause of this. A proper gentleman.
 

FRANCISCUS
Come hither, Aesculapius, hide the poison.
 

LOLLIO
[Hiding his whip] Well, ’tis hid.
 

FRANCISCUS
[Rising] Didst thou never hear of one Tiresias, a famous poet?
 

LOLLIO
Yes, that kept tame wild-geese.
 

FRANCISCUS
That’s he; I am the man.
 

LOLLIO
No.
 

FRANCISCUS
Yes, but make no words on’t; I was a man seven years ago,
 

LOLLIO
A stripling, I think you might.
 

FRANCISCUS
Now I’m a woman, all feminine.
 

LOLLIO
I would I might see that.
 

FRANCISCUS
Juno struck me blind.
 

LOLLIO
I’ll ne’er believe that; for a woman, they say, has an eye more than a man.
 

FRANCISCUS
I say she struck me blind.
 

LOLLIO
And Luna made you mad; you have two trades to beg with.
 

FRANCISCUS
Luna is now big-bellied, and there’s room
For both of us to ride with Hecate;
I’ll drag thee up into her silver sphere,
And there we’ll kick the dog, and beat the bush
That barks against the witches of the night.
The swift lycanthropi that walks the round,
We’ll tear their wolvish skins, and save the sheep. [Beats Lollio.]
 

LOLLIO
Is’t come to this? Nay, then, my poison comes forth again! Mad slave, indeed, abuse your keeper? [Shows him the whip.]
 

ISABELLA
I prithee hence with him, now he grows dangerous.
 

FRANCISCUS
[Singing] Sweet love pity me, give me leave to lie with thee.
 

LOLLIO
No, I’ll see you wiser first. To your own kennel.
 

FRANCISCUS
No noise, she sleeps, draw all the curtains round;
Let no soft sound molest the pretty soul
But love, and love creeps in at a mouse-hole.
 

LOLLIO
I would you would get into your hole.
 

Exit Franciscus.
 

Now, mistress, I will bring you another sort; you shall be fool’d another while. Tony, come hither, Tony, look who’s yonder, Tony.
 

Enter Antonio.
 

ANTONIO
Cousin, is it not my aunt?
 

LOLLIO
Yes, ’tis one of ‘em, Tony.
 

ANTONIO
He, he, how do you, uncle?
 

LOLLIO
Fear him not, mistress, ’tis a gentle nidget; you may play with him, as safely with him as with his bauble.
 

ISABELLA
How long hast thou been a fool?
 

ANTONIO
Ever since I came hither, cousin.
 

ISABELLA
Cousin? I’m none of thy cousins, fool.
 

LOLLIO
Oh, mistress, fools have always so much wit as to claim their kindred.
 

MADMAN within
Bounce, bounce, he falls, he falls!
 

ISABELLA
Hark you, your scholars in the upper room are out of order.
 

LOLLIO
Must I come amongst you there? Keep you the fool, mistress; I’ll go up and play left-handed Orlando amongst the madmen.
 

Exit.
 

ISABELLA
Well, sir.
 

ANTONIO
’Tis opportuneful now, sweet lady! Nay,
Cast no amazing eye upon this change.
 

ISABELLA
Ha!
 

ANTONIO
This shape of folly shrouds your dearest love,
The truest servant to your powerful beauties,
Whose magic had this force thus to transform me.
 

ISABELLA
You are a fine fool indeed.
 

ANTONIO
Oh, ’tis not strange.
Love has an intellect that runs through all
The scrutinous sciences and, like
A cunning poet, catches a quantity
Of every knowledge, yet brings all home
Into one mystery, into one secret
That he proceeds in.
 

ISABELLA
Y’are a parlous fool.
 

ANTONIO
No danger in me: I bring naught but love
And his soft, wounding shafts to strike you with.
Try but one arrow; if it hurt you,
I’ll stand you twenty back in recompense.
 

ISABELLA
A forward fool, too.
 

ANTONIO
This was love’s teaching;
A thousand ways he fashion’d out my way,
And this I found the safest and nearest
To tread the galaxia to my star.
 

ISABELLA
Profound withal. Certain you dream’d of this;
Love never taught it waking.
 

ANTONIO
Take no acquaintance
Of these outward follies; there is within
A gentleman that loves you.
 

ISABELLA
When I see him,
I’ll speak with him; so in the meantime
Keep your habit, it becomes you well enough.
As you are a gentleman, I’ll not discover you;
That’s all the favour that you must expect.
When you are weary, you may leave the school;
For all this while you have but play’d the fool.
 

Enter Lollio.
 

ANTONIO
And must again. He, he, I thank you, cousin;
I’ll be your valentine tomorrow morning.
 

LOLLIO
How do you like the fool, mistress?
 

ISABELLA
Passing well, sir.
 

LOLLIO
Is he not witty, pretty well for a fool?
 

ISABELLA
If he hold on as he begins, he is like to come to something!
 

LOLLIO
Ay, thank a good tutor. You may put him to’t; he begins to answer pretty hard questions. Tony, how many is five times six?
 

ANTONIO
Five times six is six times five.
 

LOLLIO
What arithmetician could have answer’d better? How many is one hundred and seven?
 

ANTONIO
One hundred and seven is seven hundred and one, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
This is no wit to speak on. Will you be rid of the fool now?
 

ISABELLA
By no means; let him stay a little.
 

MADMAN within
Catch there, catch the last couple in hell!
 

LOLLIO
Again? Must I come amongst you? Would my master were come home! I am not able to govern both these wards together.
 

Exit.
 

ANTONIO
Why should a minute of love’s hour be lost?
 

ISABELLA
Fie, out again! I had rather you kept
Your other posture: you become not your tongue
When you speak from your clothes.
 

ANTONIO
How can he freeze
Lives near so sweet a warmth? Shall I alone
Walk through the orchard of the Hesperides.
And cowardly not dare to pull an apple?
This with the red cheeks I must venture for.
 

Enter Lollio above.
 

ISABELLA
Take heed, there’s giants keep ‘em.
 

[Antonio kisses her.]
 

LOLLIO
How now, fool, are you good at that? Have you read Lipsius? He’s past Ars Amandi; I believe I must put harder questions to him, I perceive that.
 

ISABELLA
You are bold without fear, too.
 

ANTONIO
What should I fear,
Having all joys about me? Do you smile,
And love shall play the wanton on your lip,
Meet and retire, retire and meet again:
Look you but cheerfully, and in your eyes
I shall behold mine own deformity,
And dress myself up fairer; I know this shape
Becomes me not, but in those bright mirrors
I shall array me handsomely.
 

LOLLIO
[Aside] Cuckoo, cuckoo!
 

Exit. Enter Madmen above, some as birds, others as beasts. [Exit Madmen.]
 

ANTONIO
What are these?
 

ISABELLA
Of fear enough to part us,
Yet are they but our schools of lunatics,
That act their fantasies in any shapes
Suiting their present thoughts: if sad, they cry;
If mirth be their conceit, they laugh again.
Sometimes they imitate the beasts and birds,
Singing or howling, braying, barking; all
As their wild fancies prompt ‘em.
 

Enter Lollio.
 

ANTONIO
These are no fears.
 

ISABELLA
But here’s a large one, my man.
 

ANTONIO
Ha, he, that’s fine sport indeed, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
I would my master were come home; ’tis too much for one shepherd to govern two of these flocks. Nor can I believe that one churchman can instruct two benefices at once: there will be some incurable mad of the one side and very fools on the other. Come, Tony.
 

ANTONIO
Prithee, cousin, let me stay here still.
 

LOLLIO
No, you must to your book now you have play’d sufficiently.
 

ISABELLA
Your fool is grown wondrous witty.
 

LOLLIO
Well, I’ll say nothing; but I do not think but he will put you down one of these days.
 

Exeunt Lollio and Antonio.
 

ISABELLA
Here the restrained current might make breach,
Spite of the watchful bankers. Would a woman stray,
She need not gad abroad to seek her sin;
It would be brought home one ways or other:
The needle’s point will to the fixed north,
Such drawing arctics women’s beauties are.
 

Enter Lollio.
 

LOLLIO
How dost thou, sweet rogue?
 

ISABELLA
How now?
 

LOLLIO
Come, there are degrees; one fool may be better than another.
 

ISABELLA
What’s the matter?
 

LOLLIO
Nay, if thou giv’st thy mind to fools, flesh, have at thee!
 

[Tries to kiss her.]
 

ISABELLA
You bold slave, you!
 

LOLLIO
I could follow now as t’other fool did:
[Imitating Antonio] “What should I fear,
Having all joys about me? Do you smile,
And love shall play the wanton on your lip,
Meet and retire, retire and meet again:
Look you but cheerfully, and in your eyes
I shall behold mine own deformity,
And dress myself up fairer; I know this shape
Becomes me not—”
And so as it follows. But is not this the more foolish way? Come, sweet rogue, kiss me, my little Lacedemonian. Let me feel how thy pulses beat; thou hast a thing about thee would do a man pleasure, I’ll lay my hand on’t.
 

ISABELLA
Sirrah, no more! I see you have discovered
This love’s knight-errant, who hath made adventure
For purchase of my love; be silent, mute,
Mute as a statue, or his injunction
For me enjoying shall be to cut thy throat.
I’ll do it, though for no other purpose,
And be sure he’ll not refuse it.
 

LOLLIO
My share, that’s all; I’ll have my fool’s part with you.
 

ISABELLA
No more: your master!
 

Enter Alibius.
 

ALIBIUS
Sweet, how dost thou?
 

ISABELLA
Your bounden servant, sir.
 

ALIBIUS
Fie, fie, sweetheart,
No more of that.
 

ISABELLA
You were best lock me up.
 

ALIBIUS
In my arms and bosom, my sweet Isabella,
I’ll lock thee up most nearly. Lollio,
We have employment, we have task in hand;
At noble Vermandero’s, our castle-captain,
There is a nuptial to be solemnis’d,
Beatrice Joanna his fair daughter, bride,
For which the gentleman hath bespoke our pains:
A mixture of our madmen and our fools
To finish, as it were, and make the fag
Of all the revels, the third night from the first.
Only an unexpected passage over,
To make a frightful pleasure, that is all,
But not the all I aim at. Could we so act it,
To teach it in a wild, distracted measure,
Though out of form and figure, breaking time’s head,
It were no matter: ’twould be heal’d again
In one age or other, if not in this.
This, this, Lollio: there’s a good reward begun,
And will beget a bounty, be it known.
 

LOLLIO
This is easy, sir, I’ll warrant you. You have about you fools and madmen that can dance very well, and ’tis no wonder your best dancers are not the wisest men: the reason is, with often jumping they jolt their brains down into their feet, that their wits lie more in their heels than in their heads.
 

ALIBIUS
Honest Lollio, thou giv’st me a good reason
And a comfort in it.
 

ISABELLA
Y’ave a fine trade on’t;
Madmen and fools are a staple commodity.
 

ALIBIUS
Oh, wife, we must eat, wear clothes, and live:
Just at the lawyer’s haven we arrive,
By madmen and by fools we both do thrive.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

A chamber in the castle
 

Enter Vermandero, Alsemero, Jasperino, and Beatrice.
 

VERMANDERO
Valencia speaks so nobly of you, sir,
I wish I had a daughter now for you.
 

ALSEMERO
The fellow of this creature were a partner
For a king’s love.
 

VERMANDERO
I had her fellow once, sir,
But heaven has married her to joys eternal;
‘Twere sin to wish her in this vale again.
Come, sir, your friend and you shall see the pleasures
Which my health chiefly joys in.
 

ALSEMERO
I hear the beauty of this seat largely.
 

VERMANDERO
It falls much short of that.
 

Exeunt. Manet Beatrice.
 

BEATRICE
So, here’s one step
Into my father’s favour; time will fix him.
I have got him now the liberty of the house;
So wisdom by degrees works out her freedom.
And if that eye be darkened that offends me — 
I wait but that eclipse — this gentleman
Shall soon shine glorious in my father’s liking,
Through the refulgent virtue of my love.
 

Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] My thoughts are at a banquet for the deed:
I feel no weight in’t; ’tis but light and cheap
For the sweet recompense that I set down for’t.
 

BEATRICE
Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Lady.
 

BEATRICE
Thy looks promise cheerfully.
 

DEFLORES
All things are answerable: time, circumstance,
Your wishes and my service.
 

BEATRICE
Is it done then?
 

DEFLORES
Piracquo is no more.
 

BEATRICE
My joys start at mine eyes; our sweet’st delights
Are evermore born weeping.
 

DEFLORES
I’ve a token for you.
 

BEATRICE
For me?
 

DEFLORES
But it was sent somewhat unwillingly:
I could not get the ring without the finger.
 

BEATRICE
Bless me! What hast thou done?
 

DEFLORES
Why, is that more
Than killing the whole man? I cut his heart strings.
A greedy hand thrust in a dish at court
In a mistake hath had as much as this.
 

BEATRICE
’Tis the first token my father made me send him.
 

DEFLORES
And I made him send it back again
For his last token. I was loathe to leave it,
And I’m sure dead men have no use of jewels;
He was as loath to part with’t, for it stuck
As if the flesh and it were both one substance.
 

BEATRICE
At the stag’s fall the keeper has his fees;
’Tis soon apply’d: all dead men’s fees are yours, sir.
I pray bury the finger, but the stone
You may make use on shortly; the true value,
Take’t of my truth, is near three hundred ducats.
 

DEFLORES
‘Twill hardly buy a capcase for one’s conscience, though,
To keep it from the worm, as fine as ’tis.
Well, being my fees I’ll take it;
Great men have taught me that, or else my merit
Would scorn the way on’t.
 

BEATRICE
It might justly, sir.
Why, thou mistak’st, Deflores: ’tis not given
In state of recompense.
 

DEFLORES
No, I hope so, lady;
You should soon witness my contempt to’t then.
 

BEATRICE
Prithee, thou look’st as if thou wert offended.
 

DEFLORES
That were strange, lady; ’tis not possible
My service should draw such a cause from you.
Offended? Could you think so? That were much
For one of my performance, and so warm
Yet in my service.
 

BEATRICE
‘Twere misery in me to give you cause, sir.
 

DEFLORES
I know so much; it were so, misery
In her most sharp condition.
 

BEATRICE
’Tis resolv’d then.
Look you, sir, here’s three thousand golden florins;
I have not meanly thought upon thy merit.
 

DEFLORES
What, salary? Now you move me!
 

BEATRICE
How, Deflores?
 

DEFLORES
Do you place me in the rank of verminous fellows
To destroy things for wages? Offer gold?
The lifeblood of man! Is anything
Valued too precious for my recompense?
 

BEATRICE
I understand thee not.
 

DEFLORES
I could ha’ hir’d
A journeyman in murder at this rate,
And mine own conscience might have [slept at ease]
And have had the work brought home!
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] I’m in a labyrinth;
What will content him? I would fain be rid of him. — 
I’ll double the sum, sir.
 

DEFLORES
You take a course
To double my vexation, that’s the good you do.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Bless me! I am now in worse plight than I was;
I know not what will please him. — For my fear’s sake,
I prithee make away with all speed possible.
And if thou be’st so modest not to name
The sum that will content thee, paper blushes not:
Send thy demand in writing, it shall follow thee;
But prithee take thy flight.
 

DEFLORES
You must fly too then.
 

BEATRICE
I?
 

DEFLORES
I’ll not stir a foot else.
 

BEATRICE
What’s your meaning?
 

DEFLORES
Why, are not you as guilty, in, I’m sure,
As deep as I? And we should stick together.
Come, your fears counsel you but ill: my absence
Would draw suspect upon you instantly;
There were no rescue for you.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] He speaks home.
 

DEFLORES
Nor is it fit we two engag’d so jointly
Should part and live asunder.
 

[He tries to kiss her.]
 

BEATRICE
How now, sir?
This shows not well.
 

DEFLORES
What makes your lip so strange?
This must not be ‘twixt us.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] The man talks wildly.
 

DEFLORES
Come, kiss me with a zeal now!
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Heaven, I doubt him!
 

DEFLORES
I will not stand so long to beg ‘em shortly.
 

BEATRICE
Take heed, Deflores, of forgetfulness;
‘Twill soon betray us.
 

DEFLORES
Take you heed first;
Faith, y’are grown much forgetful: y’are too blame in’t.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] He’s bold, and I am blam’d for’t.
 

DEFLORES
I have eas’d
You of your trouble; think on’t: I’m in pain
And must be eas’d of you; ’tis a charity.
Justice invites your blood to understand me.
 

BEATRICE
I dare not.
 

DEFLORES
Quickly.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, I never shall!
Speak it yet further off that I may lose
What has been spoken, and no sound remain on’t!
I would not hear so much offence again
For such another deed.
 

DEFLORES
Soft, lady, soft;
The last is not yet paid for. Oh, this act
Has put me into spirit; I was as greedy on’t
As the parch’d earth of moisture when the clouds weep.
Did you not mark I wrought myself into’t?
Nay, sued and kneel’d for’t? Why was all that pains took?
You see I have thrown contempt upon your gold;
Not that I want it [not], for I do piteously:
In order I will come unto’t and make use on’t.
But ’twas not held so precious to begin with,
For I place wealth after the heels of pleasure,
And were I not resolv’d in my belief
That thy virginity were perfect in thee,
I should but take my recompense with grudging,
As if I had but half my hopes I agreed for.
 

BEATRICE
Why, ’tis impossible thou canst be so wicked,
Or shelter such a cunning cruelty,
To make his death the murderer of my honour!
Thy language is so bold and vicious,
I cannot see which way I can forgive it
With any modesty.
 

DEFLORES
Push, you forget yourself:
A woman dipp’d in blood and talk of modesty!
 

BEATRICE
Oh, misery of sin! Would I had been bound
Perpetually unto my living hate
In that Piracquo than to hear these words!
Think but upon the distance that creation
Set ‘twixt thy blood and mine, and keep thee there.
 

DEFLORES
Look but into your conscience, read me there:
’Tis a true book; you’ll find me there your equal.
Push, fly not to your birth, but settle you
In what the act has made you; y’are no more now.
You must forget your parentage to me;
Y’are the deeds creature: by that name
You lost your first condition, and I challenge you,
As peace and innocency has turn’d you out
And made you one with me.
 

BEATRICE
With thee, foul villain?
 

DEFLORES
Yes, my fair murderess. Do you urge me?
Though thou writ’st maid, thou whore in thy affection,
’Twas chang’d from thy first love, and that’s a kind
Of whoredom in thy heart; and he’s chang’d now
To bring thy second on, thy Alsemero,
Whom, by all sweets that ever darkness tasted,
If I enjoy thee not, thou ne’er enjoy’st.
I’ll blast the hopes and joys of marriage;
I’ll confess all, my life I rate at nothing.
 

BEATRICE
Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
I shall rest from all lovers’ plagues then;
I live in pain now: that shooting eye
Will burn my heart to cinders.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, sir, hear me!
 

DEFLORES
She that in life and love refuses me,
In death and shame my partner she shall be.
 

BEATRICE
Stay, hear me once for all: I make thee master
Of all the wealth I have in gold and jewels;
Let me go poor unto my bed with honour
And I am rich in all things.
 

DEFLORES
Let this silence thee:
The wealth of all Valencia shall not buy
My pleasure from me.
Can you weep fate from its determin’d purpose?
So soon may [you] weep me.
 

BEATRICE
Vengeance begins;
Murder, I see, is followed by more sins.
Was my creation in the womb so curs’d
It must engender with a viper first?
 

DEFLORES
Come, rise and shroud your blushes in my bosom;
Silence is one of pleasure’s best receipts:
Thy peace is wrought forever in this yielding.
‘Las, how the turtle pants! Thou’lt love anon
What thou so fear’st and faint’st to venture on.
 

Exeunt.
 

Dumb Show
 

Enter Gentlemen, Vermandero meeting them with action of wonderment at the flight of [Alonzo de] Piracquo. Enter Alsemero with Jasperino and Gallants; Vermandero points to him, the Gentlemen seeming to applaud the choice. [Exeunt Vermandero,] Alsemero, Jasperino, and Gentlemen [and Gallants]; Enter Beatrice the bride, following in great state, accompanied with Diaphanta, Isabella, and other Gentlewomen. Enter Deflores after all, smiling at the accident; Alonzo’s Ghost appears to Deflores in the midst of his smile, startles him, showing him the hand whose finger he had cut off. They pass over in great solemnity.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

Alsemero’s chamber
 

Enter Beatrice.
 

BEATRICE
This fellow has undone me endlessly;
Never was bride so fearfully distress’d.
The more I think upon th’ ensuing night,
And whom I am to cope with in embraces — 
One [who’s] ennobled both in blood and mind,
So clear in understanding, that’s my plague now,
Before whose judgment will my fault appear
Like malefactors’ crimes before tribunals,
There is no hiding on’t — the more I dive
Into my own distress. How a wise man
Stands for a great calamity! There’s no venturing
Into his bed, what course soe’er I light upon,
Without my shame, which may grow up to danger.
He cannot but in justice strangle me
As I lie by him, as a cheater use me;
’Tis a precious craft to play with a false die
Before a cunning gamester. Here’s his closet,
The key left in’t, and he abroad i’ th’ park.
Sure ’twas forgot; I’ll be so bold as look in’t.
Bless me! A right physician’s closet ’tis,
Set round with vials, every one her mark too.
Sure he does practice physic for his own use,
Which may be safely call’d your great man’s wisdom.
What manuscript lies here? The Book of Experiment,
Call’d Secrets in Nature: so ’tis, ’tis so.
[Reading] “How to know whether a woman be with child or no.”
I hope I am not yet; if he should try, though — 
Let me see, folio forty-five. Here ’tis,
The leaf tuck’d down upon’t, the place suspicious.
[Reading] “If you would know whether a woman be with child or not, give her two spoonfuls of the white water in glass C.”
Where’s that glass C? Oh, yonder I see’t now.
[Reading] “And if she be with child, she sleeps full twelve hours after; if not, not.”
None of that water comes into my belly.
I’ll know you from a hundred; I could break you now
Or turn you into milk, and so beguile
The master of the mystery, but I’ll look to you.
Ha! That which is next, is ten times worse.
[Reading] “How to know whether a woman be a maid or not.”
If that should be apply’d, what would become of me?
Belike he has a strong faith of my purity,
That never yet made proof; but this he calls
[Reading] “A merry slight but true experiment,
The author, Antonius Mizaldus.
Give the party you suspect the quantity of a spoonful of the water in the glass M, which upon her that is a maid makes three several effects: ‘twill make her incontinently gape, then fall into a sudden sneezing, last into a violent laughing; else dull, heavy, and lumpish.”
Where had I been?
I fear it, yet ’tis seven hours to bedtime.
 

Enter Diaphanta.
 

DIAPHANTA
Cuds, madam, are you here?
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Seeing that wench now,
A trick comes in my mind; ’tis a nice piece
Gold cannot purchase. — I come hither, wench,
To look my lord.
 

DIAPHANTA
[Aside] Would I had such a cause
To look him too. — Why, he’s i’ th’ park, madam.
 

BEATRICE
There let him be.
 

DIAPHANTA
Ay, madam, let him compass
Whole parks and forests, as great rangers do;
At roosting time a little lodge can hold ‘em.
Earth-conquering Alexander, that thought the world
Too narrow for him, in the end had but his pit-hole.
 

BEATRICE
I fear thou art not modest, Diaphanta.
 

DIAPHANTA
Your thoughts are so unwilling to be known, madam;
’Tis ever the bride’s fashion towards bedtime
To set light by her joys, as if she ow’d ‘em not.
 

BEATRICE
Her joys? Her fears, thou wouldst say.
 

DIAPHANTA
Fear of what?
 

BEATRICE
Art thou a maid, and talk’st so to a maid?
You leave a blushing business behind,
Beshrew your heart for’t.
 

DIAPHANTA
Do you mean good sooth, madam?
 

BEATRICE
Well, if I’d thought upon the fear at first,
Man should have been unknown.
 

DIAPHANTA
Is’t possible?
 

BEATRICE
I will give a thousand ducats to that woman
Would try what my fear were, and tell me true
Tomorrow when she gets from ‘t: as she likes
I might perhaps be drawn to ‘t.
 

DIAPHANTA
Are you in earnest?
 

BEATRICE
Do you get the woman, then challenge me,
And see if I’ll fly from ‘t; but I must tell you
This by the way, she must be a true maid,
Else there’s no trial, my fears are not hers else.
 

DIAPHANTA
Nay, she that I would put into your hands, madam,
Shall be a maid.
 

BEATRICE
You know I should be sham’d else,
Because she lies for me.
 

DIAPHANTA
’Tis a strange humour:
But are you serious still? Would you resign
Your first night’s pleasure and give money too?
 

BEATRICE
As willingly as live. [Aside] Alas, the gold
Is but a by-bet to wedge in the honour.
 

DIAPHANTA
I do not know how the world goes abroad
For faith or honesty; there’s both requir’d in this.
Madam, what say you to me, and stray no further?
I’ve a good mind, in troth, to earn your money.
 

BEATRICE
Y’are too quick, I fear, to be a maid.
 

DIAPHANTA
How? Not a maid? Nay, then, you urge me, madam,
Your honourable self is not a truer
With all your fears upon you — 
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Bad enough then.
 

DIAPHANTA
Then I with all my lightsome joys about me.
 

BEATRICE
I’m glad to hear ‘t; then you dare put your honesty
Upon an easy trial.
 

DIAPHANTA
Easy? Anything.
 

BEATRICE
[Going to the closet] I’ll come to you straight.
 

DIAPHANTA
[Aside] She will not search me, will she,
Like the forewoman of a female jury?
 

BEATRICE
Glass M. Ay, this is it. Look, Diaphanta,
You take no worse than I do.
 

[She drinks and hands Diaphanta the glass.]
 

DIAPHANTA
And in so doing
I will not question what ’tis, but take it.
 

[She drinks.]
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Now if the experiment be true, ‘twill praise itself,
And give me noble ease. [Diaphanta gapes.] Begins already,
There’s the first symptom. [Diaphanta sneezes.] And what haste it makes
To fall into the second, there by this time:
Most admirable secret! On the contrary,
It stirs not me a whit, which most concerns it.
 

DIAPHANTA
Ha, ha, ha!
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] Just in all things and in order,
As if ‘twere circumscrib’d, one accident
Gives way unto another.
 

DIAPHANTA
Ha, ha, ha!
 

BEATRICE
How now, wench?
 

DIAPHANTA
Ha, ha, ha, I am so, so light
At heart, ha, ha, ha. so pleasurable!
But one swig more, sweet madam.
 

BEATRICE
Ay, tomorrow;
We shall have time to sit by ‘t.
 

DIAPHANTA
Now I’m sad again.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] It lays itself so gently too. — Come, wench,
Most honest Diaphanta I dare call thee now.
 

DIAPHANTA
Pray tell me, madam, what trick call you this?
 

BEATRICE
I’ll tell thee all hereafter; we must study
The carriage of this business.
 

DIAPHANTA
I shall carry ‘t well
Because I love the burthen.
 

BEATRICE
About midnight
You must not fail to steal forth gently
That I may use the place.
 

DIAPHANTA
Oh, fear not, madam;
I shall be cool by that time. The bride’s place,
And with a thousand ducats! I’m for a justice now:
I bring a portion with me; I scorn small fools!
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 2.
 

A chamber in the castle
 

Enter Vermandero and Servant.
 

VERMANDERO
I tell thee, knave, mine honour is in question,
A thing till now free from suspicion,
Nor ever was there cause. Who of my gentlemen are absent?
Tell me and truly how many and who.
 

SERVANT
Antonio, sir, and Franciscus.
 

VERMANDERO
When did they leave the castle?
 

SERVANT
Some ten days since, sir, the one intending to Briamata, th’other for Valencia.
 

VERMANDERO
The time accuses ‘um: a charge of murder
Is brought within my castle gate, Piracquo’s murder;
I dare not answer faithfully their absence.
A strict command of apprehension
Shall pursue ‘um suddenly, and either wipe
The stain off clear or openly discover it.
Provide me winged warrants for the purpose.
 

Enter Tomazo.
 

See, I am set on again.
 

Exit Servant.
 

TOMAZO
I claim a brother of you.
 

VERMANDERO
Y’are too hot;
Seek him not here.
 

TOMAZO
Yes, ‘mongst your dearest bloods;
If my peace find no fairer satisfaction,
This is the place must yield account for him,
For here I left him, and the hasty tie
Of this snatch’d marriage gives strong testimony
Of his most certain ruin.
 

VERMANDERO
Certain falsehood!
This is the place indeed; his breach of faith
Has too much marr’d both my abused love,
The honourable love I reserv’d for him,
And mock’d my daughter’s joy. The prepar’d morning
Blush’d at his infidelity; he left
Contempt and scorn to throw upon those friends
Whose belief hurt ‘em: oh, ’twas most ignoble
To take his flight so unexpectedly
And throw such public wrongs on those that lov’d him!
 

TOMAZO
Then this is all your answer?
 

VERMANDERO
’Tis too fair
For one of his alliance, and I warn you
That this place no more see you.
 

Exit. Enter Deflores.
 

TOMAZO
The best is,
There is more ground to meet a man’s revenge on.
Honest Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
That’s my name indeed.
Saw you the bride? Good sweet sir, which way took she?
 

TOMAZO
I have blest mine eyes from seeing such a false one.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] I’d fain get off; this man’s not for my company:
I smell his brother’s blood when I come near him.
 

TOMAZO
Come hither, kind and true one; I remember
My brother lov’d thee well.
 

DEFLORES
Oh, purely, dear sir!
[Aside] Methinks I am now again a-killing on him,
He brings it so fresh to me.
 

TOMAZO
Thou canst guess, sirrah,
One honest friend has an instinct of jealousy
At some foul guilty person.
 

DEFLORES
‘Las, sir,
I am so charitable, I think none
Worse than myself. You did not see the bride then?
 

TOMAZO
I prithee name her not. Is she not wicked?
 

DEFLORES
No, no, a pretty, easy, round-pack’d sinner,
As your most ladies are, else you might think
I flatter’d her; but, sir, at no hand wicked
Till th’are so old their sins and vices meet,
And they salute witches. I am call’d, I think, sir.
[Aside] His company ev’n o’erlays my conscience.
 

Exit.
 

TOMAZO
That Deflores has a wondrous honest heart.
He’ll bring it out in time, I’m assur’d on’t.
 

Enter Alsemero.
 

[Aside] Oh, here’s the glorious master of the day’s joy.
[‘Twill] not be long till he and I do reckon. — Sir.
 

ALSEMERO
You are most welcome.
 

TOMAZO
You may call that word back;
I do not think I am, nor wish to be.
 

ALSEMERO
’Tis strange you found the way to this house then.
 

TOMAZO
Would I’d ne’er known the cause. I’m none of those, sir,
That come to give you joy and swill your wine;
’Tis a more precious liquor that must lay
The fiery thirst I bring.
 

ALSEMERO
Your words and you
Appear to me great strangers.
 

TOMAZO
Time and our swords
May make us more acquainted; this the business:
I should have a brother in your place;
How treachery and malice have dispos’d of him,
I’m bound to enquire of him which holds his right,
Which never could come fairly.
 

ALSEMERO
You must look
To answer for that word, sir.
 

TOMAZO
Fear you not;
I’ll have it ready drawn at our next meeting.
Keep your day solemn. Farewell, I disturb it not;
I’ll bear the smart with patience for a time.
 

Exit.
 

ALSEMERO
’Tis somewhat ominous, this, a quarrel entered
Upon this day; my innocence relieves me,
I should be wondrous sad else.
 

Enter Jasperino.
 

Jasperino,
I have news to tell thee, strange news.
 

JASPERINO
I ha’ some too,
I think as strange as yours; would I might keep
Mine, so my faith and friendship might be kept in’t.
Faith, sir, dispense a little with my zeal,
And let it cool in this.
 

ALSEMERO
This puts me on,
And blames thee for thy slowness.
 

JASPERINO
All may prove nothing,
Only a friendly fear that leapt from me, sir.
 

ALSEMERO
No question it may prove nothing; let’s partake it, though.
 

JASPERINO
’Twas Diaphanta’s chance — for to that wench
I pretend honest love, and she deserves it — 
To leave me in a back part of the house,
A place we chose for private conference;
She was no sooner gone, but instantly
I heard your bride’s voice in the next room to me
And, lending more attention, found Deflores
Louder then she.
 

ALSEMERO
Deflores? Thou art out now.
 

JASPERINO
You’ll tell me more anon.
 

ALSEMERO
Still I’ll prevent thee:
The very sight of him is poison to her.
 

JASPERINO
That made me stagger too, but Diaphanta
At her return confirm’d it.
 

ALSEMERO
Diaphanta!
 

JASPERINO
Then fell we both to listen, and words pass’d
Like those that challenge interest in a woman.
 

ALSEMERO
Peace, quench thy zeal; ’tis dangerous to thy bosom
 

JASPERINO
Then truth is full of peril.
 

ALSEMERO
Such truths are.
Oh, were she the sole glory of the earth,
Had eyes that could shoot fire into kings’ breasts,
And touch’d, she sleeps not here; yet I have time,
Though night be near, to be resolv’d hereof,
And prithee do not weigh me by my passions.
 

JASPERINO
I never weigh’d friend so.
 

ALSEMERO
Done charitably.
[Giving him a key] That key will lead thee to a pretty secret
By a Chaldean taught me, and I’ve [made]
My study upon some; bring from my closet
A glass inscrib’d there with the letter M,
And question not my purpose.
 

JASPERINO
It shall be done, sir.
 

Exit.
 

ALSEMERO
How can this hang together? Not an hour since
Her woman came pleading her lady’s fears,
Deliver’d her for the most timorous virgin
That ever shrunk at man’s name, and so modest
She charg’d her weep out her request to me
That she might come obscurely to my bosom.
 

Enter Beatrice.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] All things go well; my woman’s preparing yonder
For her sweet voyage, which grieves me to lose:
Necessity compels it; I lose all else.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] Push, modesty’s shrine is set in yonder forehead.
I cannot be too sure though. — My Joanna.
 

BEATRICE
Sir, I was bold to weep a message to you;
Pardon my modest fears.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside] The dove’s not meeker.
She’s abus’d, questionless.
 

Enter Jasperino.
 

Oh, are you come, sir?
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] The glass, upon my life! I see the letter.
 

JASPERINO
Sir, this is M.
 

ALSEMERO
’Tis it.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] I am suspected.
 

ALSEMERO
How fitly our bride comes to partake with us!
 

BEATRICE
What is’t, my lord?
 

ALSEMERO
No hurt.
 

BEATRICE
Sir, pardon me,
I seldom taste of any composition.
 

ALSEMERO
But this upon my warrant you shall venture on.
 

BEATRICE
I fear ‘twill make me ill.
 

ALSEMERO
Heaven forbid that.
 

BEATRICE
[Aside] I’m put now to my cunning; th’ effects I know,
If I can now but feign ‘em handsomely.
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside to Jasperino] It has that secret virtue it ne’er miss’d, sir,
Upon a virgin.
 

JASPERINO
[Aside to Alsemero] Treble qualitied.
 

[Beatrice gapes, then sneezes.]
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside to Jasperino] By all that’s virtuous, it takes there, proceeds!
 

JASPERINO
[Aside to Alsemero] This is the strangest trick to know a maid by.
 

BEATRICE
Ha, ha, ha!
You have given me joy of heart to drink, my lord.
 

ALSEMERO
No, thou hast given me such joy of heart
That never can be blasted.
 

BEATRICE
What’s the matter, sir?
 

ALSEMERO
[Aside to Jasperino] See, now ’tis settled in a melancholy,
Keeps both the time and method. — My Joanna,
Chaste as the breath of heaven or morning’s womb
That brings the day forth, thus my love encloses thee.
 

[He embraces her.] Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 3.
 

A room in Alibius’s house
 

Enter Isabella and Lollio.
 

ISABELLA
Oh heaven! Is this the waiting moon?
Does love turn fool, run mad, and all [at] once?
Sirrah, here’s a madman akin to the fool too,
A lunatic lover.
 

LOLLIO
No, no, not he I brought the letter from.
 

ISABELLA
Compare his inside with his out and tell me.
 

LOLLIO
The out’s mad, I’m sure of that; I had a taste on’t. [Reading] “To the bright Andromeda, chief chambermaid to the knight of the sun, at the sign of Scorpio, in the middle region, sent by the bellows-mender of Æolus. Pay the post.” This is stark madness.
 

ISABELLA
Now mark the inside. [He opens the letter and she reads over his shoulder.] “Sweet lady, having now cast off this counterfeit cover of a madman, I appear to your best judgment a true and faithful lover of your beauty.”
 

LOLLIO
He is mad still.
 

ISABELLA
[Reading] “If any fault you find, chide those perfections in you which have made me imperfect; ’tis the same sun that causeth to grow and enforceth to wither” — 
 

LOLLIO
Oh, rogue!
 

ISABELLA
[Reading] “Shapes and transhapes, destroys and builds again. I come in winter to you dismantled of my proper ornaments; by the sweet splendour of your cheerful smiles, I spring and live a lover.”
 

LOLLIO
Mad rascal still.
 

ISABELLA
[Reading] “Tread him not under foot that shall appear an honour to your bounties. I remain, mad till I speak with you, from whom I expect my cure, yours all, or one beside himself, Franciscus.”
 

LOLLIO
You are like to have a fine time on’t. My master and I may give over our professions; I do not think but you can cure fools and madmen faster than we, with little pains too.
 

ISABELLA
Very likely.
 

LOLLIO
One thing I must tell you, mistress: you perceive that I am privy to your skill; if I find you minister once and set up the trade, I put in for my thirds. I shall be mad or fool else.
 

ISABELLA
The first place is thine, believe it, Lollio;
If I do fall — 
 

LOLLIO
I fall upon you.
 

ISABELLA
So.
 

LOLLIO
Well, I stand to my venture.
 

ISABELLA
But thy counsel now: how shall I deal with ‘um?
 

LOLLIO
[Why,] do you mean to deal with ‘um?
 

ISABELLA
Nay, the fair understanding: how to use ‘um.
 

LOLLIO
Abuse ‘um: that’s the way to mad the fool and make a fool of the madman, and then you use ‘um kindly.
 

ISABELLA
’Tis easy. I’ll practise; do thou observe it:
The key of thy wardrobe.
 

[He gives her the key.]
 

LOLLIO
There; fit yourself for ‘um, and I’ll fit ‘um both for you.
 

ISABELLA
Take thou no further notice than the outside.
 

Exit.
 

LOLLIO
Not an inch; I’ll put you to the inside.
 

Enter Alibius.
 

ALIBIUS
Lollio, art there? Will all be perfect, think’st thou?
Tomorrow night, as if to close up the solemnity,
Vermandero expects us.
 

LOLLIO
I mistrust the madmen most; the fools will do well enough:
I have taken pains with them.
 

ALIBIUS
Tush, they cannot miss; the more absurdity,
The more commends it, so no rough behaviours
Affright the ladies: they are nice things, thou know’st.
 

LOLLIO
You need not fear, sir; so long as we are there with our commanding pizzles, they’ll be as tame as the ladies themselves.
 

ALIBIUS
I will see them once more rehearse before they go.
 

LOLLIO
I was about it, sir; look you to the madmen’s morris, and let me alone with the other. There is one or two that I mistrust their fooling; I’ll instruct them, and then they shall rehearse the whole measure.
 

ALIBIUS
Do so; I’ll see the music prepar’d: but, Lollio,
By the way, how does my wife brook her restraint?
Does she not grudge at it?
 

LOLLIO
So, so. She takes some pleasure in the house; she would abroad else. You must allow her a little more length; she’s kept too short.
 

ALIBIUS
She shall along to Vermandero’s with us;
That will serve her for a month’s liberty.
 

LOLLIO
What’s that on your face, sir?
 

ALIBIUS
Where, Lollio? I see nothing.
 

LOLLIO
Cry you mercy, sir, ’tis your nose! It show’d like the trunk of a young elephant.
 

ALIBIUS
Away, rascal: I’ll prepare the music, Lollio.
 

Exit Alibius.
 

LOLLIO
Do, sir; and I’ll dance the whilst. Tony, where art thou, Tony?
 

Enter Antonio.
 

ANTONIO
Here, cousin. Where art thou?
 

LOLLIO
Come, Tony, the footmanship I taught you.
 

ANTONIO
I had rather ride, cousin.
 

LOLLIO
Ay, a whip take you, but I’ll keep you out. Vault in; look you, Tony: [dancing] fa, la la la la.
 

ANTONIO
[Dancing] Fa, la la la la.
 

LOLLIO
There, an honour.
 

ANTONIO
Is this an honour, coz? [Bows.]
 

LOLLIO
Yes, and it please your worship.
 

ANTONIO
Does honour bend in the hams, coz?
 

LOLLIO
Marry, does it, as low as worship, squireship, nay, yeomanry itself sometimes, from whence it first stiffened. There rise a caper.
 

ANTONIO
Caper after an honour, coz?
 

LOLLIO
Very proper, for honour is but a caper, rise[s] as fast and high, has a knee or two, and falls to th’ ground again. You can remember your figure, Tony?
 

Exit.
 

ANTONIO
Yes, cousin, when I see thy figure, I can remember mine.
 

Enter Isabella [dressed as a madwoman. Antonio resumes dancing].
 

ISABELLA
Hey, how he treads the air!
Shoo, shoo, t’other way: he burns his wings else;
Here’s wax enough below, Icarus, more
Than will be canceled these eighteen moons.
He’s down, he’s down; what a terrible fall he had!
Stand up, thou son of Cretan Dedalus,
And let us tread the lower labyrinth;
I’ll bring thee to the clue.
 

ANTONIO
Prithee, coz, let me alone.
 

ISABELLA
Art thou not drown’d?
About thy head I saw a heap of clouds
Wrapp’d like a Turkish turban on thy back,
A crook’d chameleon-colour’d rainbow hung
Like a tiara down unto thy hams.
Let me suck out those billows in thy belly;
Hark how they roar and rumble in the [straits]!
Bless thee from the pirates.
 

[Attempts to kiss him.]
 

ANTONIO
Pox upon you, let me alone!
 

ISABELLA
Why shouldst thou mount so high as Mercury
Unless thou hadst reversion of his place?
Stay in the moon with me, Endymion,
And we will rule these wild rebellious waves
That would have drown’d my love.
 

ANTONIO
I’ll kick thee if again thou touch me,
Thou wild unshapen antic; I am no fool,
You bedlam!
 

ISABELLA
But you are as sure as I am, mad.
Have I put on this habit of a frantic
With love as full of fury to beguile
The nimble eye of watchful jealousy,
And am I thus rewarded?
 

ANTONIO
Ha, dearest beauty!
 

ISABELLA
No, I have no beauty now,
Nor never had, but what was in my garments.
You a quick-sighted lover? Come not near me.
Keep your caparisons, y’are aptly clad;
I came a feigner to return stark mad.
 

Exit. Enter Lollio.
 

ANTONIO
Stay, or I shall change condition
And become as you are.
 

LOLLIO
Why, Tony, whither now? Why, fool!
 

ANTONIO
Whose fool, usher of idiots? You coxcomb!
I have fool’d too much.
 

LOLLIO
You were best be mad another while then.
 

ANTONIO
So I am, stark mad, I have cause enough;
And I could throw the full effects on thee,
And beat thee like a fury.
 

LOLLIO
Do not, do not! I shall not forbear the gentleman under the fool, if you do. Alas, I saw through your fox-skin before now. Come, I can give you comfort: my mistress loves you, and there is as arrant a madman i’ th’ house as you are a fool, your rival, whom she loves not. If after the masque we can rid her of him, you earn her love, she says, and the fool shall ride her.
 

ANTONIO
May I believe thee?
 

LOLLIO
Yes, or you may choose whether you will or no.
 

ANTONIO
She’s eas’d of him; I have a good quarrel on’t.
 

LOLLIO
Well, keep your old station yet, and be quiet.
 

ANTONIO
Tell her I will deserve her love.
 

LOLLIO
And you are like to have your desire.
 

[Exit Antonio.] Enter Franciscus.
 

FRANCISCUS
Down, down, down a-down a-down, and then with a horse-trick
To kick Latona’s forehead and break her bow string.
 

LOLLIO
[Aside] This is t’other counterfeit; I’ll put him out of his humour. [Reading] “Sweet lady, having now cast this counterfeit cover of a madman, I appear to your best judgment a true and faithful lover of your beauty.” This is pretty well for a madman.
 

FRANCISCUS
Ha! What’s that?
 

LOLLIO
[Reading] “Chide those perfections in you which made me imperfect.”
 

FRANCISCUS
I am discover’d to the fool.
 

LOLLIO
[Aside] I hope to discover the fool in you ere I have done with you. [Reading] “Yours all, or one beside himself, Franciscus.” [Aside] This madman will mend sure.
 

FRANCISCUS
What do you read, sirrah?
 

LOLLIO
Your destiny, sir; you’ll be hang’d for this trick and another that I know.
 

FRANCISCUS
Art thou of counsel with thy mistress?
 

LOLLIO
Next her apron strings.
 

FRANCISCUS
Give me thy hand.
 

LOLLIO
Stay, let me put yours in my pocket first. [Puts the letter in his pocket.] Your hand is true, is it not? It will not pick? I partly fear it, because I think it does lie.
 

FRANCISCUS
Not in a syllable.
 

LOLLIO
So, if you love my mistress so well as you have handled the matter here, you are like to be cur’d of your madness.
 

FRANCISCUS
And none but she can cure it.
 

LOLLIO
Well, I’ll give you over then, and she shall cast your water next.
 

FRANCISCUS
[Giving him money] Take for thy pains past.
 

LOLLIO
I shall deserve more, sir, I hope; my mistress loves you, but must have some proof of your love to her.
 

FRANCISCUS
There I meet my wishes.
 

LOLLIO
That will not serve; you must meet her enemy and yours.
 

FRANCISCUS
He’s dead already.
 

LOLLIO
Will you tell me that, and I parted but now with him?
 

FRANCISCUS
Show me the man.
 

LOLLIO
Ay, that’s a right course now: see him before you kill him, in any case; and yet it needs not go so far neither: ’tis but a fool that haunts the house, and my mistress in the shape of an idiot. Bang but his fools’ coat well-favouredly, and ’tis well.
 

FRANCISCUS
Soundly, soundly.
 

LOLLIO
Only reserve him till the masque be past; and if you find him not now in the dance yourself, I’ll show you. In, in: my master!
 

Enter Alibius.
 

FRANCISCUS
[Dancing] He handles him like a feather. Hey!
 

[Exit.]
 

ALIBIUS
Well said! In a readiness, Lollio?
 

LOLLIO
Yes, sir.
 

ALIBIUS
Away then, and guide them in, Lollio;
Entreat your mistress to see this sight.
Hark, is there not one incurable fool
That might be begg’d? I have friends.
 

LOLLIO
I have him for you, one that shall deserve it too.
 

ALIBIUS
Good boy, Lollio.
 

[Lollio brings on the Madmen and Fools.] The Madmen and Fools dance.
 

’Tis perfect: well fit but once these strains,
We shall have coin and credit for our pains.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

A gallery in the castle
 

Enter Beatrice. A clock strikes one.
 

BEATRICE
One struck, and yet she lies by’t. Oh, my fears,
This strumpet serves her own ends, ’tis apparent now,
Devours the pleasure with a greedy appetite,
And never minds my honour or my peace,
Makes havoc of my right; but she pays dearly for’t:
No trusting of her life with such a secret,
That cannot rule her blood to keep her promise.
Beside, I have some suspicion of her faith to me,
Because I was suspected of my lord,
And it must come from her. Hark, by my horrors,
Another clock strike[s] two.
 

Strike two. Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Pist, where are you?
 

BEATRICE
Deflores?
 

DEFLORES
Ay. Is she not come from him yet?
 

BEATRICE
As I am a living soul, not.
 

DEFLORES
Sure the devil
Hath sow’d his itch within her; who’d trust
A waiting-woman?
 

BEATRICE
I must trust somebody.
 

DEFLORES
Push, they are termagants.
Especially when they fall upon their masters
And have their ladies’ first fruits, th’are mad whelps;
You cannot stave ‘em off from game royal then.
You are so harsh and hardy, ask no counsel;
And I could have help’d you to a[n] apothecary’s daughter
Would have fall’n off before eleven, and thank[‘d] you too.
 

BEATRICE
Oh me, not yet? This whore forgets herself.
 

DEFLORES
The rascal fares so well. Look, y’are undone:
The day-star, by this hand; see [Phosphorus] plain yonder.
 

BEATRICE
Advise me now to fall upon some ruin;
There is no counsel safe else.
 

DEFLORES
Peace, I ha’t now:
For we must force a rising; there’s no remedy.
 

BEATRICE
How? Take heed of that.
 

DEFLORES
Tush, be you quiet
Or else give over all.
 

BEATRICE
Prithee, I ha’ done then.
 

DEFLORES
This is my reach: I’ll set some part afire
Of Diaphanta’s chamber.
 

BEATRICE
How? Fire, sir?
That may endanger the whole house.
 

DEFLORES
You talk of danger when your fame’s on fire?
 

BEATRICE
That’s true. Do what thou wilt now.
 

DEFLORES
Push, I aim
At a most rich success, strikes all dead sure.
The chimney being afire, and some light parcels
Of the least danger in her chamber only,
If Diaphanta should be met by chance then
Far from her lodging, which is now suspicious,
It would be thought her fears and affright then
Drove her to seek for succour; if not seen
Or met at all, as that’s the likeliest,
For her own shame she’ll hasten towards her lodging.
I will be ready with a piece high-charg’d,
As ‘twere to cleanse the chimney: there, ’tis proper now,
But she shall be the mark.
 

BEATRICE
I’m forc’d to love thee now,
‘Cause thou provid’st so carefully for my honour.
 

DEFLORES
‘Slid, it concerns the safety of us both,
Our pleasure and continuance.
 

BEATRICE
One word now,
Prithee: how for the servants?
 

DEFLORES
I’ll dispatch them,
Some one way, some another, in the hurry
For buckets, hooks, ladders. Fear not you;
The deed shall find its time, and I’ve thought since
Upon a safe conveyance for the body too.
How this fire purifies wit! Watch you your minute.
 

BEATRICE
Fear keeps my soul upon’t; I cannot stray from’t.
 

Enter Alonzo’s Ghost.
 

DEFLORES
Ha! What art thou that tak’st away the light
‘Twixt that star and me? I dread thee not!
’Twas but a mist of conscience. All’s clear again.
 

Exit [Deflores].
 

BEATRICE
Who’s that, Deflores? Bless me! It slides by.
 

[Exit Ghost.]
 

Some ill thing haunts the house; ‘t has left behind it
A shivering sweat upon me: I’m afraid now.
This night hath been so tedious. Oh, this strumpet!
Had she a thousand lives, he should not leave her
Till he had destroy’d the last.
 

[Strikes] three a’ clock.
 

List! Oh, my terrors,
Three struck by St. Sebastian’s!
 

WITHIN
Fire, fire, fire!
 

BEATRICE
Already! How rare is that man’s speed!
How heartily he serves me! His face loathes one,
But look upon his care, who would not love him?
The east is not more beauteous than his service.
 

WITHIN
Fire, fire, fire!
 

Enter Deflores. Servants pass over, ring a bell.
 

DEFLORES
Away, dispatch!
Hooks, buckets, ladders; that’s well said!
The fire bell rings, the chimney works, my charge:
The piece is ready.
 

Exit.
 

BEATRICE
Here’s a man worth loving!
Oh, y’are a jewel!
 

Enter Diaphanta.
 

DIAPHANTA
Pardon frailty, madam;
In troth, I was so well, I ev’n forgot myself.
 

BEATRICE
Y’have made trim work.
 

DIAPHANTA
What?
 

BEATRICE
Hie quickly to your chamber;
Your reward follows you.
 

DIAPHANTA
I never made
So sweet a bargain.
 

Exit. Enter Alsemero.
 

ALSEMERO
Oh, my dear Joanna!
Alas, art thou risen too? I was coming,
My absolute treasure.
 

BEATRICE
When I miss’d you,
I could not choose but follow.
 

ALSEMERO
Th’art all sweetness.
The fire is not so dangerous.
 

BEATRICE
Think you so, sir?
 

ALSEMERO
I prithee, tremble not: believe me, ’tis not.
 

Enter Vermandero, Jasperino.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, bless my house and me!
 

ALSEMERO
My lord your father.
 

Enter Deflores with a piece.
 

VERMANDERO
Knave, whither goes that piece?
 

DEFLORES
To scour the chimney,
 

Exit.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, well said, well said;
That fellow’s good on all occasions.
 

BEATRICE
A wondrous necessary man, my lord.
 

VERMANDERO
He hath a ready wit; he’s worth ‘em all, sir:
Dog at a house [on] fire; I ha’ seen him sing’d ere now.
 

The piece goes off.
 

Ha, there he goes!
 

BEATRICE
’Tis done.
 

ALSEMERO
Come, sweet, to bed now;
Thou wilt get cold.
 

BEATRICE
Alas, the fear keeps that out:
My heart will find no quiet till I hear
How Diaphanta, my poor woman, fares;
It is her chamber, sir, her lodging chamber.
 

VERMANDERO
How should the fire come there?
 

BEATRICE
As good a soul as ever lady countenanc’d,
But in her chamber negligent and heavy.
She scap’d a mine twice.
 

VERMANDERO
Twice?
 

BEATRICE
Strangely twice, sir.
 

VERMANDERO
Those sleepy sluts are dangerous in a house,
And they be ne’er so good.
 

Enter Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Oh, poor virginity!
Thou hast paid dearly for’t.
 

VERMANDERO
Bless us! What’s that?
 

DEFLORES
A thing you all knew once: Diaphanta’s burnt.
 

BEATRICE
My woman, oh, my woman!
 

DEFLORES
Now the flames are
Greedy of her; burnt, burnt, burnt to death, sir.
 

BEATRICE
Oh, my presaging soul!
 

ALSEMERO
Not a tear more,
I charge you by the last embrace I gave you
In bed before this rais’d us.
 

BEATRICE
Now you tie me;
Were it my sister now she gets no more.
 

Enter Servant.
 

VERMANDERO
How now?
 

SERVANT
All danger’s past; you may now take
Your rests, my lords: the fire is throughly quench’d.
Ah, poor gentlewoman, how soon was she stifled!
 

BEATRICE
Deflores, what is left of her inter,
And we as mourners all will follow her:
I will entreat that honour to my servant,
Ev’n of my lord himself.
 

ALSEMERO
Command it, sweetness.
 

BEATRICE
Which of you spied the fire first?
 

DEFLORES
’Twas I, madam.
 

BEATRICE
And took such pains in’t too? A double goodness!
‘Twere well he were rewarded.
 

VERMANDERO
He shall be.
Deflores, call upon me.
 

ALSEMERO
And upon me, sir.
 

Exeunt. [Manet Deflores.]
 

DEFLORES
Rewarded? Precious, here’s a trick beyond me;
I see in all bouts both of sport and wit
Always a woman strives for the last hit.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 2.
 

A chamber
 

Enter Tomazo.
 

TOMAZO
I cannot taste the benefits of life
With the same relish I was wont to do.
Man I grow weary of, and hold his fellowship
A treacherous, bloody friendship, and because
I am ignorant in whom my wrath should settle,
I must think all men villains; and the next
I meet, whoe’er he be, the murderer
Of my most worthy brother.
 

Enter Deflores, passes over the stage.
 

Ha! What’s he?
Oh, the fellow that some call honest Deflores;
But methinks honesty was hard bested
To come there for a lodging, as if a queen
Should make her palace of a pest-house.
I find a contrariety in nature
Betwixt that face and me. The least occasion
Would give me game upon him; yet he’s so foul
One would scarce touch [him] with a sword he loved
And made account of. So most deadly venomous,
He would go [near] to poison any weapon
That should draw blood on him; one must resolve
Never to use that sword again in fight
In way of honest manhood that strikes him.
Some river must devour ‘t; ‘twere not fit
That any man should find it.
 

Enter Deflores.
 

What, again?
He walks a’ purpose by, sure, to choke me up,
To infect my blood.
 

DEFLORES
My worthy noble lord.
 

TOMAZO
Dost offer to come near and breath upon me?
 

[Strikes him.]
 

DEFLORES
A blow.
 

[Deflores draws his weapon.]
 

TOMAZO
Yea, are you so prepar’d?
I’ll rather like a soldier die by th’ sword
Then like a politician by thy poison.
 

DEFLORES
Hold, my lord, as you are honourable.
 

TOMAZO
All slaves that kill by poison are still cowards.
 

DEFLORES
[Aside] I cannot strike: I see his brother’s wounds
Fresh bleeding in his eye, as in a crystal. — 
I will not question this; I know y’are noble.
I take my injury with thanks given, sir,
Like a wise lawyer, and as a favour,
Will wear it for the worthy hand that gave it.
[Aside] Why this from him that yesterday appear’d
So strangely loving to me? Oh, but instinct
Is of a subtler strain; guilt must not walk
So near his lodge again: he came [near] me now.
 

Exit.
 

TOMAZO
All league with mankind I renounce forever
Till I find this murderer. Not so much
As common courtesy but I’ll lock up,
For in the state of ignorance I live in,
A brother may salute his brother’s murderer,
And wish good speed to th’ villain in a greeting.
 

Enter Vermandero, Alibius and Isabella.
 

VERMANDERO
Noble Piracquo.
 

TOMAZO
Pray keep on your way, sir,
I’ve nothing to say to you.
 

VERMANDERO
Comforts bless you, sir.
 

TOMAZO
I have forsworn complement, in troth I have, sir;
As you are merely man, I have not left
A good wish for you, nor any here.
 

VERMANDERO
Unless you be so far in love with grief
You will not part from’t upon any terms,
We bring that news will make a welcome for us.
 

TOMAZO
What news can that be?
 

VERMANDERO
Throw no scornful smile
Upon the zeal I bring you, tis worth more, sir:
Two of the chiefest men I kept about me
I hide not from the law or your just vengeance.
 

TOMAZO
Ha!
 

VERMANDERO
To give your peace more ample satisfaction,
Thank these discoverers.
 

TOMAZO
If you bring that calm,
Name but the manner I shall ask forgiveness in
For that contemptuous smile upon you:
I’ll perfect it with reverence that belongs
Unto a sacred altar.
 

[Kneels.]
 

VERMANDERO
[Raising him] Good sir, rise,
Why, now you over-do as much a’ this hand
As you fell short a’ t’other. Speak, Alibius.
 

ALIBIUS
’Twas my wife’s fortune, as she is most lucky
At a discovery to find out lately
Within our hospital of fools and madmen
Two counterfeits slipp’d into these disguises,
Their names, Franciscus and Antonio.
 

VERMANDERO
Both mine, sir, and I ask no favour for ‘em.
 

ALIBIUS
Now that which draws suspicion to their habits,
The time of their disguisings agrees justly
With the day of the murder.
 

TOMAZO
Oh, blest revelation!
 

VERMANDERO
Nay more, nay more, sir, I’ll not spare mine own
In way of justice: they both feign’d a journey
To Briamata, and so wrought out their leaves;
My love was so abus’d in’t.
 

TOMAZO
Time’s too precious
To run in waste now; you have brought a peace
The riches of five kingdoms could not purchase.
Be my most happy conduct. I thirst for ‘em:
Like subtle lightning will I wind about ‘em
And melt their marrow in ‘em.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 3.
 

Alsemero’s chamber
 

Enter Alsemero and Jasperino.
 

JASPERINO
Your confidence, I’m sure, is now of proof.
The prospect from the garden has show’d
Enough for deep suspicion.
 

ALSEMERO
The black mask
That so continually was worn upon’t
Condemns the face for ugly ere ‘t be seen,
Her despite to him, and so seeming bottomless.
 

JASPERINO
Touch it home then; ’tis not a shallow probe
Can search this ulcer soundly: I fear you’ll find it
Full of corruption. ’Tis fit I leave you.
She meets you opportunely from that walk;
She took the back door at his parting with her.
 

Exit Jasperino.
 

ALSEMERO
Did my fate wait for this unhappy stroke
At my first sight of woman?
 

Enter Beatrice.
 

She’s here.
 

BEATRICE
Alsemero!
 

ALSEMERO
How do you?
 

BEATRICE
How do I?
Alas! How do you? You look not well.
 

ALSEMERO
You read me well enough; I am not well.
 

BEATRICE
Not well, sir? Is’t in my power to better you?
 

ALSEMERO
Yes.
 

BEATRICE
Nay, then y’are cur’d again.
 

ALSEMERO
Pray resolve me one question, lady.
 

BEATRICE
If I can.
 

ALSEMERO
None can so sure. Are you honest?
 

BEATRICE
Ha, ha, ha, that’s a broad question, my lord.
 

ALSEMERO
But that’s not a modest answer, my lady:
Do you laugh? My doubts are strong upon me
 

BEATRICE
’Tis innocence that smiles, and no rough brow
Can take away the dimple in her cheek.
Say I should strain a tear to fill the vault,
Which would you give the better faith to?
 

ALSEMERO
‘Twere but hypocrisy of a sadder colour,
But the same stuff; neither your smiles nor tears
Shall move or flatter me from my belief:
You are a whore.
 

BEATRICE
What a horrid sound it hath!
It blasts a beauty to deformity;
Upon what face soever that breath falls,
It strikes it ugly: oh, you have ruin’d
What you can ne’er repair again!
 

ALSEMERO
I’ll all demolish and seek out truth within you,
If there be any left: let your sweet tongue
Prevent your heart’s rifling; there I’ll ransack
And tear out my suspicion.
 

BEATRICE
You may, sir,
’Tis an easy passage; yet if you please,
Show me the ground whereon you lost your love.
My spotless virtue may but tread on that
Before I perish.
 

ALSEMERO
Unanswerable;
A ground you cannot stand on: you fall down
Beneath all grace and goodness when you set
Your ticklish heel on’t. There was a visor
O’er that cunning face, and that became you;
Now impudence in triumph rides upon’t.
How comes this tender reconcilement else
‘Twixt you and your despite, your rancourous loathing,
Deflores? He that your eye was sore at sight of,
He’s now become your arms’ supporter, your
Lips’ saint.
 

BEATRICE
Is there the cause?
 

ALSEMERO
Worse: your lust’s devil,
Your adultery.
 

BEATRICE
Would any but yourself say that,
’Twould turn him to a villain.
 

ALSEMERO
’Twas witness’d
By the counsel of your bosom, Diaphanta.
 

BEATRICE
Is your witness dead then?
 

ALSEMERO
’Tis to be fear’d
It was the wages of her knowledge, poor soul;
She liv’d not long after the discovery.
 

BEATRICE
Then hear a story of not much less horror
Than this your false suspicion is beguil’d with.
To your bed’s scandal I stand up innocence,
Which even the guilt of one black other deed
Will stand for proof of: your love has made me
A cruel murderess.
 

ALSEMERO
Ha!
 

BEATRICE
A bloody one.
I have kiss’d poison for’t, strok’d a serpent,
That thing of hate, worthy in my esteem
Of no better employment, and him most worthy
To be so employ’d I caus’d to murder
That innocent Piracquo, having no
Better means than that worst, to assure
Yourself to me.
 

ALSEMERO
Oh, the place itself e’er since
Has crying been for vengeance, the temple
Where blood and beauty first unlawfully
Fir’d their devotion and quench’d the right one.
’Twas in my fears at first: ‘twill have it now.
Oh, thou art all deform’d!
 

BEATRICE
Forget not, sir,
It for your sake was done: shall greater dangers
Make the less welcome?
 

ALSEMERO
Oh, thou shouldst have gone
A thousand leagues about to have avoided
This dangerous bridge of blood; here we are lost.
 

BEATRICE
Remember I am true unto your bed.
 

ALSEMERO
The bed itself’s a charnel, the sheets shrouds
For murdered carcasses; it must ask pause
What I must do in this. Meantime you shall
Be my prisoner only; enter my closet.
 

Exit Beatrice.
 

I’ll be your keeper yet. Oh, in what part
Of this sad story shall I first begin?
 

Enter Deflores.
 

Ha! This same fellow has put me in.
Deflores.
 

DEFLORES
Noble Alsemero!
 

ALSEMERO
I can tell you
News, sir: my wife has her commended to you.
 

DEFLORES
That’s news indeed, my lord; I think she would
Commend me to the gallows if she could,
She ever lov’d me so well. I thank her.
 

ALSEMERO
What’s this blood upon your band, Deflores?
 

DEFLORES
Blood? No, sure ’twas wash’d since.
 

ALSEMERO
Since when, man?
 

DEFLORES
Since t’other day I got a knock
In a sword and dagger school; I think ’tis out.
 

ALSEMERO
Yes, ’tis almost out, but ’tis perceiv’d, though.
I had forgot my message; this it is:
What price goes murder?
 

DEFLORES
How, sir?
 

ALSEMERO
I ask you, sir:
My wife’s behindhand with you, she tells me,
For a brave, bloody blow you gave for her sake
Upon Piracquo.
 

DEFLORES
Upon? ’Twas quite through him, sure.
Has she confess’d it?
 

ALSEMERO
As sure as death to both of you,
And much more than that.
 

DEFLORES
It could not be much more;
’Twas but one thing, and that she’s a whore.
 

ALSEMERO
[It] could not choose but follow. Oh, cunning devils!
How should blind men know you from fair-fac’d saints?
 

BEATRICE within
He lies, the villain does belie me!
 

DEFLORES
Let me go to her, sir.
 

ALSEMERO
Nay, you shall to her.
Peace, crying crocodile, your sounds are heard;
Take your prey to you! Get you into her, sir.
 

Exit Deflores.
 

I’ll be your pander now; rehearse again
Your scene of lust, that you may be perfect
When you shall come to act it to the black audience
Where howls and gnashings shall be music to you.
Clip your adulteress freely; ’tis the pilot
Will guide you to the Mare Mortuum,
Where you shall sink to fathoms bottomless.
 

Enter Vermandero, Alibius, Isabella, Tomazo, Franciscus, and Antonio.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, Alsemero. I have a wonder for you.
 

ALSEMERO
No, sir, ’tis I, I have a wonder for you.
 

VERMANDERO
I have suspicion near as proof itself
For Piracquo’s murder.
 

ALSEMERO
Sir, I have proof
Beyond suspicion for Piracquo’s murder.
 

VERMANDERO
Beseech you hear me: these two have been disguis’d
E’er since the deed was done.
 

ALSEMERO
I have two other
That were more close disguis’d then your two could be,
E’er since the deed was done.
 

VERMANDERO
You’ll hear me: these mine own servants — 
 

ALSEMERO
Hear me: those nearer than your servants
That shall acquit them and prove them guiltless.
 

FRANCISCUS
That may be done with easy truth, sir.
 

TOMAZO
How is my cause bandied through your delays!
’Tis urgent in blood, and calls for haste;
Give me a brother alive or dead:
Alive, a wife with him; if dead, for both
A recompense for murder and adultery.
 

BEATRICE within
Oh, oh, oh!
 

ALSEMERO
Hark, ’tis coming to you.
 

DEFLORES within
Nay, I’ll along for company.
 

BEATRICE within
Oh, oh!
 

VERMANDERO
What horrid sounds are these?
 

ALSEMERO
Come forth, you twins of mischief.
 

Enter Deflores bringing in Beatrice [wounded].
 

DEFLORES
Here we are; if you have any more
To say to us, speak quickly. I shall not
Give you the hearing else; I am so stout yet,
And so, I think, that broken rib of mankind.
 

VERMANDERO
An host of enemies entered my citadel
Could not amaze like this. Joanna, Beatrice Joanna!
 

BEATRICE
Oh, come not near me, sir; I shall defile you.
I am that of your blood was taken from you
For your better health; look no more upon’t,
But cast it to the ground regardlessly:
Let the common sewer take it from distinction.
Beneath the stars, upon yon meteor
Ever [hung] my fate, ‘mongst things corruptible;
I ne’er could pluck it from him. My loathing
Was prophet to the rest but ne’er believ’d;
Mine honour fell with him, and now my life.
Alsemero, I am a stranger to your bed;
Your bed was coz’ned on the nuptial night,
For which your false bride died.
 

ALSEMERO
Diaphanta!
 

DEFLORES
Yes, and the while I coupled with your mate
At barley-break; now we are left in hell.
 

VERMANDERO
We are all there; it circumscribes [us] here.
 

DEFLORES
I lov’d this woman in spite of her heart;
Her love I earn’d out of Piracquo’s murder.
 

TOMAZO
Ha, my brother’s murderer!
 

DEFLORES
Yes, and her honour’s prize
Was my reward; I thank life for nothing
But that pleasure: it was so sweet to me
That I have drunk up all, left none behind
For any man to pledge me.
 

VERMANDERO
Horrid villain!
Keep life in him for further tortures.
 

DEFLORES
No,
I can prevent you; here’s my penknife still.
It is but one thread more, [stabbing himself] and now ’tis cut.
Make haste, Joanna, by that token to thee:
Canst not forget, so lately put in mind,
I would not go to leave thee far behind.
 

Dies.
 

BEATRICE
Forgive me, Alsemero, all forgive;
’Tis time to die when ’tis a shame to live.
 

Dies.
 

VERMANDERO
Oh, my name is entered now in that record
Where till this fatal hour ’twas never read!
 

ALSEMERO
Let it be blotted out; let your heart lose it,
And it can never look you in the face,
Nor tell a tale behind the back of life
To your dishonour. Justice hath so right
The guilty hit, that innocence is quit
By proclamation, and may joy again.
Sir, you are sensible of what truth hath done;
’Tis the best comfort that your grief can find.
 

TOMAZO
Sir, I am satisfied; my injuries
Lie dead before me. I can exact no more,
Unless my soul were loose and could o’ertake
Those black fugitives that are fled from thence
To take a second vengeance; but there are wraths
Deeper than mine, ’tis to be fear’d, about ‘em.
 

ALSEMERO
What an opacous body had that moon
That last chang’d on us! Here’s beauty chang’d
To ugly whoredom, here servant obedience
To a master sin, imperious murder.
I, a suppos’d husband, chang’d embraces
With wantonness, but that was paid before;
Your change is come too, from an ignorant wrath
To knowing friendship. Are there any more on’s?
 

ANTONIO
Yes, sir, I was chang’d too, from a little ass as I was to a great fool as I am; and had like to ha’ been chang’d to the gallows but that you know my innocence always excuses me.
 

FRANCISCUS
I was chang’d from a little wit to be stark mad, almost for the same purpose.
 

ISABELLA
[To Alibius] Your change is still behind,
But deserve best your transformation.
You are a jealous coxcomb, keep schools of folly,
And teach your scholars how to break your own head.
 

ALIBIUS
I see all apparent, wife, and will change now
Into a better husband, and never keep scholars
That shall be wiser then myself.
 

ALSEMERO
Sir, you have yet a son’s duty living;
Please you accept it. Let that your sorrow,
As it goes from your eye, go from your heart;
Man and his sorrow at the grave must part.
 




Epilogue
 

ALSEMERO
All we can do to comfort one another,
To stay a brother’s sorrow for a brother,
To dry a child from the kind father’s eyes,
Is to no purpose; it rather multiplies.
Your only smiles have power to cause relive
The dead again, or in their rooms to give
Brother a new brother, father a child:
If these appear, all griefs are reconcil’d.
 

Exeunt omnes.
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The DUKE
SHAMONT
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The Prologue
 

It’s grown in fashion of late in these days
To come and beg a sufferance to our plays;
Faith, gentlemen, our poet ever writ
Language so good, mix’d with such sprightly wit,
He made the theatre so sovereign
With his rare scenes, he scorn’d this crouching vein:
We stabb’d him with keen daggers when we pray’d
Him write a preface to a play well made.
He could not write these toys; ’twas easier far
To bring a felon to appear at th’ bar,
So much he hated baseness, which this day,
His scenes will best convince you of in’s play.
 




Act I Scene 1. 
 

The palace
 

Enter Duke, Shamont, and four Gentlemen [including La Nove].
 

DUKE
Shamont, welcome; we have miss’d thee long,
Though absent but two days: I hope your sports
Answer[‘d] your time and wishes.
 

SHAMONT
Very nobly, sir:
We found game worthy your delight, my lord,
It was so royal.
 

DUKE
I’ve enough to hear on’t;
Prithee bestow ‘t upon me in discourse.
 

[They walk apart.]
 

[LA NOVE]
What is this gentleman, coz? You are a courtier,
Therefore know all their insides.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
No farther than the taffety goes, good coz,
For the most part, which is indeed the best part
Of the most general inside. Marry, thus far
I can with boldness speak this one’s man’s character,
And upon honour pass it for a true one:
He has that strength of manly merit in him
That it exceeds his sovereign’s power of gracing;
He’s faithfully true to valour, that he hates
The man from Caesar’s time, or farther off,
That ever took disgrace unreveng’d,
And if he chance to read his abject story,
He tears his memory out, and holds it virtuous
Not to let shame have so much life amongst us.
There is not such a curious piece of courage
Amongst man’s fellowship, or one so jealous
Of honour’s loss or reputation’s glory:
There’s so much perfect of his growing story.
 

[LA NOVE]
’Twould make one dote on virtue as you tell it.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
I ha’ told it to much loss, believe it, coz.
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
How the duke graces him! What is he, brother?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Do you not yet know him? A vainglorious coxcomb,
As proud as he that fell for’t:
Set but aside his valour, no virtue,
Which is indeed not fit for any courtier;
And we his fellows are as good as he,
Perhaps as capable of favour too,
For one thing or another, if ‘twere look’d into.
Give me a man, were I a sovereign now,
Has a good stroke at tennis, and a stiff one,
Can play at equinoctium with the line,
As even as the thirteenth of September,
When day and night lie in a scale together.
Or may I thrive as I deserve at billiards,
No otherwise at chess, or at primero?
These are the parts requir’d, why not advanc’d?
 

DUKE
Trust me, it was no less than excellent pleasure,
And I’m right glad ’twas thine. [To Gentlemen] How fares our kinsman?
Who can resolve us best?
 

[LA NOVE]
I can, my lord.
 

DUKE
There if I had a pity without bounds,
It might be all bestow’d. A man so lost
In the wild ways of passion, that he’s sensible
Of naught but what torments him!
 

[LA NOVE]
True, my lord,
He runs through all the passions of mankind,
And shifts ‘em strangely too: one while in love,
And that so violent, that for want of business
He’ll court the very prentice of a laundress,
Though she have kib’d heels: and in’s melancholy again,
He will not brook an empress, though thrice fairer
Than ever Maud was, or higher spirited
Than Cleopatra or your English countess.
Then on a sudden he’s so merry again,
Out-laughs a waiting woman before her first child;
And [in the] turning of a hand, so angry
H’as almost beat the northern fellow blind,
That is for that use only: if that mood hold, my lord,
H’ad need of a fresh man; I’ll undertake
He shall bruise three a month.
 

DUKE
I pity him dearly,
And let it be your charge, with his kind brother,
To see his moods observ’d; let every passion
Be fed ev’n to a surfeit, which in time
May breed a loathing: let him have enough
Of every object that his sense is rapt with.
And being once glutted, then the taste of folly
Will come into [disrelish].
 

[LA NOVE]
I shall see
Your charge, my lord, most faithfully effected.
 

Exit [Duke with the three other Gentlemen].
 

And how does noble Shamont?
 

SHAMONT
Never ill, man,
Until I hear of baseness, then I sicken;
I am the healthful’st man i’ th’ kingdom else.
 

Enter Lapet [and stands apart].
 

[LA NOVE]
Be arm’d then for a fit: here comes a fellow
Will make you sick at heart, if baseness do’t.
 

SHAMONT
Let me be gone. What is he?
 

[LA NOVE]
Let me tell you first
It can be but a qualm; pray, stay it out, sir:
Come, y’ave borne more than this.
 

SHAMONT
Borne? Never anything
That was injurious.
 

[LA NOVE]
Ha, I am far from that!
 

SHAMONT
He looks as like a man as I have seen one.
What would you speak of him? Speak well, I prithee,
Even for humanity’s cause.
 

[LA NOVE]
You’d have it truth though?
 

SHAMONT
What else, sir? I have no reason to wrong heav’n
To favour nature; let her bear her own shame
If she be faulty.
 

[LA NOVE]
Monstrous faulty there, sir.
 

SHAMONT
I’m ill at ease already.
 

[LA NOVE]
Pray bear up, sir.
 

SHAMONT
I prithee let me take him down with speed then,
Like a wild object that I would not look upon.
 

[LA NOVE]
Then thus: he’s one that will endure as much
As can be laid upon him.
 

SHAMONT
That may be noble:
I’m kept too long from his acquaintance.
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, sir,
Take heed of rash repentance; y’are too forward
To find out virtue where it never settled:
Take the particulars first of what he endures,
Videlicet, bastinadoes by the great — 
 

SHAMONT
How!
 

[LA NOVE]
Thumps by the dozen, and your kicks by wholesale.
 

SHAMONT
No more of him.
 

[LA NOVE]
The twinges by the nostril he snuffs up,
And holds it the best remedy for sneezing.
 

SHAMONT
Away!
 

[LA NOVE]
H’as been thrice switz’d from seven a’ clock till nine,
Yet with a cart-horse stomach fell to breakfast,
Forgetful of his smart.
 

SHAMONT
Nay, the disgrace on’t;
There is no smart but that: base things are felt
More by their shames than hurts. [To Lapet] Sir, I know you not,
But that you live an injury to nature,
I’m heartily angry with you.
 

LAPET
Pray give your blow or kick, and be gone then,
For I ne’er saw you before, and indeed
Have nothing to say to you, for I know you not.
 

SHAMONT
Why, wouldst thou take a blow?
 

LAPET
I would not, sir,
Unless ‘twere offer’d me, and if from an enemy,
I’d be loath to deny it from a stranger.
 

SHAMONT
What, a blow?
Endure a blow? And shall he live that gives it?
 

LAPET
Many a fair year. Why not, sir?
 

SHAMONT
Let me wonder!
As full a man to see too, and as perfect!
I prithee live not long!
 

LAPET
How!
 

SHAMONT
Let me entreat it:
Thou dost not know what wrong thou dost mankind
To walk so long here, not to die betimes.
Let me advise thee, while thou hast to live here,
Ev’n for man’s honour[‘s] sake, take not a blow more.
 

LAPET
You should advise them not to strike me then, sir,
For I’ll take none, I assure you, ‘less they are given.
 

SHAMONT
How fain would I preserve man’s form from shame
And cannot get it done! However, sir,
I charge thee live not long.
 

LAPET
This is worse than beating.
 

SHAMONT
Of what profession art thou, tell me, sir,
Besides a tailor, for I’ll know the truth.
 

LAPET
A tailor! I’m as a good a gentleman,
Can show my arms and all.
 

SHAMONT
How black and blue they are!
Is that your manifestation? Upon pain
Of pounding thee to dust, assume not wrongfully
The name of gentleman, because I am one
That must not let thee live.
 

LAPET
I have done, I have done, sir.
If there be any harm, beshrew the herald;
I’m sure I ha’ not been so long a gentleman
To make this anger: I have nothing nowhere
But what I dearly pay for.
 

SHAMONT
Groom, be gone!
 

Exit [Lapet].
 

I never was so heartsick yet of man.
 

Enter Lady, the Duke’s sister, [and] Lapet’s Wife.
 

[LA NOVE]
Here comes a cordial, sir, from t’other sex,
Able to make a dying face look cheerful.
 

SHAMONT
The blessedness of ladies!
 

LADY
Y’are well met, sir.
 

SHAMONT
The sight of you has put an evil from me
Whose breath was able to make virtue sicken.
 

LADY
I’m glad I came so fortunately. What was’t, sir?
 

SHAMONT
A thing that takes a blow, lives and eats after it
In very good health; you ha’ not seen the like, madam:
A monster worth your sixpence, lovely worth.
 

[LADY]
Speak low, sir; by all likelihoods, ’tis her husband
That now bestow’d a visitation on thee.
Farewell, sir.
 

Exit.
 

SHAMONT
Husband! Is’t possible that he has a wife?
Would any creature have him? ’Twas some forc’d match;
If he were not kick’d to th’ church o’ th’ wedding day,
I’ll never come at court. Can be no otherwise.
Perhaps he was rich. Speak, Mistress Lapet,
Was it not so?
 

WIFE
Nay, that’s without all question.
 

SHAMONT
Oh ho, he would not want kickers enow then!
If you are wise, I much suspect your honesty,
For wisdom never fastens constantly
But upon merit. If you incline to fool,
You are alike unfit for his society;
Nay, if it were not boldness in the man
That honours you to advise you, troth, his company
Should not be frequent with you.
 

WIFE
’Tis good counsel, sir.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, I am so careful where I reverence,
So just to goodness and her precious purity,
I am as equally jealous and as fearful
That any undeserved stain might fall
Upon her sanctified whiteness, as of the sin
That comes by willfulness.
 

WIFE
Sir, I love your thoughts,
And honour you for your counsel and your care.
 

SHAMONT
We are your servants.
 

WIFE
[Aside] He’s but a gentleman
O’ th’ chamber; he might have kiss’d me. Faith,
Where shall one find less courtesy than at court?
Say I have an undeserver to my husband,
That’s ne’er the worse for him: well, strange-lipp’d man,
’Tis but a kiss lost, there’ll more come again.
 

Exit. Enter the Passionate Lord, the Duke’s kinsman, makes a congie or two to nothing.
 

[LA NOVE]
Look who comes here, sir; his love-fit’s upon him:
I know it by that set smile and those congies.
How courteous he’s to nothing, which indeed
Is the next kin to woman; only shadow[‘s]
The elder sister of the twain, because ’tis seen too.
See how it kisses the forefinger still,
Which is the last edition, and being come
So near the thumb, every cobbler has got it.
 

SHAMONT
What a ridiculous piece humanity
Here makes itself!
 

[LA NOVE]
Nay, good, give leave a little, sir,
Y’are so precise a manhood.
 

SHAMONT
It afflicts me
When I behold unseemliness in an image
So near the godhead; ’tis an injury
To glorious eternity.
 

[LA NOVE]
Pray use patience, sir.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[To La Nove] I do confess it freely, precious lady,
And love’s suit is so: the longer it hangs,
The worse it is; better cut off, sweet madam.
Oh, that same drawing-in your nether lip there
Foreshows no goodness, lady. Make you question on’t?
Shame on me but I love you.
 

[LA NOVE]
Who is’t, sir,
You are at all this pains for? May I know her?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
For thee, thou fairest yet the falsest woman
That ever broke man’s heartstrings.
 

[LA NOVE]
How? How’s this, sir?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
What, the old trick of ladies? Man’s apparel?
Will ‘t ne’er be left amongst you? Steal from court in’t?
 

[LA NOVE]
[Aside to Shamont] I see the fit grows stronger.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Pray let’s talk a little.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside to La Nove] I can endure no more!
 

[LA NOVE]
[Aside to Shamont] Good, let us alone a little.
You are so exact a work: love light things somewhat, sir.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside to La Nove] Th’are all but shames.
 

[LA NOVE]
What is’t you’d say to me, sir?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Can you be so forgetful to enquire it, lady?
 

[LA NOVE]
Yes, truly, sir.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
The more I admire your flintiness.
What cause have I given you, illustrious madam,
To play this strange part with me?
 

[LA NOVE]
Cause enough;
Do but look back, sir, into your memory,
Your love to other women. Oh, lewd man,
‘T ‘as almost kill’d my heart! You see I’m chang’d with it;
I ha’ lost the fashion of my sex with grief on’t.
When I have seen you courting of a dowdy,
Compar’d with me, and kissing your forefinger
To one o’ th’ blackguards’ mistresses: would not this
Crack a poor lady’s heart that believ’d love
And waited for the comfort? But ’twas said, sir,
A lady of my hair cannot want pitying.
The country’s coming up; farewell to you, sir.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Whither intend you, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
A long journey, sir:
The truth is, I’m with child and go to travel.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
With child? I never got it.
 

[LA NOVE]
I heard you were busy
At the same time, sir, and was loath to trouble you.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Why, are not you a whore then, excellent madam?
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, by no means: ’twas done, sir, in the state
Of my belief in you, and that quits me;
It lies upon your falsehood.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Does it so?
You shall not carry her though, sir; she’s my contract.
 

[SHAMONT]
I prithee, thou four elements ill-brew’d,
Torment none but thyself! Away, I say,
Thou beast of passion, as the drunkard is
The beast of wine! Dishonour to thy making,
Thou man in fragments!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Hear me, precious madam.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] Kneel for thy wits to heaven.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Lady, I’ll father it,
Whoe’er begot it: ’tis the course of greatness.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] How virtue groans at this!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
I’ll raise the court,
But I’ll stay your flight.
 

Exit.
 

SHAMONT
How wretched is that piece!
 

[LA NOVE]
He’s the duke’s kinsman, sir.
 

SHAMONT
That cannot take a passion away, sir,
Nor cut a fit but one poor hour shorter;
He must endure as much as the poorest beggar
That cannot change his money: there’s the equality
In our impartial essence.
 

Enter a Servant.
 

What’s the news now?
 

SERVANT
Your worthy brother, sir, has left his charge
And come to see you.
 

Enter Shamont’s brother, a Soldier.
 

SHAMONT
[Embracing him] Oh, the noblest welcome
That ever came from man meet thy deservings!
Methinks I’ve all joy’s treasure in mine arms now.
 

SOLDIER
You are so fortunate in prevention, brother,
You always leave the answerer barren, sir;
You comprehend in few words so much worth.
 

SHAMONT
’Tis all too little for thee; come, th’art welcome,
So I include all. Take especial knowledge, pray,
Of this dear gentleman, my absolute friend,
That loves a soldier far above a mistress,
Though excellently faithful to ‘em both:
But love to manhood owns the purer troth.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act II Scene 1. 
 

A gallery in the palace
 

Enter Shamont’s brother, a Soldier, and a Lady, the Duke’s sister.
 

LADY
There should be in this gallery — Oh, th’are here.
Pray sit down; believe me, sir, I’m weary.
 

SOLDIER
It well becomes a lady to complain a little
Of what she never feels. Your walk was short, madam:
You can be but afraid of weariness,
Which well [implies] the softness of your sex;
As for the thing itself, you never came to’t.
 

LADY
Y’are wondrously well read in ladies, sir.
 

SOLDIER
Shall I think such a creature as you, madam,
Was ever born to feel pain but in travail?
There’s your full portion, besides a little toothache
In the breeding, which a kind husband too
Takes from you, madam.
 

LADY
But where do ladies, sir,
Find such kind husbands? Perhaps you have heard
The rheumatic story of some loving chandler now,
Or some such melting fellow, that you talk
So prodigal of men’s kindness: I confess, sir,
Many of those wives are happy; their ambition
Does reach no higher than to love and ignorance,
Which makes an excellent husband, and a fond one.
Now, sir, your great ones aim at height and cunning,
And so are oft deceiv’d, yet they must venture it,
For ’tis a lady’s contumely, sir,
To have a lord an ignorant; then the world’s voice
Will deem her for a wanton ere she taste on’t:
But to deceive a wise man, to whose circumspection
The world resigns itself with all his envy,
’Tis less dishonour to us then to fall
Because his believ’d wisdom keeps out all.
 

SOLDIER
Would I were the man, lady, that should venture
His wisdom to your goodness.
 

LADY
You might fail
In the return, as many men have done, sir.
I dare not justify what is to come of me,
Because I know it not, though I hope virtuously;
Marry, what’s past or present, I durst put
Into a good man’s hand, which if he take
Upon my word for good, it shall not cozen him.
 

SOLDIER
No, nor hereafter?
 

LADY
It may hap so too, sir.
A woman’s goodness, when she is a wife,
Lies much upon a man’s desert, believe it, sir;
If there be fault in her, I’ll pawn my life on’t,
’Tis first in him, if she were ever good,
That makes one. Knowing not a husband yet,
Or what he may be, I promise no more virtues
Than I may well perform, for that were cozenage.
 

SOLDIER
Happy were he that had you with all fears,
That’s my opinion, lady.
 

Enter Shamont and a Servant list’ning. [They remain hidden and talk apart.]
 

SERVANT
What say you now, sir?
Dare you give confidence to your own eyes?
 

SHAMONT
Not yet I dare not.
 

SERVANT
No?
 

SHAMONT
Scarce yet, or yet,
Although I see ’tis he. Why can a thing
That’s but myself divided be so false?
 

SERVANT
Nay, do but mark how the chair plays his part too:
How amorously ’tis bent!
 

SHAMONT
Hell take thy bad thoughts,
For they are strange ones; never take delight
To make a torment worse! Look on ‘em, heaven,
For that’s a brother: send me a fair enemy
And take him, for a fouler fiend there breathes not.
I will not sin to think there’s ill in her
But what’s of his producing;
Yet goodness, whose enclosure is but flesh,
Holds out oft times but sorrily, but as black, sir,
As ever kindred was: I hate mine own blood,
Because it is so near thine. Live without honesty,
And mayst thou die with an unmoist’ned eye,
And no tear follow thee.
 

Exeunt Shamont, Servant.
 

LADY
Y’are wondrous merry, sir;
I would your brother heard you.
 

SOLDIER
[Or] my sister;
I would not out o’ th’ way let fall my words, lady,
For the precisest humour.
 

Enter Passionate Lord.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[Aside] Yea, so close?
 

SOLDIER
Th’are merry, that’s the worst you can report on ‘em;
Th’are neither dangerous nor immodest.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
So, sir,
Shall I believe you, think you?
 

SOLDIER
Who’s this, lady?
 

LADY
Oh, the duke’s cousin; he came late from travel, sir.
 

SOLDIER
Respect belongs to him.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
For as I said, lady,
Th’are merry, that’s the worst you can report of ‘em;
Th’are neither dangerous nor immodest.
 

SOLDIER
How’s this?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
And there I think I left.
 

SOLDIER
Abuses me!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Now to proceed, lady: perhaps I swore I lov’d you;
If you believe me not, y’are much the wiser.
 

SOLDIER
He speaks still in my person and derides me!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
For I can cog with you.
 

LADY
You can all do so:
We make no question of men’s promptness that way.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
And smile, and wave a chair with comely grace too,
Play with our tassel gently, and do fine things
That catch a lady sooner than a virtue.
 

SOLDIER
I never us’d to let man live so long
That wrong’d me!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Talk of battalions, woo you in a skirmish;
Divine my mind to you, lady, and being sharp set,
Can court you at half-pike, or name your weapon,
We cannot fail you, lady.
 

Enter First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

SOLDIER
[Drawing his sword] Now he dies!
Were all succeeding hopes stor’d up within him.
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, fie! I’ th’ court, sir?
 

SOLDIER
I most dearly thank you, sir.
 

[He puts up his sword.]
 

[LA NOVE]
’Tis rage ill spent upon a passionate madman.
 

SOLDIER
That shall not privilege him forever, sir.
A madman call you him? I have found too much reason
Sound in his injury to me to believe him so.
 

[LA NOVE]
If ever truth from man’s lips may be held
In reputation with you, give this confidence,
And this his love-fit, which we observe still,
By’s flattering and his fineness: at some other time,
He’ll go as slovenly as heart can wish.
The love and pity that his highness shows to him
Makes every man the more respectful of him.
H’as never a passion but is well provided for;
As this of love, he is full fed in all,
His swinge as I may term it. Have but patience,
And ye shall witness somewhat.
 

SOLDIER
Still he mocks me,
Look you, in action, in behaviour, sir!
Hold still the chair, with a grand mischief to you,
Or I’ll set so much strength upon your heart, sir!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
I feel some power has restrain’d me, lady:
If it be sent from love, say, I obey it,
And ever keep a voice to welcome it.
 

Song.
Thou deity, swift-winged love,
Sometimes below, sometimes above,
Little in shape, but great in power,
Thou that makest a heart thy tower,
And thy loopholes, ladies’ eyes,
From whence thou strik’st the fond and wise:
Did all the shafts in thy fair quiver
Stick fast in my ambitious liver,
Yet thy power would I adore,
And call upon thee to shoot more.
Shoot more, shoot more.
 

Enter [a lady] like a Cupid off’ring to shoot at him.
 

I prithee hold, thou sweet, celestial boy;
I’m not requited yet with love enough
For the first arrow that I have within me:
And if thou be an equal archer, Cupid,
Shoot this lady and twenty more for me.
 

LADY
Me, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
[Aside to her] ’Tis nothing but device, fear it not, lady;
You may be as good a maid after that shaft, madam,
As e’er your mother was at twelve and a half:
’Tis like the boy that draws it, ‘t ‘as no sting yet.
 

CUPID
[Aside] ’Tis like the miserable maid that draws it
That sees no comfort yet, seeing him so passionate.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Strike me the Duchess of Valois in love with me
With all the speed thou canst, and two of her women.
 

CUPID
You shall have more.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Tell ‘em I tarry for ‘em.
 

Exit [Cupid].
 

[LA NOVE]
[Aside to the Soldier] Who would be angry with that walking trouble now
That hurts none but itself?
 

SOLDIER
I am better quieted.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
I’ll have all womenkind struck in time for me
After thirteen once:
I see this Cupid will not let me want,
And let him spend his forty shafts an hour;
They shall be all found from the duke’s exchequer.
 

Enter again the same Cupid, [her] two Brothers, six women masquers, Cupid’s bow bent all the way towards them, the first woman singing and playing, a Priest.
 

He’s come already.
 

The song.
 

[FIRST WOMAN]
Oh, turn thy bow,
Thy power we feel and know;
Fair Cupid, turn away thy bow:
They be those golden arrows
Bring ladies all their sorrows,
And till there be more truth in men,
Never shoot at maid again.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
What a felicity of whores are here!
And all my concubines struck bleeding new!
A man can in his lifetime make but one woman,
But he may make his fifty queans a month.
 

[The Cupid takes her Brothers and the Priest aside.]
 

CUPID
Have you rememb’red a priest, honest brothers?
 

FIRST BROTHER
Yes, sister, and this is the young gentleman;
Make you no question of our faithfulness.
 

SECOND BROTHER
[This] growing shame, sister, provokes our care.
 

PRIEST
He must be taken in this fit of love, gentlemen.
 

FIRST BROTHER
What else, sir? He shall do’t.
 

SECOND BROTHER
Enough.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Be cheerful, wench.
 

A dance, Cupid leading.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Now by the stroke of pleasure, a deep oath.
Nimbly hopp’d, ladies all. What height they bear too!
A story higher than your common statures;
A little man must go upstairs to kiss ‘em.
What a great space there is
Betwixt love’s dining chamber and his garret!
I’ll try the utmost height. The garret stoops methinks;
The rooms are made all bending, I see that,
And not so high as a man takes ‘em for.
 

CUPID
Now if you’ll follow me, sir, I’ve that power
To make them follow you.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Are they all shot?
 

CUPID
All, all, sir, every mother’s daughter of ‘em.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Then there’s no fear of following; if they be
Once shot, they’ll follow a man to th’ devil.
As for you, sir — 
 

Exit with the Lady, [the Cupid, the Brothers, the Priest] and the Masquers.
 

SOLDIER
Me, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
Nay, sweet sir.
 

SOLDIER
A noise, a threat’ning! Did you not hear it, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
Without regard, sir, so would I [have] you.
 

SOLDIER
This must come to something: never talk of that, sir;
You never saw it otherwise.
 

[LA NOVE]
Nay, dear merit — 
 

SOLDIER
Me, above all men!
 

[LA NOVE]
Troth, you wrong your anger.
 

SOLDIER
I will be arm’d, my honourable lecher — 
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, fie, sweet sir!
 

SOLDIER
That devours women’s honesties by lumps
And never chaw’st thy pleasure.
 

[LA NOVE]
What do you mean, sir?
 

SOLDIER
What, does he mean t’ engross all to himself?
There’s others love a whore as well as he, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, an’ that be part o’ th’ fury, we have a city
Is very well provided for that case.
Let him alone with her, sir; we have women
Are very charitable to proper men,
And to a soldier that has all his limbs.
Marry, the sick and lame gets not a penny:
Right women’s charity, and the husbands
Follow ‘t too.
 

Enter Duke and lords [the three other Gentlemen].
 

Here comes his highness, sir.
 

SOLDIER
I’ll walk to cool myself.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
Who’s that?
 

[LA NOVE]
The brother of Shamont.
 

DUKE
He’s brother then
To all the court’s love, they that love discreetly
And place their friendliness upon desert;
As for the rest, that with a double face
Look upon merit, much like fortune’s visage,
That looks two ways, both to life’s calms and storms,
I’ll so provide for him, chiefly for him:
He shall not wish their loves nor dread their envies.
 

Enter Shamont.
 

And here comes my Shamont.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] That lady’s virtues are my only joys,
And he to offer to lay siege to them!
 

DUKE
Shamont.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] Her goodness is my pride; in all discourses,
As often as I hear rash-tongued gallants
Speak rudely of a woman, presently
I give in but her name and th’are all silent.
Oh, who would lose this benefit?
 

DUKE
Come hither, sir.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] ’Tis like the gift of healing but diviner,
For that but cures diseases in the body,
This works a cure on fame, on reputation,
The noblest piece of surgery upon earth.
 

DUKE
Shamont. He minds me not.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] A brother do’t?
 

DUKE
Shamont I say!
 

Gives him a touch with his switch.
 

SHAMONT
Ha!
 

Draws.
 

If he be mortal, by this hand he perishes!
Unless it be a stroke from heaven, he dies for’t!
 

DUKE
Why, how now, sir? ’Twas I.
 

SHAMONT
The more’s my misery.
 

DUKE
Why, what’s the matter, prithee?
 

SHAMONT
Can you ask it, sir?
No man else should; stood forty lives before him,
By this I would have op’d my way to him.
It could not be you, sir; excuse him not,
Whate’er he be, as y’are dear to honour,
That I may find my peace again.
 

DUKE
Forbear, I say.
Upon my love to truth, ’twas none but I.
 

SHAMONT
Still miserable!
 

DUKE
Come, come, what ails you, sir?
 

SHAMONT
Never sat shame cooling so long upon me
Without a satisfaction in revenge,
And heaven has made it here a sin to wish it.
 

DUKE
Hark you, sir!
 

SHAMONT
Oh, y’ave undone me!
 

DUKE
How!
 

SHAMONT
Cruelly undone me;
I have lost my peace, and reputation by you:
Sir, pardon me, I can never love you more.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
What language call you this, sirs?
 

[LA NOVE]
Truth, my lord,
I’ve seldom heard a stranger.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
He is a man of a most curious valour,
Wondrous precise, and punctual in that virtue.
 

DUKE
But why to me so punctual? My last thought
Was most entirely fix’d on his advancement:
Why, I came now to put him in possession
Of his fair fortunes. What a misconceiver ’tis!
And from a gentleman of our chamber merely
[Make] him vice-admiral; I was settled in’t.
I love him next to health. Call him, gentlemen.
 

Exit First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

Why, would not you or you ha’ taken as much
And never murmur’d?
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Troth, I think we should, my lord,
And there’s a fellow walks about the court
Would take a hundred of ‘em.
 

DUKE
I hate you all for’t,
And rather praise his high-pitch’d fortitude,
Though in extremes for niceness: now I think on’t,
I would I had never done ‘t.
 

Enter First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

Now, sir, where is he?
 

[LA NOVE]
His suit is only, sir, to be excus’d.
 

DUKE
He shall not be excus’d, I love him dearlier:
Say we entreat him; go, he must not leave us.
 

[Exeunt La Nove and Second] Gentleman.
 

So virtue bless me, I ne’er knew him parallell’d;
Why, he’s more precious to me now than ever.
 

Enter [La Nove, Second] Gentleman and Shamont.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
With much fair language, w’ave brought him.
 

DUKE
Thanks.
Where is he?
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Yonder, sir.
 

DUKE
Come forward, man.
 

SHAMONT
Pray pardon me, I’m asham’d to be seen, sir.
 

DUKE
Was ever such a touchy man heard of?
Prithee come nearer.
 

SHAMONT
More into the light?
Put not such cruelty into your requests, my lord,
First to disgrace me publicly, and then draw me
Into men’s eyesight, with the shame yet hot
Upon my reputation.
 

DUKE
What disgrace, sir?
 

SHAMONT
What?
Such as there can be no forgiveness for
That I can find in honour.
 

DUKE
That’s most strange, sir.
 

SHAMONT
Yet I have search’d my bosom to find one,
And wrestled with my inclination,
But ‘twill not be: would you had kill’d me, sir,
With what an ease had I forgiven you then!
But to endure a stroke from any hand
Under a punishing angel’s, which is justice,
Honour disclaim that man, for my part chiefly.
Had it been yet the malice of your sword,
Though it had cleft me, ‘t had been noble to me;
You should have found my thanks paid in a smile
If I had fell unworded: but to shame me
With the correction that your horse should have,
Were you ten thousand times my royal lord,
I cannot love you never, nor desire
To serve you more.
If your drum call me I am vowed to valour,
But peace shall never know me yours again,
Because I’ve lost mine own; I speak to die, sir.
Would you were gracious that way to take off shame,
With the same swiftness as you pour it on:
And since it is not in the power of monarchs
To make a gentleman, which is a substance
Only begot of merit, they should be careful
Not to destroy the worth of one so rare,
Which neither they can make nor lost, repair.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
Y’ave set a fair light, sir, before my judgment,
Which burns with wondrous clearness; I acknowledge it,
And your worth with it: but then, sir, my love,
My love — What, gone again?
 

[LA NOVE]
And full of scorn, my lord.
 

DUKE
That language will undo the man that keeps it
Who knows no difference ‘twixt contempt and manhood.
Upon your love to goodness, gentlemen,
Let me not lose him long.
 

Enter a Huntsman.
 

How now?
 

HUNTSMAN
The game’s at height, my lord.
 

DUKE
Confound both thee and it: hence break it off;
He hates me brings me news of any pleasure.
I felt not such a conflict since I could
Distinguish betwixt worthiness and blood.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 1. 
 

The palace
 

Enter the two Brothers, First Gentleman [La Nove], with those that were the Masquers, and the Cupid.
 

[LA NOVE]
I heartily commend your project, gentlemen;
’Twas wise and virtuous.
 

FIRST BROTHER
’Twas for the safety
Of precious honour, sir, which near blood binds us to:
He promis’d the poor easy fool there marriage;
There was a good maidenhead lost i ‘th’ belief on’t,
Beshrew her hasty confidence.
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, no more, sir,
You make her weep again! Alas, poor Cupid.
Shall she not shift herself?
 

FIRST BROTHER
Oh, by no means, sir.
We dare not have her seen yet; all the while
She keeps this shape, ’tis but thought device,
And she may follow him so without suspicion,
To see if she can draw all his wild passions,
To one point only, and that’s love, the main point:
So far his highness grants, and gave at first,
Large approbation to the quick conceit,
Which then was quick indeed.
 

[LA NOVE]
You make her blush, in sooth.
 

FIRST BROTHER
I fear ’tis more the flag of shame than grace, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
They both give but one kind of colour, sir:
If it be bashfulness in that kind taken,
It is the same with grace; and there she weeps again.
In truth y’are too hard, much, much too bitter, sir,
Unless you mean to have her weep her eyes out,
To play a Cupid truly.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Come, ha’ done then:
We should all fear to sin first, for ’tis certain,
When ’tis once lodg’d, though entertain’d in mirth,
It must be wept out if it e’er come forth.
 

[LA NOVE]
Now ’tis so well, I’ll leave you.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Faithfully welcome, sir.
 

[Exit La Nove.]
 

Go, Cupid, to your charge; he’s your own now:
If he want love, none will be blam’d but you.
 

CUPID
[Aside] The strangest marriage and unfortunat’st bride
That ever human memory contain’d;
I cannot be myself for’t.
 

Exit [with Masquers]. Enter [Galoshio] the clown.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, gentlemen!
 

FIRST BROTHER
How now, sir, what’s the matter?
 

[GALOSHIO]
His melancholy passion is half spent already, then comes his angry fit at the very tail on’t, then comes in my pain, gentlemen; h’as beaten me e’en to a cullis. I am nothing, right worshipful, but very pap and jelly: I have no bones, my body’s all one [burstness]. They talk of ribs and chines most freely abroad i’ th’ world; why, I have no such thing: whoever lives to see me dead, gentlemen, shall find me all mummy, good to fill gallipots and long dildo glasses; I shall not have a bone to throw at a dog.
 

[BROTHERS]
Alas, poor vassal, how he goes!
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, gentlemen,
I am unjointed, do but think o’ that.
My breast is beat into my maw, that what I eat,
I am fain to take ‘t in all at mouth with spoons;
A lamentable hearing, and ’tis well known
My belly is driven into my back.
I earn’d four crowns a month most dearly, gentlemen,
And one he must have when the fit’s upon him;
The privy purse allows it, and ’tis thriftiness:
He would break else some forty pounds in casements,
And in five hundred years undo the kingdom;
I have cast it up to a quarrel.
 

FIRST BROTHER
There’s a fellow
Kick’d about court; I would he had his place, brother,
But for one fit of his indignation.
 

SECOND BROTHER
And suddenly I have thought upon a means for’t.
 

FIRST BROTHER
I prithee, how?
 

SECOND BROTHER
’Tis but preferring, brother,
This stockfish to his service, with a letter
Of commendations, the same way he wishes it,
And then you win his heart, for o’ my knowledge
He has laid wait this half-year for a fellow
That will be beaten; and with a safe conscience
We may commend the carriage of this man in’t.
No servants he has kept — lusty, tall feeders — 
But they have beat him and turn’d themselves away:
Now one that would endure is like to stay
And get good wages of him; and the service too
Is ten times milder, brother, I would not wish it else.
I see the fellow has a sore crush’d body,
And the more need he has to be kick’d at ease.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Ay, sweet gentlemen, a kick of ease;
Send me to such a master.
 

SECOND BROTHER
No more I say;
We have one for thee, a soft-footed master,
One that wears wool in’s toes.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, gentlemen,
Soft garments may you wear, soft skins may you wed,
But as plump as pillows, both for white and red!
And now will I reveal a secret to you,
Since you provide for my poor flesh so tenderly:
H’as hir’d mere rogues out of his chamber window
To beat the soldier, Monsieur Shamont’s brother.
 

FIRST BROTHER
That nothing concerns us, sir.
 

[GALOSHIO]
For no cause, gentlemen,
Unless it be for wearing shoulder-points
With longer tags than his.
 

SECOND BROTHER
Is not that somewhat?
Birlakin, sir, the difference of long tags
Has cost many a man’s life, and advanc’d other some.
Come, follow me.
 

[GALOSHIO]
[Aside] See what a gull am I!
Oh, every man in his profession!
I know a thump now, as judiciously
As the proudest he that walks, I’ll except none.
Come to a tag, how short I fall! I’m gone.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act III Scene 2.
 

The palace
 

Enter Lapet.
 

LAPET
I have been ruminating with myself
What honour a man loses by a kick.
Why, what’s a kick? The fury of a foot,
Whose indignation commonly is stamp’d
Upon the hinder quarter of a man,
Which is a place very unfit for honour;
The world will confess so much.
Then what disgrace I pray does that part suffer
Where honour never comes? I’d fain know that!
This being well-forc’d and urg’d may have the power
To move most gallants to take kicks in time,
And spurn out the duelloes out o’ th’ kingdom,
For they that stand upon their honour most,
When they conceive there is no honour lost,
As by a table that I have invented
For that purpose alone shall appear plainly,
Which shows the vanity of all blows at large,
And with what ease they may be took of all sides,
Numbering but twice o’er the letters “Patience”
From P. to E. I doubt not but in small time
To see a dissolution of all bloodshed
If the reform’d kick do but once get up,
For what a lamentable folly ’tis,
If we observe ‘t, for every little justle,
Which is but the ninth part of a sound thump
In our meek computation. We must fight forsooth, yes:
If I kill, I’m hang’d; if I be kill’d myself,
I die for’t also. Is not this trim wisdom?
Now for the con: a man may be well-beaten,
Yet pass away his fourscore years smooth after;
I had a father did it, and to my power
I will not be behind him.
 

Enter Shamont.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, well met.
 

LAPET
[Aside] Now a fine punch or two, I look for’t duly.
 

SHAMONT
I’ve been to seek you.
 

LAPET
Let me know your lodging, sir,
I’ll come to you once a day and use your pleasure, sir.
 

SHAMONT
I’m made the fittest man for thy society;
I’ll live and die with thee. Come, show me a chamber;
There is no house but thine, but only thine,
That’s fit to cover me: I’ve took a blow, sirrah.
 

LAPET
I would you had indeed; why, you may see, sir,
You’ll all come to’t in time when my book’s out.
 

SHAMONT
Since I did see thee last, I’ve took a blow.
 

LAPET
Fa, sir, that’s nothing; I ha’ took forty since.
 

SHAMONT
What? And I charg’d thee thou shouldst not!
 

LAPET
Ay, sir,
You might charge your pleasure, but they would give ‘t me,
Whether I would or no.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, I walk
Without my peace, I’ve no companion now!
Prithee resolve me, for I cannot ask
A man more beaten to experience
Than thou art in this kind, what manner of blow
Is held the most disgraceful or distasteful?
For thou dost only censure ‘em by the hurt,
Not by the shame they do thee: yet having felt
Abuses of all kinds, thou mayst deliver,
Though ‘t be by chance, the most injurious one.
 

LAPET
You put me to’t, sir; but to tell you truth,
Th’are all as one with me, little exception.
 

SHAMONT
That little may do much; let’s have it from you.
 

LAPET
With all the speed I may: first then and foremost,
I hold so reverently of the bastinado, sir,
That if it were the dearest friend i’ th’ world
I’d put it into his hand.
 

SHAMONT
Go to, I’ll pass
That then.
 

LAPET
Y’are the more happy, sir; would I
Were past it too, but being accustom’d to’t,
It is the better carried.
 

SHAMONT
Will you forward?
 

LAPET
Then there’s your souse, your wherret, and your doust,
Tugs on the hair, your bob o’ th’ lips, a whelp on’t:
I ne’er could find much difference. Now your thump,
A thing deriv’d first from your hemp-beaters,
Takes a man’s wind away most spitefully:
There’s nothing that destroys a colic like it,
For’t leaves no wind i’ th’ body.
 

SHAMONT
On, sir, on.
 

LAPET
Pray give me leave; I’m out of breath with thinking on’t.
 

SHAMONT
This is far off yet.
 

LAPET
For the twinge by th’ nose,
’Tis certainly unsightly, so my table says,
But helps against the headache wondrous strangely.
 

SHAMONT
Is’t possible?
 

LAPET
Oh, your crush’d nostrils slakes your oppilation
And makes your pent powers flush to wholesome sneezes.
 

SHAMONT
I never thought there had been half that virtue
In a wrung nose before.
 

LAPET
Oh, plenitude, sir:
Now come we lower to our modern kick,
Which has been mightily in use of late,
Since our young men drank coltsfoot: and I grant you,
’Tis a most scornful wrong, ‘cause the foot plays it;
But mark again how we that take ‘t, requite it
With the like scorn, for we receive it backward,
And can there be a worse disgrace retorted?
 

SHAMONT
And is this all?
 

LAPET
All but a lug by th’ ear,
Or such a trifle.
 

SHAMONT
Happy sufferer,
All this is nothing to the wrong I bear:
I see the worst disgrace thou never felt’st yet;
It is so far from thee, thou canst not think on’t,
Nor dare I let thee know, it is so abject.
 

LAPET
I would you would though, that I might prepare for’t,
For I shall ha’t at one time or another:
If’t be a thwack, I make account of that;
There’s no new fashion’d swap that e’er came up yet
But I’ve the first on ‘em, I thank ‘em for’t.
 

Enter the Lady and Servants.
 

LADY
 

Hast thou enquir’d?
 

FIRST SERVANT
But can hear nothing, madam.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside to Lapet] If there be but so much substance in thee
To make a shelter for a man disgrac’d,
Hide my departure from that glorious woman
That comes with all perfection about her,
So noble that I dare not be seen of her
Since shame took hold of me. Upon thy life
No mention of me.
 

LAPET
[Aside to Shamont] I’ll cut out my tongue first
Before I’ll lose my life, there’s more belongs to’t.
 

[Exit Shamont.]
 

LADY
See, there’s a gentleman: enquire of him.
 

SECOND SERVANT
For Monsieur Shamont, madam?
 

LADY
For whom else, sir?
 

FIRST SERVANT
Why, this fellow dares not see him.
 

LADY
How?
 

FIRST SERVANT
Shamont, madam?
His very name’s worse than a fever to him,
And when he cries, there’s nothing stills him sooner.
Madam, your page of thirteen is too hard for him;
’Twas try’d i’ th’ wood-yard.
 

LADY
Alas, poor, grieved merit!
What is become of him? If he once fail,
Virtue shall find small friendship. Farewell then
To ladies’ worths for any hope in men:
He lov’d for goodness, not for wealth or lust,
After the world’s foul dotage; he ne’er courted
The body but the beauty of the mind,
A thing which common courtship never thinks on.
All his affections were so sweet and fair;
There is no hope for fame if he despair.
 

Exeunt Lady and Servants. Enter [Galoshio] the clown. He kicks Lapet [and gives him letter].
 

LAPET
Good morrow to you again most heartily, sir;
Cry you mercy I heard you not, I was somewhat busy.
 

[GALOSHIO]
[Aside] He takes it as familiarly as an ave
Or precious salutation: I was sick
Till I had one, because I am so us’d to’t.
 

LAPET
However you deserve, your friends and mine here
Give you large commendations i’ this letter;
They say you will endure well.
 

[GALOSHIO]
I’d be loath
To prove ‘em liars: I’ve endur’d as much
As mortal pen and ink can set me down for.
 

LAPET
Say you me so?
 

[GALOSHIO]
I know and feel it so, sir:
I have it under black and white already;
I need no pen to paint me out.
 

LAPET
[Aside] He fits me,
And hits my wishes pat, pat: I was ne’er
In possibility to be better mann’d,
For he’s half lam’d already; I see ‘t plain,
But take no notice on’t for fear I make
The rascal proud and dear to advance his wages. — 
First let me grow into particulars with you.
What have you endur’d of worth? Let me hear.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Marry, sir, I’m almost beaten blind.
 

LAPET
That’s pretty well for a beginning,
But many a millhorse has endur’d as much.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Shame o’ the miller’s heart for his unkindness then.
 

LAPET
Well, sir, what then?
 

[GALOSHIO]
I’ve been twice thrown downstairs just before supper.
 

LAPET
Puh, so have I! That’s nothing.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Ay, but, sir,
Was yours pray before supper?
 

LAPET
There thou posest me.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Ay, marry, that’s it; ‘t ‘ad been less grief to me
Had I but fill’d my belly and then tumbled,
But to be flung down fasting, there’s the dolour.
 

LAPET
It would have griev’d me, that indeed. Proceed, sir.
 

[GALOSHIO]
I have been pluck’d and tugg’d by th’ hair o’ th’ head
About a gallery, half an acre long.
 

LAPET
Yes, that’s a good one, I must needs confess,
A principal good one that, an absolute good one;
I have been trod upon, and spurn’d about,
But never tugg’d by th’ hair, I thank my fates.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, ’tis a spiteful pain!
 

LAPET
Peace, never speak on’t
For putting me in mind on’t.
 

[GALOSHIO]
To conclude,
I’m bursten, sir: my belly will hold no meat.
 

LAPET
No? That makes amends for all.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Unless ‘t be puddings
Or such fast food: any loose thing beguiles me;
I’m ne’er the better for’t.
 

LAPET
Sheepsheads will stay
With thee?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Yes, sir, or chaldrons.
 

LAPET
Very well, sir.
Any your bursten fellows must take heed of surfeits.
Strange things it seems you have endur’d.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Too true, sir.
 

LAPET
But now the question is, what you will endure
Hereafter in my service?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Anything
That shall be reason, sir, for I’m but froth;
Much like a thing new-calv’d, or come more nearer, sir,
Y’ave seen a cluster of frog-spawns in April:
E’en such a starch am I, as weak and tender
As a green woman yet.
 

LAPET
Now I know this,
I will be very gently angry with thee
And kick thee carefully.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, ay, sweet sir!
 

LAPET
Peace, when thou art offer’d well, lest I begin now.
Your friends and mine have writ here for your truth;
They’ll pass their words themselves and I must meet ‘em.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Then have you all.
 

Exit [Lapet].
 

As for my honesty there is no fear of that,
For I have ne’er a whole bone about me.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 3.
 

The Passionate Lord’s chambers
 

Music. Enter the Passionate [Lord], rudely and carelessly apparell’d, unbrac’d and untruss’d, the Cupid following.
 

CUPID
Think upon love, which makes all creatures handsome,
Seemly for eyesight; go not so diffusedly:
There are great ladies purpose, sir, to visit you.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Grand plagues, shut in my casements, that the breaths
Of their coach-mares reek not into my nostrils;
Those beasts are but a kind of bawdy forerunners.
 

CUPID
It is not well with you when you speak ill of fair ladies.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Fair mischiefs! Give me a nest of owls, and take ‘em!
Happy is he, say I, whose window opens
To a brown baker’s chimney: he shall be sure there
To hear the bird sometimes after twilight.
What a fine thing ’tis, methinks, to have our garments
Sit loose upon us thus, thus carelessly;
It is more manly and more mortifying,
For w’are so much the readier for our shrouds:
For how ridiculous were ‘t to have death come
And take a fellow pinn’d up like a mistress?
About his neck a ruff, like a pinch’d lanthorn,
Which schoolboys make in winter, and his doublet
So close and pent, as if he fear’d one prison
Would not be strong enough to keep his soul in,
But’s tailor makes another?
An’ trust me, for I know ‘t when I lov’d, Cupid,
He does endure much pain for the poor praise
Of a neat-sitting suit.
 

CUPID
One may be handsome, sir,
And yet not pain’d nor proud.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
There you lie, Cupid,
As bad as Mercury: there is no handsomeness
But has a wash of pride and luxury,
And you go there too, Cupid. Away, dissembler,
Thou tak’st the deed’s part which befools us all;
Thy arrowheads shoot [but] sinners: hence, away,
And after thee I’ll send a powerful charm
Shall banish thee forever.
 

CUPID
Never, never;
I am too sure thine own.
 

Exit.
 

PASSIONATE LORD sings
Hence, all you vain delights,
As short as are the nights
Wherein you spend your folly,
There’s naught in this life sweet,
If men were wise to see ‘t,
But only melancholy,
Oh, sweetest melancholy!
Welcome, folded arms and fixed eyes,
A sigh that piercing mortifies,
A look that’s fast’ned to the ground,
A tongue chain’d up without a sound.
 

Fountainheads and pathless groves,
Places which pale passion loves,
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls
Are warmly hous’d save bats and owls;
A midnight bell, a parting groan,
These are the sounds we feed upon,
Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley:
Nothing’s so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy.
 

Exit.
 




Act III Scene 4.
 

The palace
 

Enter Lapet, at another door the Cupid’s Brothers watching his coming [and talking apart].
 

FIRST BROTHER
So, so, the woodcock’s ginn’d; keep this door fast, brother.
 

SECOND BROTHER
I’ll warrant this.
 

FIRST BROTHER
I’ll go incense him instantly;
I know the way to’t.
 

SECOND BROTHER
Will ‘t not be too soon,
Think you, and make two fits break into one?
 

FIRST BROTHER
Pah, no, no; the tail of his melancholy
Is always the head of his anger, and follows as close
As the report follows the powder.
 

[Exeunt the Brothers severally.]
 

LAPET
This is the appointed place and the hour struck;
If I can get security for’s truth,
I’ll never mind his honesty. Poor worm,
I durst lay him by my wife, which is a benefit
Which many masters ha’ not: I shall ha’ no maid
Now got with child but what I get myself,
And that’s no small felicity. In most places
Th’are got by th’ men, and put upon the masters.
Nor shall I be resisted when I strike,
For he can hardly stand; these are great blessings.
 

PASSIONATE LORD within
I want my food, deliver me a varlet!
 

LAPET
How now? From whence comes that?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[Within] I am allow’d
A carcass to insult on. Where’s the villain?
 

LAPET
He means not me, I hope.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[Within] My maintenance, rascals!
My bulk, my exhibition!
 

LAPET
Bless us all,
What names are these? Would I were gone again.
 

The Passionate [Lord] enters in fury with a truncheon.
 

[PASSIONATE LORD]
sings
A curse upon thee for a slave!
Art thou here and heard’st me rave?
Fly not sparkles from mine eye
To show my indignation nigh?
Am I not all foam and fire,
With voice as hoarse as a town-crier?
How my back opes and shuts together
With fury as old men’s with weather!
Couldst thou not hear my teeth gnash hither?
 

LAPET
No, truly, sir, I thought ‘t had been a squirrel,
Shaving a hazelnut.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Death, hell, fiends, and darkness,
I will thrash thy mangy carcass!
 

[Beats him.]
 

LAPET
Oh, sweet sir!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
There cannot be too many tortures
Spent upon those lousy quarters!
 

LAPET
Hold, oh!
 

Falls down for dead.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Thy bones shall rue, thy bones shall rue!
 

Sings again.
 

Thou nasty, scurvy, mongrel toad,
Mischief on thee!
Light upon thee
All the plagues that can confound thee
Or did ever reign abroad!
Better a thousand lives it cost
Than have brave anger spilt or lost.
 

Exit.
 

LAPET
May I open mine eyes yet and safely peep?
I’ll try a groan first. Oh! Nay, then he’s gone.
There was no other policy but to die,
He would ha’ made me else. Ribs, are you sore?
I was ne’er beaten to a tune before.
 

Enter the two Brothers.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Lapet.
 

LAPET
Again?
 

Falls again.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Look, look, he’s flat again,
And stretched out like a corse, a handful longer
Than he walks, trust me, brother. Why, Lapet!
I hold my life we shall not get him speak now.
Monsieur Lapet? It must be a privy token
If anything fetch him, he’s so far gone.
We come to pass our words for your man’s truth.
 

LAPET
Oh, gentlemen, y’are welcome! I have been thrash’d, i’faith.
 

SECOND BROTHER
How! Thrash’d, sir?
 

LAPET
Never was Shrove Tuesday bird
So cudgell’d, gentlemen.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Pray how? By whom, sir?
 

LAPET
Nay, that I know not.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Not who did this wrong?
 

LAPET
Only a thing came like a walking song.
 

FIRST BROTHER
What, beaten with a song?
 

LAPET
Never more tightly, gentlemen.
Such crotchets happen now and then; methinks
He that endures well of all waters drinks.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act IV Scene 1. 
 

A chamber in the palace, outside the palace, and in front of Lapet’s house
 

Enter Shamont’s brother the Soldier, [having been beaten,] and First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

SOLDIER
Yes, yes, this was a madman, sir, with you,
A passionate madman.
 

[LA NOVE]
Who would ha’ look’d for this, sir?
 

SOLDIER
And must be privileg’d? A pox privilege him!
I was never so dry-beaten since I was born,
And by a litter of rogues, mere rogues, the whole twenty
Had not above nine elbows amongst ‘em all too!
And the most part of those left-handed rascals
The very vomit, sir, of hospitals,
Bridewells and spitalhouses, such nasty smellers,
That if they’d been unfurnish’d of club-truncheons,
They might have cudgell’d me with their very stinks,
It was so strong and sturdy. And shall this,
This filthy injury, be set off with madness?
 

[LA NOVE]
Nay, take your own blood’s counsel, sir; hereafter
I’ll deal no further in’t, if you remember
It was not come to blows when I advis’d you.
 

SOLDIER
No, but I ever said ’twould come to something,
And ’tis upon me, thank him: were he kin
To all the mighty emperors upon earth,
He has not now in life three hours to reckon;
I watch but a free time.
 

Enter Shamont.
 

[LA NOVE]
Your noble brother, sir; I’ll leave you now.
 

Exit.
 

SHAMONT
Soldier, I would I could persuade my thoughts
From thinking thee a brother, as I can
My tongue from naming on’t: thou hast no friend here
But fortune and thy own strength, trust to them.
 

SOLDIER
How? What’s the incitement, sir?
 

SHAMONT
Treachery to virtue,
Thy treachery, thy faithless circumvention.
Has honour so few daughters, never fewer,
And must thou aim thy treachery at the best,
The very front of virtue, that bless’d lady,
The duke’s sister?
Created more for admiration’s cause
Than for love’s ends, whose excellency sparkles
More in divinity than mortal beauty,
And as much difference ‘twixt her mind and body
As ‘twixt this earth’s poor centre and the sun.
And couldst thou be so injurious to fair goodness,
Once to attempt to court her down to frailty?
Or put her but in mind that there is weakness,
Sin and desire, which she should never hear of?
Wretch, thou’st committed worse than sacrilege
In the attempting on’t, and oughtst to die for’t.
 

SOLDIER
I rather ought to do my best, to live, sir.
Provoke me not, for I’ve a wrong sits on me
That makes me apt for mischief; I shall lose
All respects suddenly of friendship, brotherhood,
Or any sound that way.
 

SHAMONT
But ‘ware me most,
For I come with a two-edg’d injury,
Both my disgrace and thy apparent falsehood,
Which must be dangerous.
 

SOLDIER
I courted her, sir:
Love starve me with delays when I confess it not.
 

SHAMONT
There’s nothing then but death
Can be a penance fit for that confession.
 

SOLDIER
But far from any vicious taint.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, sir,
Vice is a mighty stranger grown to courtship.
 

SOLDIER
Nay then, the fury of my wrong light on thee.
 

[They draw.] Enter First Gentleman [La Nove] and others [the three other Gentlemen].
 

[LA NOVE]
Forbear, the duke’s at hand,
Here, hard at hand, upon my reputation.
 

SOLDIER
I must do something now.
 

Exit Soldier.
 

SHAMONT
I’ll follow you close, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
We must entreat you must not, for the duke
Desires some conference with you.
 

SHAMONT
Let me go,
As y’are gentlemen.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Faith, we dare not, sir.
 

SHAMONT
Dare ye be false to honour, and yet dare not
Do a man justice? Give me leave.
 

[LA NOVE]
Good, sweet sir,
H’as sent twice for you.
 

SHAMONT
Is this brave or manly?
 

[LA NOVE]
I prithee be conform’d.
 

SHAMONT
Death!
 

Enter Duke.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Peace, he’s come, in troth.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, have you betray’d me to my shame afresh?
How am I bound to loathe you!
 

DUKE
Shamont, welcome;
I sent twice.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
But, my lord, he never heard on’t.
 

SHAMONT
Pray pardon him for his falseness. I did, sir,
Both times; I’d rather be found rude than faithless.
 

DUKE
I love that bluntness dearly: h’as no vice
But is more manly than some other’s virtue,
That sets it out only for show or profit.
 

[Exeunt La Nove and the three other Gentlemen.]
 

SHAMONT
Will’t please you quit me, sir? I’ve urgent business.
 

DUKE
Come, you’re so hasty now: I sent for you
To a better end.
 

SHAMONT
And if it be an end,
Better or worse, I thank your goodness for’t.
 

DUKE
I’ve ever kept that bounty in condition
And thankfulness in blood, which well becomes
Both prince and subject, that where any wrong
Bears my impression, or the hasty figure
Of my repented anger, I’m a law
Ev’n to myself, and doom myself most strictly
To justice and a noble satisfaction:
So that, what you in tenderness of honour
Conceive to be loss to you, which is nothing
But curious opinion, I’ll restore again,
Although I give you the best part of Genoa,
And take to boot but thanks for your amends.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, miserable satisfaction,
Ten times more wretched than the wrong itself!
Never was ill better made good with worse.
Shall it be said that my posterity
Shall live the sole heirs of their father’s shame,
And raise their wealth and glory from my stripes?
You have provided nobly bounteous, sir,
For my disgrace, to make it live forever,
Outlasting brass or marble;
This is my fear’s construction, and a deep one,
Which neither argument nor time can alter:
Yet I durst swear I wrong your goodness in’t, sir,
And the most fair intent on’t, which I reverence
With admiration, that in you a prince
Should be so sweet and temperate a condition
To offer to restore where you may ruin,
And do’t with justice, and in me a servant,
So harsh a disposition, that I cannot
Forgive where I should honour, and am bound to’t.
But I have ever had that curiosity
In blood and tenderness of reputation,
Such an antipathy against a blow — 
I cannot speak the rest. Good sir, discharge me;
It is not fit that I should serve you more,
Nor come so near you. I’m made now for privacy
And a retir’d condition; that’s my suit,
To part from court forever, my last suit,
And as you profess bounty, grant me that, sir.
 

DUKE
I would deny thee nothing.
 

SHAMONT
Health reward you, sir.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
He’s gone again already, and takes hold
Of any opportunity; not riches
Can purchase him, nor honours, peaceably,
And force were brutish: what a great worth’s gone with him,
And but a gentleman! Well, for his sake
I’ll ne’er offend more those I cannot make:
They were his words, and shall be dear to memory.
Say I desire to see him once again — 
Yet stay, he’s so well forward of his peace,
‘Twere pity to disturb him: he would groan
Like a soul fetch’d again, and that were injury,
And I’ve wrong’d his degree too much already.
Call forth the gentlemen of our chamber instantly.
 

SERVANT within
I shall, my lord.
 

DUKE
I may forget again,
And therefore will prevent: the strain of this
Troubles me so; one would not hazard more.
 

Enter First Gentleman [La Nove] and diverse others [the three other Gentlemen].
 

GENTLEMEN
Your will, my lord?
 

DUKE
Yes; I discharge you all.
 

SECOND GENTLEMAN
My lord!
 

DUKE
Your places shall be otherwise dispos’d of.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Why, sir?
 

DUKE
Reply not, I dismiss you all.
Y’are gentlemen, your worths will find you fortunes;
Nor shall your farewell tax me of ingratitude:
I’ll give you all noble remembrances,
As testimonies ‘gainst reproach and malice,
That you departed lov’d.
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
This is most strange, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
But how is your grace furnish’d, these dismiss’d?
 

DUKE
Seek me out grooms,
Men more insensible of reputation,
Less curious and precise in terms of honour,
That if my anger chance let fall a stroke,
As we are all subject to impetuous passions,
Yet it may pass unmurmur’d, undisputed,
And not with braver fury prosecuted.
 

[LA NOVE]
It shall be done, my lord.
 

Exit [Duke].
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
Know you the cause, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
Not I, kind gentlemen, but by conjectures,
And so much shall be yours when you please.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
Thanks, sir.
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
We shall i’ th’ meantime think ourselves guilty
Of some foul fault, through ignorance committed.
 

[LA NOVE]
No, ’tis not that, nor that way.
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
For my part,
I shall be disinherited, I know so much.
 

[LA NOVE]
Why, sir, for what?
 

FOURTH GENTLEMAN
My sire’s of a strange humour;
He’ll form faults for me, and then swear ‘em mine,
And commonly the first begins with lechery.
He knows his own youth’s trespass.
 

[LA NOVE]
Before you go,
I’ll come and take my leave, and tell you all, sirs.
 

THIRD GENTLEMAN
Thou wert ever just and kind.
 

[LA NOVE]
That’s my poor virtue, sir,
And parcel valiant, but it’s hard to be perfect.
 

[Exeunt the three other Gentlemen.]
 

The choosing of these fellows now will puzzle me,
Horribly puzzle me, and there’s no judgment
Goes true upon man’s outside, there’s the mischief:
He must be touch’d and try’d for gold or dross.
There is no other way for’t, and that’s dangerous too;
But since I’m put in trust, I will attempt it:
The duke shall keep one daring man about him.
 

Enter a Gallant.
 

[Aside] Soft, who comes here? A pretty bravery this:
Everyone goes so like a gentleman,
’Tis hard to find a difference but by th’ touch.
I’ll try your mettle sure.
 

[Boxes his ear.]
 

GALLANT
Why, what do you mean, sir?
 

[LA NOVE]
Nay, and you understand it not, I do not.
 

GALLANT
Yes, would you should well know;
I understand it for a box o’ th’ ear, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
And o’ my troth, that’s all I gave it for.
 

GALLANT
‘Twere best it be so.
 

[LA NOVE]
[Aside] This is a brave coward,
A jolly threat’ning coward; he shall be captain. — 
Sir, let me meet you an hour hence i’ th’ lobby.
 

GALLANT
Meet you? The world might laugh at me then, i’faith.
 

[LA NOVE]
Lay by your scorn and pride, they’re scurvy qualities,
And meet me, or I’ll box you while I have you,
And carry you gambrell’d thither like a mutton.
 

GALLANT
Nay, an’ you be in earnest, here’s my hand
I will not fail you.
 

[LA NOVE]
’Tis for your own good.
 

GALLANT
Away.
 

[LA NOVE]
Too much for your own good, sir, a pox on you.
 

GALLANT
I prithee curse me all day long so.
 

[LA NOVE]
Hang you!
 

GALLANT
[Aside] I’ll make him mad; he’s loath to curse too much to me. — 
Indeed I never yet took box o’ th’ ear
But it redounded, I must needs say so.
 

[LA NOVE]
Will you be gone?
 

GALLANT
Curse, curse, and then I go.
[Aside] Look how he grins; I’ve anger’d him to th’ kidneys.
 

Exit.
 

[LA NOVE]
Was ever such a prigging coxcomb seen?
One might have beat him dumb now in this humour,
And he’d ha’ grinn’d it out still.
 

Enter a Plain Fellow.
 

Oh, here’s one
Made to my hand, methinks looks like a craven;
Less pains will serve his trial: some slight justle.
 

[Justles him.]
 

PLAIN FELLOW
How! [Striking him] Take you that, sir, and if that content you not — 
 

[LA NOVE]
Yes, very well, sir, I desire no more.
 

PLAIN FELLOW
I think you need not, for you have not lost by’t.
 

Exit.
 

[LA NOVE]
Who would ha’ thought this would have prov’d a gentleman?
I’ll never trust long chins and little legs again;
I’ll know ‘em sure for gentlemen hereafter:
A gristle but in show, but gave his cuff
With such a fetch and reach of gentry,
As if h’ had had his arms before the flood.
I have took a villainous hard task upon me;
Now I begin to have a feeling on’t.
 

Enter Lapet [carrying a printers’ proof] and [Galoshio the] clown his servant, and so habited.
 

[Aside] Oh, here comes a try’d piece now, the reformed kick.
The millions of punches, spurns, and nips
That he has endur’d! His buttock’s all black lead,
He’s half a negro backward; he was past a Spaniard
In eighty-eight, and more Egyptian-like.
His table and his book come both out shortly,
And all the cowards in the town expect it,
So if I fail of my full number now,
I shall be sure to find ‘em at church corners,
Where Dives and the suff’ring ballads hang.
 

LAPET
[To Galoshio] Well, since thou art of so mild a temper,
Of so meek a spirit, thou mayst live with me
Till better times do smile on thy deserts.
I am glad I am got home again.
 

[GALOSHIO]
I am happy
In your service, sir; you’ll keep me from the hospital.
 

LAPET
So, bring me the last proof; this is corrected.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Ay, y’are too full of your correction, sir.
 

LAPET
Look, I have perfect books within this half hour.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Yes, sir.
 

LAPET
Bid him put all the thumps in pica Roman,
And with great T’s, you vermin, as thumps should be.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Then in what letter will you have your kicks?
 

LAPET
All in Italica, your backward blows
All in Italica, you hermaphrodite!
When shall I teach you wit?
 

[GALOSHIO]
[Aside] Oh, let it alone
Till you have some yourself, sir.
 

LAPET
You mumble?
 

[GALOSHIO]
The victuals are lock’d up; I’m kept from mumbling.
 

Exit.
 

LAPET
He prints my blows upon pot-paper too, the rogue,
Which had been proper for some drunken pamphlet.
 

[LA NOVE]
Monsieur Lapet? How the world rings of you, sir!
Your name sounds far and near.
 

LAPET
A good report
It bears for an enduring name.
 

[LA NOVE]
What luck have you, sir!
 

LAPET
Why, what’s the matter?
 

[LA NOVE]
I’m but thinking on’t.
I’ve heard you wish this five year for a place:
Now there’s one fall’n, and freely without money too;
And empty yet, and yet you cannot have ‘t.
 

LAPET
No? What’s the reason? I’ll give money for’t
Rather than go without, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
That’s not it, sir;
The troth is, there’s no gentleman must have it
Either for love or money: ’tis decreed so;
I was heartily sorry when I thought upon you.
Had you not been a gentleman I had fitted you.
 

LAPET
Who, I a gentleman? A pox, I’m none, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
How!
 

LAPET
How? Why, did you ever think I was?
 

[LA NOVE]
What? Not a gentleman?
 

LAPET
I would thou’d’st put it upon me, i’faith.
Did not my grandfather cry coney-skins,
My father aqua vitae? A hot gentleman:
All this I speak on i’ your time and memory too;
Only a rich uncle died and left me chattels,
You know all this so well too.
 

[LA NOVE]
Pray excuse me, sir,
Ha’ not you arms?
 

LAPET
Yes, a poor couple here
That serve to thrust in wild fowl.
 

[LA NOVE]
Herald’s arms,
Symbols of gentry, sir: you know my meaning;
They’ve been shown and seen.
 

LAPET
They have.
 

[LA NOVE]
I’fecks, have they!
 

LAPET
Why, I confess, at my wife’s instigation once,
As women love these heralds’ kickshaws naturally,
I bought ‘em, but what are they, think you? Puffs.
 

[LA NOVE]
Why, that’s proper to your name being Lapet,
Which is La Fart, after the English letter.
 

LAPET
The herald, sir, had much ado to find it.
 

[LA NOVE]
And can you blame him?
Why, ’tis the only thing that puzzles the devil.
 

LAPET
At last he look’d upon my name again,
And having well compar’d it, this he gave me:
The two colics playing upon a wind instrument.
 

[LA NOVE]
An excellent proper one. But I pray tell me,
How does he express the colics? They are hard things.
 

LAPET
The colics? With hot trenchers at their bellies;
There’s nothing better, sir, to blaze a colic.
 

[LA NOVE]
And are not you a gentleman by this, sir?
 

LAPET
No, I disclaim ‘t:
No bellyache upon earth shall make me one;
He shall not think to put his gripes upon me
And wring out gentry so, and ten pound first.
If the wind instrument will make my wife one,
Let her enjoy ‘t, for she was a harper’s grandchild,
But, sir, for my particular, I renounce it.
 

[LA NOVE]
Or to be call’d so?
 

LAPET
Ay, sir, or imagin’d.
 

[LA NOVE]
None fitter for the place: give me thy hand.
 

LAPET
A hundred thousand thanks, beside a bribe, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
You must take heed of thinking toward a gentleman now.
 

LAPET
Pish, I am not mad, I warrant you. Nay, more, sir,
If one should twit me i’ th’ teeth that I’m a gentleman,
Twit me their worst, I am but one since Lammas,
That I can prove, if they would see my heart out.
 

[LA NOVE]
Marry, in any case keep me that evidence.
 

Enter [Galoshio the] clown [with printers’ proofs].
 

LAPET
Here comes my servant, sir, Galoshio.
H’as not his name for naught, he will be trod upon.
What says my printer now?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Here’s your last proof, sir.
You shall have perfect books now in a twinkling.
 

LAPET
These marks are ugly.
 

[GALOSHIO]
He says, sir, they’re proper:
Blows should have marks, or else they are nothing worth.
 

LAPET
But why a peel-crow here?
 

[GALOSHIO]
I told [‘im] so, sir:
A scarecrow had been better.
 

LAPET
How, slave! Look you, sir,
Did not I say this wherret and this bob
Should be both pica Roman?
 

[GALOSHIO]
So said I, sir,
Both picked Romans, and he has made ‘em Welsh bills;
Indeed I know not what to make on ‘em.
 

LAPET
Heyday! A souse Italica?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Yes, that may hold, sir,
Souse is a bona roba, so is flops too.
 

LAPET
But why stands bastinado so far off here?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Alas, you must allow him room to lay about him, sir.
 

LAPET
Why lies this spurn lower than that spurn, sir?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Marry, this signifies one kick’d downstairs, sir,
The other in a gallery. I ask’d him all these questions.
 

[LA NOVE]
Your book’s name? Prithee, Lapet, mind me,
You never told me yet.
 

LAPET
Marry, but shall, sir:
’Tis call’d The Uprising of the Kick,
And the Downfall of the Duello.
 

[LA NOVE]
Bring that to pass you’ll prove a happy member
And do your country service: your young bloods
Will thank you then when they see fourscore.
 

LAPET
I hope
To save my hundred gentlemen a month by’t,
Which will be very good for the private house.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Look you, your table’s finish’d, sir, already.
 

LAPET
Why then, behold my masterpiece: see, see, sir,
Here’s all your blows and blow-men whatsoever,
Set in their lively colours, givers and takers.
 

[LA NOVE]
Troth, wondrous fine, sir.
 

LAPET
Nay, but mark the postures:
The standing of the takers I admire
More than the givers; they stand scornfully,
Most contumeliously, I like not them.
Oh, here’s one cast into a comely figure.
 

[GALOSHIO]
My master means him there that’s cast down headlong.
 

LAPET
How sweetly does this fellow take his doust,
Stoops like a camel, that heroic beast,
At a great load of nutmegs! And how meekly
This other fellow here receives his wherret!
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, master, here’s a fellow stands most gallantly,
Taking his kick in private behind the hangings,
And raising up his hips to’t! But oh, sir,
How daintily this man lies trampled on!
Would I were in thy place, whate’er thou art.
How lovely he endures it!
 

[LA NOVE]
But will not
These things, sir, be hard to practise, think you?
 

LAPET
Oh, easy, sir: I’ll teach ‘em in a dance.
 

[LA NOVE]
How! In a dance?
 

LAPET
I’ll lose my new place else,
Whate’er it be; I know not what ’tis yet.
 

[LA NOVE]
And now you put me in mind, I could employ it well
For your grace specially, for the duke’s cousin
Is by this time in’s violent fit of mirth,
And a device must be sought out for suddenly
To overcloy the passion.
 

LAPET
Say no more, sir;
I’ll fit you with my scholars, new practitioners,
Endurers of the time.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Whereof I am one, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
You carry it away smooth; give me thy hand, sir.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 1. 
 

The palace
 

Enter the two Brothers.
 

PASSIONATE LORD within
Ha, ha, ha!
 

SECOND BROTHER
Hark, hark, how loud his fit’s grown.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[Within] Ha, ha, ha!
 

FIRST BROTHER
Now let our sister lose no time, but ply it
With all the power she has.
 

SECOND BROTHER
Her shame grows big, brother;
The Cupid’s shape will hardly hold it longer:
’Twould take up half an ell of China damask more,
And all too little, it struts per’lously.
There is no tamp’ring with these Cupids long;
The mere conceit with womankind works strong.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
[Within] Ha, ha, ha!
 

SECOND BROTHER
The laugh comes nearer now;
‘Twere good we were not seen yet.
 

Exeunt Brothers. Enter Passionate Lord and Base his jester.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, ha!
And was he bastinado’d to the life?
Ha, ha, ha! I prithee say, lord general,
How did the rascals entrench themselves?
 

BASE
Most deeply, politicly, all in ditches.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
’Tis thought he’ll ne’er bear arms i’ th’ field again;
H’as much ado to lift ‘em to his head, sir.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
I would he had.
 

BASE
On either side round truncheons
Play’d so thick that shoulders, chines, nay, flanks
Were paid to th’ quick.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Well said, lord general! Ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
But pray how grew the difference first betwixt you?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
There was never any, sir; there lies the jest, man:
Only because he was taller than his brother,
There’s all my quarrel to him, and methought
He should be beaten for’t; my mind so gave me, sir,
I could not sleep for’t. Ha, ha, ha, ha!
Another good jest quickly, while ’tis hot now;
Let me not laugh in vain: ply me, oh, ply me,
As you will answer ‘t to my cousin duke.
 

BASE
Alas, who has a good jest?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
I fall, I dwindle in’t.
 

BASE
Ten crowns for a good jest!
 

Enter Servant.
 

Ha’ you a good jest, sir?
 

SERVANT
A pretty moral one.
 

BASE
Let’s ha’t, whate’er it be.
 

SERVANT
There comes a Cupid
Drawn by six fools.
 

[Exit Servant.]
 

BASE
That’s nothing.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Help it, help it then.
 

BASE
I ha’ known six hundred fools drawn by a Cupid.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ay, that, that, that’s the smarter moral! Ha, ha, ha!
Now I begin to be song-ripe, methinks.
 

BASE
I’ll sing you a pleasant air, sir, before you ebb.
 

Song.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Oh, how my lungs do tickle! Ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
Oh, how my lungs do tickle! [Ho], ho, ho!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Set a sharp jest
Against my breast,
Then how my lungs do tickle
As nightingales
And things in cambric rails
Sing best against a prickle!
Ha, ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ha!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Laugh!
 

BASE
Laugh!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Laugh!
 

BASE
Laugh!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Wide!
 

BASE
Loud!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
And vary!
 

BASE
A smile is for a simpering novice.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
One that ne’er tasted caviar.
 

BASE
Nor knows the smack of dear anchovies.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
A giggling waiting-wench for me,
That shows her teeth how white they be.
 

BASE
A thing not fit for gravity,
For theirs are foul and hardly three.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
Ho, ho, ho!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Democritus, thou ancient fleerer,
Now I miss thy laugh, and ha’ since.
 

BASE
There you nam’d the famous jeerer,
That ever jeer’d in Rome or Athens.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, ha!
 

BASE
Ho, ho, ho!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
How brave lives he that keeps a fool,
Although the rate be deeper!
 

[BASE]
But he that is his own fool, sir,
Does live a great deal cheaper.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Sure I shall burst, burst, quite break, thou art so witty.
 

BASE
’Tis rare to break at court, for that belongs to th’ city.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Ha, ha, my spleen is almost worn to the last laughter!
 

BASE
Oh, keep a corner for a friend, a jest may come hereafter!
 

Enter Lapet and [Galoshio the clown and four other like fools, dancing, the Cupid leading and bearing his table, and holding it up to Lapet at every strain and acting the postures. [First strain.
 

LAPET
Twinge all now, twinge, I say!
 

Second strain.
 

Souse upon souse!
 

Third strain.
 

Douses single!
 

Fourth strain.
 

Justle sides!
 

Fifth strain.
 

Knee belly!
 

Sixth strain.
 

Kicksey-buttock!
 

Seventh strain.
 

Down-derry.
 

Enter Soldier, Shamont’s brother, his sword drawn.
 

SOLDIER
Not angry law nor doors of brass shall keep me
From my wrong’s expiation; to thy bowels
I return my disgrace, and after turn
My face to any death that can be sentenc’d.
 

[Stabs the Passionate Lord, throws down and tramples Lapet and Galoshio, and exits.]
 

BASE
Murder, oh, murder! Stop the murderer there!
 

LAPET
I am glad he’s gone; h’as almost trod my guts out:
Follow him who list for me, I’ll ha’ no hand in’t.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, ’twas your luck and mine to be squelch’d, master.
H’as stamp’d my very puddings into pancakes.
 

CUPID
Oh, brothers, oh, I fear ’tis mortal! Help, oh, help!
I’m made the wretched’st woman by this accident
That ever love beguil’d.
 

Enter [her] two Brothers.
 

SECOND BROTHER
We are undone, brother,
Our shames are too apparent. Away, receptacle
Of luxury and dishonour! Most unfortunate,
To make thyself but lucky to thy spoil,
After thy sex’s manner! Lift him up, brother;
He breathes not to our comfort, he’s too wasted
Ever to cheer us more. A chirurgeon, speedily!
Hence, the unhappiest that e’er stepp’d aside!
She’ll be a mother before she’s known a bride.
 

CUPID
Thou hadst a most unfortunate conception,
Whate’er thou prov’st to be; in midst of mirth
Comes ruin for a welcome to thy birth.
 

Exeunt.
 




Act V Scene 2. 
 

A field in the country
 

Enter Shamont.
 

SHAMONT
This is a beautiful life now, privacy
The sweetness and the benefit of essence.
I see there is no man but may make his paradise,
And it is nothing but his love and dotage
Upon the world’s foul joys that keeps him out on’t,
For he that lives retir’d in mind and spirit
Is still in paradise, and has his innocence,
Partly allow’d for his companion too,
As much as stands with justice. Here no eyes
Shoot their sharp pointed scorns upon my shame;
They know no terms of reputation here,
No punctual limits, or precise dimensions:
Plain downright honesty is all the beauty
And elegancy of life found amongst shepherds,
For knowing nothing nicely or desiring it
Quits many a vexation from the mind,
With which our quainter knowledge does abuse us.
The name of envy is a stranger here,
That dries men’s bloods abroad, robs health and rest;
Why, here’s no such fury thought on, no, nor falsehood,
That brotherly disease, fellow-like devil,
That plays within our bosom and betrays us.
 

Enter First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

[LA NOVE]
Oh, are you here?
 

SHAMONT
La Nove, ’tis strange to see thee.
 

[LA NOVE]
I ha’ rid one horse to death to find you out, sir.
 

SHAMONT
I am not to be found of any man
That saw my shame, nor seen long.
 

[LA NOVE]
Good, your attention:
You ought to be seen now and found out, sir,
If ever you desire before your ending
To perform one good office, nay, a dear one;
Man’s time can hardly match it.
 

SHAMONT
Be’t as precious
As reputation, if it come from court
I will not hear on’t.
 

[LA NOVE]
You must hear of this, sir.
 

SHAMONT
Must?
 

[LA NOVE]
You shall hear it.
 

SHAMONT
I love thee, that thou’lt die.
 

[LA NOVE]
‘Twere nobler in me
Than in you living: you will live a murderer
If you deny this office.
 

SHAMONT
Ev’n to death, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
Why, then you’ll kill your brother.
 

SHAMONT
How!
 

[LA NOVE]
Your brother, sir:
Bear witness, heaven, this man destroys his brother
When he may save him, his least breath may save him.
Can there be wilfuller destruction?
He was forc’d to take a most unmanly wrong,
Above the suff’ring virtue of a soldier,
Has kill’d his injurer, a work of honour,
For which, unless you save him, he dies speedily.
My conscience is discharg’d; I’m but a friend:
A brother should go forward where I end.
 

Exit.
 

SHAMONT
Dies?
Say he be naught, that’s nothing to my goodness,
Which ought to shine through use, or else it loses
The glorious name ’tis known by: he’s my brother;
Yet peace is above blood. Let him go, ay.
But where’s the nobleness of affection then?
That must be car’d for too, or I’m imperfect:
The same blood that stood up in wrath against him
Now in his misery runs all to pity.
I’d rather die than speak one syllable
To save myself, but living as I am,
There’s no avoiding on’t: the world’s humanity
Expects it hourly from me. Curse of fortune,
I took my leave so well too. Let him die,
’Tis but a brother lost; so pleasingly
And swiftly I came off, ‘twere more than irksomeness
To tread that path again, and I shall never
Depart so handsomely. But then where’s posterity?
The consummation of our house and name?
I’m torn in pieces betwixt love and shame.
 

Exit.
 




Act V Scene 3. 
 

The palace
 

Enter Lapet, Clown, Poltrot, Moulbazon, and others, the new court officers.
 

LAPET
Good morrow, fellow Poltrot, and Moulbazon,
Good morrow fellows all.
 

POLTROT
Monsieur Lapet?
 

LAPET
[Giving them books] Look, I’ve rememb’red you; here’s books apiece for you.
 

MOULBAZON
Oh, sir, we dearly thank you.
 

LAPET
So you may;
There’s two impressions gone already, sirs.
 

POLTROT
What? No! In so short a time?
 

LAPET
’Tis as I tell you, sir;
My Kick sells gallantly, I thank my stars.
 

[GALOSHIO]
So does your table; you may thank the moon too.
 

LAPET
’Tis the book sells the table.
 

[GALOSHIO]
But ’tis the bookseller
That has the money for ‘em, I’m sure o’ that.
 

LAPET
‘Twill much enrich the company of stationers;
’Tis thought ‘twill prove a lasting benefit,
Like The Wise Masters, and the almanacs,
The Hundred Novels, and The Book of Cookery,
For they begin already to engross it
And make it a stock-book, thinking indeed
‘Twill prove too great a benefit and help
For one that’s new set up: they know their way
And make him warden ere his beard be gray.
 

MOULBAZON
Is’t possible such virtue should lie hid,
And in so little paper?
 

LAPET
How? Why, there was The Carpenter,
An unknown thing, an odoriferous pamphlet,
Yet no more paper, by all computation,
Than Ajax Telamon would use at once;
Your Herring prov’d the like, able to buy
Another Fisher’s Folly, and your Pasquill
Went not below the Mad-Caps of that time.
And shall my elaborate Kick come behind, think you?
 

[GALOSHIO]
Yes, it must come behind: ’tis in Italica too,
According to your humour.
 

LAPET
Not in sale, varlet.
 

[GALOSHIO]
In sale, sir? It shall sail beyond ‘em all, I trow.
 

LAPET
What have you there now? Oh, page twenty-one.
 

[GALOSHIO]
That page is come to his years; he should be a serving-man.
 

LAPET
Mark how I snap up The Duello there:
One would not use a dog so,
I must needs say, but’s for the common good.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Nay, sir, your commons seldom fight at sharp,
But buffet in a warehouse.
 

LAPET
This will save
Many a gentleman of good blood from bleeding, sirs.
I have a curse from many a barber-surgeon;
They’d give but too much money to call ‘t in.
Turn to page forty-five, see what you find there.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Oh, out upon him! Page forty-five: that’s an old thief indeed.
 

Enter Duke, the Lady his sister, First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

LAPET
The duke! Clap down your books! Away, Galoshio.
 

[GALOSHIO]
Indeed I am too foul to be i’ th’ presence;
They use to shake me off at the chamber door still.
 

Exit.
 

LADY
Good my lord, grant my suit; let me not rise
Without the comfort on’t: I have not often
Been tedious in this kind.
 

DUKE
Sister, you wrong yourself
And those great virtues that your fame is made of
To waste so much breath for a murderer’s life.
 

LADY
You cannot hate th’ offense more than I do, sir,
Nor the offender: the respect I owe
Unto his absent brother makes me a [suitor],
A most importunate [suitor]; make me worthy
But of this one request.
 

DUKE
I am deaf
To any importunacy, and sorry
For your forgetfulness; you never injur’d
Your worth so much, you ought to be rebuk’d for’t:
Pursue good ways, end as you did begin;
’Tis half the guilt to speak for such a sin.
 

LADY
This is love’s beggary right that now is ours,
When ladies love and cannot show their powers.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
La Nove?
 

[LA NOVE]
My lord.
 

DUKE
Are these our new attendants?
 

LAPET
We are, my lord, and will endure as much
As better men, my lord, and more I trust.
 

DUKE
What’s he?
 

[LA NOVE]
My lord, a decay’d gentleman
That will do any service.
 

DUKE
A decay’d one?
 

[LA NOVE]
A renounc’d one indeed, for this place only.
 

DUKE
We renounce him then; go, discharge him instantly.
He that disclaims his gentry for mere gains,
That man’s too base to make a vassal on.
 

LAPET
What says the duke?
 

[LA NOVE]
Faith, little to your comfort, sir:
You must be a gentleman again.
 

LAPET
How!
 

[LA NOVE]
There’s no remedy.
 

LAPET
Marry, the fates forfend! Ne’er while I breathe, sir.
 

[LA NOVE]
The duke will have it so, there’s no resisting.
He spy’d it i’ your forehead.
 

LAPET
My wife’s doing.
She thought she should be put below her betters now,
And sued to ha’ me a gentleman again.
 

[LA NOVE]
And very likely, sir.
Marry, I’ll give you this comfort: when all’s done,
You’ll never pass but for a scurvy one;
That’s all the help you have. Come, show your pace.
 

LAPET
The heaviest gentleman that e’er lost place;
Bear witness I am forc’d to’t.
 

Exit [with La Nove].
 

DUKE
Though you have a coarser title yet upon you
Than those that left your places without blame,
’Tis in your power to make yourselves the same.
I cannot make you gentlemen: that’s a work
Rais’d from your own deservings; merit, manners,
And inborn virtue does it. Let your own goodness
Make you so great, my power shall make you greater;
And more t’ encourage you, this I add again,
There’s many grooms now exact gentlemen.
 

Enter Shamont [and stands apart].
 

SHAMONT
Methinks ’tis strange to me to enter here.
Is there in nature such an awful power
To force me to this place and make me do this?
Is man’s affections stronger than his will,
His resolution? Was I not resolv’d
Never to see this place more? Do I bear
Within my breast one blood that confounds th’other,
The blood of love and will, and the last weakest?
Had I ten millions, I would give it all now
I were but past it, or ’twould never come,
For I shall never do’t, or not do’t well,
But spoil it utterly betwixt two passions.
Yonder’s the duke himself; I will not do’t now,
Had twenty lives their several sufferings in him.
 

Exit.
 

DUKE
Who’s that went out now?
 

POLTROT
I saw none, my lord.
 

DUKE
Nor you?
 

MOULBAZON
I saw the glimpse of one, my lord.
 

DUKE
Whate’er it was, methought it pleas’d me strangely,
And suddenly my joy was ready for’t.
Did you not mark it better?
 

POLTROT and MOULBAZON
Troth, my lord,
We gave no great heed to’t.
 

Enter Shamont.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] ‘Twill not be answer’d;
It brings me hither still, by main force hither.
Either I must give over to profess humanity
Or I must speak for him.
 

DUKE
’Tis here again:
No marvel ’twas so pleasing, ’tis delight
And worth itself, now it appears unclouded.
 

SHAMONT
My lord — 
[Aside] He turns away from me. By this hand,
I am ill-us’d of all sides: ’tis a fault
That fortune ever had t’ abuse a goodness.
 

DUKE
Methought you were saying somewhat.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] Mark the language,
As coy as fate; I see ‘twill ne’er be granted.
 

DUKE
We little look’d in troth to see you here yet.
 

SHAMONT
[Aside] Not till the day after my brother’s death, I think.
 

DUKE
Sure some great business drew you.
 

SHAMONT
No, in sooth, sir,
Only to come to see a brother die, sir,
That I may learn to go too; and if he deceive me not,
I think he will do well in’t of a soldier,
Manly and honestly: and if he weep then,
I shall not think the worse on’s manhood for’t,
Because he’s leaving of that part that has it.
 

DUKE
H’as slain a noble gentleman, think on’t, sir!
 

SHAMONT
I would I could not, sir.
 

DUKE
Our kinsman too.
 

SHAMONT
All this is but worse, sir.
 

DUKE
When ’tis at worst,
Yet seeing thee, he lives.
 

SHAMONT
My lord!
 

DUKE
He lives;
Believe it as thy bliss, he dies not for’t.
Will this make satisfaction for things past?
 

SHAMONT
[Kneeling] Oh, my lord!
 

DUKE
Will it? Speak.
 

SHAMONT
With greater shame to my unworthiness.
 

DUKE
Rise then, we’re ev’n. I never found it harder
To keep just with a man; my great work’s ended.
I knew your brother’s pardon was your suit, sir,
However your nice modesty held it back.
 

SHAMONT
I take a joy now to confess it, sir.
 

Enter First Gentleman [La Nove].
 

[LA NOVE]
My lord — 
 

DUKE
Hear me first, sir, whate’er your news be:
Set free the soldier instantly.
 

[LA NOVE]
’Tis done, my lord.
 

DUKE
How!
 

[LA NOVE]
In effect: ’twas part of my news too;
There’s fair hope of your noble kinsman’s life, sir.
 

DUKE
What sayst thou?
 

[LA NOVE]
And the most admired change
That living flesh e’er had. He’s not the man, my lord;
Death cannot be more free from passions, sir,
Than he is at this instant: he’s so meek now,
He makes those seem passionate [were] never thought of,
And for he fears his moods have oft disturb’d you, sir,
He’s only hasty now for his forgiveness;
And here behold him, sir.
 

Enter Passionate Lord, the Cupid, and [her] two Brothers.
 

DUKE
Let me give thanks first.
Our worthy cousin.
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Your unworthy trouble, sir,
For which, with all acknowledg’d reverence,
I ask your pardon; and for injury
More known and willful, I have chose a wife
Without your counsel or consent, my lord.
 

DUKE
A wife? Where is she, sir?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
This noble gentlewoman.
 

DUKE
How!
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Whose honour my forgetful times much wrong’d.
 

DUKE
He’s madder than he was.
 

[LA NOVE]
I would ha’ sworn for him.
 

DUKE
The Cupid, cousin?
 

PASSIONATE LORD
Yes, this worthy lady, sir.
 

DUKE
Still worse and worse.
 

FIRST BROTHER
Our sister, under pardon, my lord.
 

DUKE
What?
 

SECOND BROTHER
Which shape love taught her to assume.
 

DUKE
Is’t truth then?
 

[LA NOVE]
It appears plainly now below the waist, my lord.
 

DUKE
Shamont, didst ever read of a she-Cupid?
 

SHAMONT
Never in fiction yet, but it might hold, sir,
For desire is of both genders.
 

Enter [the Lady,] the Duke’s sister.
 

DUKE
Make that good here:
I take thee at thy word, sir.
 

He joins Shamont’s hand and his sister’s.
 

SHAMONT
Oh, my lord,
Love would appear too bold and rude from me:
Honour and admiration are her rights;
Her goodness is my saint, my lord.
 

DUKE
I see
Y’are both too modest to bestow yourselves:
I’ll save that virtue still; ’tis but my pains.
Come, it shall be so.
 

SHAMONT
This gift does but set forth my poverty.
 

LADY
Sir, that which you complain of is my riches.
 

Enter Shamont’s brother the Soldier.
 

DUKE
Soldier, now every noise sounds peace, th’art welcome.
 

SOLDIER
[Kneeling] Sir, my repentance sues for your bless’d favour,
Which once obtain’d no injury shall lose it;
I’ll suffer mightier wrongs.
 

DUKE
Rise, lov’d and pardon’d,
For where hope fail’d, nay, art itself resign’d;
Thou’st wrought that cure, which skill could never find,
Nor did there cease, but to our peace extend:
Never could wrongs boast of a nobler end.
 

Exeunt.
 




The Epilogue
 

Our poet bid us say, for his own part,
He cannot lay too much forth of his art,
But fears our overacting passions may,
As not adorn, deface his labour’d play:
Yet still he is resolute for what is writ
Of nicer valour, and assumes the wit.
But for the love-scenes, which he ever meant
Cupid in’s petticoat should represent,
He’ll stand no shock of censure; the play’s good,
He says he knows it, if well understood.
But we, blind god, beg, if thou art divine,
Thou’lt shoot thy arrows round, this play was thine.
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Act I.
 

Enter Roderigo, Luis, and Diego,
[as at night]
 

LUIS
Roderigo!
 

DIEGO
[to Roderigo] Art mad?
 

RODERIGO
Yes! — not so much with wine: it’s as rare to see a Spaniard a drunkard as a German sober, an Italian no whoremonger, an Englishman to pay his debts. I am no boraccio: sack, malaga, nor canary breeds the calentura in my brains. Mine eye mads me, not my cups.
 

LUIS
What wouldst have us do?
 

RODERIGO
Do?
 

DIEGO
So far as ’tis fit for gentlemen we’ll venture.
 

RODERIGO
I ask no more. I ha’ seen a thing has bewitched me: a delicate body, but this [showing the size by a sign] in the waist, foot and leg tempting; the face I had scarce a glimpse of, but the fruit must needs be delicious, the tree being so beautiful.
 

LUIS
Prithee, to the point.
 

RODERIGO
Here ’tis: an old gentleman (no matter who he is), an old gentlewoman (I ha’ nothing to do with her) — but a young creature that follows them, daughter or servant or whatsoever she be, her I must have. They are coming this way. Shall I have her? I must have her.
 

DIEGO
How, how?
 

LUIS
Thou speak’st impossibilities.
 

RODERIGO
Easy, easy, easy! I’ll seize the young girl; stop you the old man; stay you the old woman.
 

LUIS
How then?
 

RODERIGO
I’ll fly off with the young bird, that’s all. Many of our Spanish gallants act these merry parts every night. They are weak and old, we young and sprightly. Will you assist me?
 

LUIS
Troth, Roderigo, anything in the way of honour.
 

RODERIGO
For a wench, man, any course is honourable.
 

LUIS
Nay, not any. Her father, if he be her father, may be noble.
 

RODERIGO
I am as noble.
 

LUIS
Would the adventure were so!
 

RODERIGO
Stand close, they come.
[They stand aloof, cover their faces, and draw their swords.]
Enter Pedro, Maria, and Clara
[veiled]
 

PEDRO
’Tis late. Would we were in Madrid!
 

MARIA
Go faster, my lord.
 

PEDRO
Clara, keep close.
[Luis, Diego, and Roderigo] seize them
 

CLARA
Help, help, help!
 

RODERIGO
Are you crying out? I’ll be your midwife.
Exit with Clara
 

PEDRO
What mean you, gentlemen?
 

MARIA
Villains! thieves! murderers!
 

PEDRO
DO you know me? I am De Cortes, Pedro de Cortes.
 

LUIS
De Cortes? — Diego, come away.
Exeunt [Luis and Diego]
 

PEDRO
Clara! — Where is my daughter?
 

MARIA
Clara! — These villains
Have robbed us of our comfort and will, I fear,
Her of her honour.
 

PEDRO
This had not wont
To be our Spanish fashion; but now our gallants,
Our gentry, our young dons, heated with wine
(A fire our countrymen do seldom sit at),
Commit these outrages. — Clara! — Maria,
Let’s homeward. I will raise Madrid to find
These traitors to all goodness. — Clara!
 

MARIA
Clara! Exeunt
 

Enter Luis and Diego
[as at night]
 

LUIS
O Diego, I am lost, I am mad!
 

DIEGO
SO we are all.
 

LUIS
’Tis not with wine. I’m drunk with too much horror,
Inflamed with rage, to see us two made bawds
To Roderigo’s lust. Did not the old man
Name De Cortes, Pedro de Cortes?
 

DIEGO
Sure he did.
 

LUIS
O Diego! As thou lov’st me, nay, on the forfeit
Of thine own life or mine, seal up thy lips:
Let ‘em not name De Cortes. — Stay, stay, stay:
Roderigo has into his father’s house
A passage through a garden — 
 

DIEGO
Yes, my lord.
 

LUIS
Thither I must find Roderigo out
And check him, check him home; if be but dare — 
No more! — Diego, along! My soul does light
A thousand battles blacker than this night. Exeunt
[A bed.] Enter Roderigo and Clara
[AS at night]
 

CLARA
Though the black veil of night hath overclouded
The world in darkness, yet ere many hours
The sun will rise again, and then this act
Of my dishonour will appear before you
More black than is the canopy that shrouds it.
What are you? Pray, what are you?
 

RODERIGO
Husht! — a friend, a friend.
 

CLARA
A friend? Be then a gentle ravisher,
An honourable villain: as you have
Disrobed my youth of nature’s goodliest portion,
My virgin purity, so with your sword
Let out that blood which is infected now
By your soul-staining lust.
 

RODERIGO
Pish!
 

CLARA
Are you noble?
I know you then will marry me. Say!
 

RODERIGO
Umh.
 

CLARA
Not speak to me? Are wanton devils dumb?
How are so many harmless virgins wrought
By falsehood of prevailing words to yield
Too easy forfeits of their shames and liberty,
If every orator of folly plead
In silence, like this untongued piece of violence?
You shall not from me.
[She holds him]
 

RODERIGO
Phew! — no more.
 

CLARA
You shall not.
Whoe’er you are — disease of nature’s sloth,
Birth of some monstrous sin, or scourge of virtue,
Heaven’s wrath and mankind’s burden — I will hold you.
I will. Be rough, and therein merciful;
I will not loose my hold else.
 

RODERIGO
[offering money] There. ’Tis gold.
 

CLARA
Gold? Why, alas, for what? The hire of pleasure
Perhaps is payment; mine is misery.
I need no wages for a ruined name
More than a bleeding heart.
 

RODERIGO
Nay, then, you’re troublesome.
[He shakes her off]
I’ll lock you safe enough.
Exit [locking the door behind him]
 

CLARA
They cannot fear
Whom grief hath armed with hate and scorn of life.
Revenge, I kneel to thee! — Alas, ‘gainst whom?
By what name shall I pull confusion down
From justice on his head that hath betrayed me?
I know not where I am. Up, I beseech thee,
Thou lady regent of the air, the moon,
And lead me by thy light to some brave vengeance!
It is a chamber, sure. The guilty bed
(Sad evidence against my loss of honour)
Assures so much. What’s here, a window-curtain?
[She opens the curtain]
O heaven, the stars appear too! Ha, a chamber?
A goodly one. Dwells rape in such a paradise? — 
Help me, my quickened senses. ’Tis a garden
To which this window guides the covetous prospect,
A large one and a fair one; in the midst
A curious alabaster fountain stands,
Framed like — like what? No matter. Swift, remembrance!
Rich furniture within too — and what’s this?
A precious crucifix!
[She takes the crucifix, and conceals it in her sleeve]
I have enough.
[She closes the curtain]
Assist me, O you powers that guard the innocent!
 

Enter Roderigo
 

RODERIGO
Now — 
 

CLARA
Welcome, if you come armed in destruction:
O am prepared to die.
 

RODERIGO
Tell me your name
And what you are.
 

CLARA
You urge me to a sin
As cruel as your lust; I dare not grant it.
Think on the violence of my defame
And, if you mean to write upon my grave
An epitaph of peace, forbear to question
Or whence or who I am. I know the heat
Of your desires are (after the performance
Of such a hellish act) by this time drowned
In cooler streams of penance, and for my part
I have washed off the leprosy that cleaves
To my just shame in true and honest tears.
I must not leave a mention of my wrongs,
The stain of my unspotted birth, to memory.
Let it lie buried with me in the dust,
That never time hereafter may report
How such a one as you have made me live.
Be resolute, and do not stagger; do not,
For I am nothing.
 

RODERIGO
Sweet, let me enjoy thee
Now with a free allowance.
 

CLARA
Ha, enjoy me?
Insufferable villain!
 

RODERIGO
Peace! Speak low.
I mean no second force. And since I find
Such goodness in an unknown frame of virtue,
Forgive my foul attempt, which I shall grieve for
So heartily that, could you be yourself
Eyewitness to my constant vowed repentance,
Trust me, you’d pity me.
 

CLARA
Sir, you can speak now.
 

RODERIGO
So much I am the executioner
Of mine own trespass that I have no heart
Nor reason to disclose my name or quality;
You must excuse me that. But, trust me, fair one,
Were this ill deed undone, this deed of wickedness,
I would be proud to court your love like him
Whom my first birth presented to the world.
This for your satisfaction: what remains,
That you can challenge as a service from me,
I both expect and beg it.
 

CLARA
First, that you swear,
Neither in riot of your mirth, in passion
Of friendship, or in folly of discourse,
To speak of wrongs done to a ravished maid.
 

RODERIGO
As I love truth, I swear!
 

CLARA
Next, that you lead me
Near to the place you met me, and there leave me
To my last fortunes, ere the morning rise.
 

RODERIGO
Say more.
 

CLARA
Live a new man. If e’er you marry — 
O me, my heart’s a-breaking! — but if e’er
You marry, in a constant love to her
That shall be then your wife, redeem the fault
Of my undoing. I am lost for ever.
Pray, use no more words.
 

RODERIGO
You must give me leave
To veil you close.
 

CLARA
Do what you will. No time
Can ransom me from sorrows or dishonours.
[Roderigo veils her]
Shall we now go?
 

RODERIGO
My shame may live without me,
But in my soul I bear my guilt about me.
Lend me your hand; now follow. Exeunt
 

Enter Luis, Diego, and a servant
[as at night]
 

LUIS
[to servant] Not yet come in, not yet?
 

SERVANT
No, I’ll assure your lordship; I’ve seldom known him
Keep out so long; my lord usually observes
More seasonable hours.
 

LUIS
What time of night is’t?
 

SERVANT
On the stroke of three.
 

LUIS
The stroke of three. ’Tis wondrous strange! Dost hear?
 

SERVANT
My lord?
 

LUIS
Ere six I will be here again.
Tell thy lord so: ere six. A must not sleep;
Or if a do, I shall be bold to wake him.
Be sure thou tell’st him, do.
 

SERVANT
My lord, I shall. Exit
 

LUIS
Diego,
Walk thou the street that leads about the Prado;
I’ll round the west part of the city; meet me
At the Inquisition chapel. If we miss him,
We’ll both back to his lodgings.
 

DIEGO
At the chapel?
 

LUIS
Ay, there we’ll meet.
 

DIEGO
Agreed. — I this way.
Exit Luis [at one door]
 

Enter Don Juan [at another door]
 

JUAN
(reading)
‘She is not noble, true; wise nature meant
Affection should ennoble her descent,
For love and beauty keeps as rich a seat
Of sweetness in the mean-born as the great.’
 — I am resolved. Exit
 

DIEGO
’Tis Roderigo certainly.
Yet his voice makes me doubt; but I’ll o’erhear him.
Exit [following Juan]
 

Enter Luis
[as at night]
 

LUIS
That I, ay, only I should be the man
Made accessary and a party both
To mine own torment, at a time so near
The birth of all those comforts I have travailed with
So many, many hours of hopes and fears,
Now at the instant — 
 

Enter Roderigo
Hal Stand! Thy name,
Truly and speedily.
 

RODERIGO
Don Luis?
 

LOTS
The same.
But who art thou? Speak!
 

RODERIGO
Roderigo.
 

LUIS
Tell me,
As you’re a noble gentleman, as ever
You hope to be enrolled amongst the virtuous,
As you love goodness, as you wish t’inherit
The blessedness and fellowship of angels,
As you are my friend, as you are Roderigo,
As you are anything that would deserve
A worthy name: where have you been tonight?
O, how have you disposed of that fair creature
Whom you led captive from me? Speak, O speak!
Where, how, when, in what usage have you left her?
Truth, I require all truth.
 

RODERIGO
Though I might question
The strangeness of your importunity,
Yet, ‘cause I note distraction in the height
Of curiosity, I will be plain
And brief.
 

LUIS
I thank you, sir.
 

RODERIGO
Instead of feeding
Too wantonly upon so rich a banquet,
I found, even in that beauty that invited me,
Such a commanding majesty of chaste
And humbly glorious virtue, that it did not
More check my rash attempt than draw to ebb
The float of those desires, which in an instant
Were cooled in their own streams of shame and folly.
 

LUIS
Now all increase of honours
Fall in full showers on thee, Roderigo,
The best man living!
 

RODERIGO
You are much transported
With this discourse, methinks.
 

LUIS
Marry, I am.
She told ye her name too?
 

RODERIGO
I could not urge it
By any importunity.
 

LUIS
Better still!
Where did you leave her?
 

RODERIGO
Where I found her; farther
She would by no means grant me to wait on her.
O Luis, I am lost!
 

LUIS
This selfsame lady
Was she to whom I have been long a suitor,
And shortly hope to marry.
 

RODERIGO
She your mistress then? Luis, since friendship
And noble honesty conjures our loves
To a continued league, here I unclasp
The secrets of my heart. O, I have had
A glimpse of such a creature that deserves
A temple! If thou lov’st her — and I blame thee not,
For who can look on her and not give up
His life unto her service? — if thou lov’st her,
For pity’s sake conceal her. Let me not
As much as know her name; there’s a temptation in’t.
Let me not know her dwelling, birth, or quality,
Or anything that she calls hers, but thee;
In thee, my friend, I’ll see her. And t’avoid
The surfeits and those rarities that tempt me,
So much I prize the happiness of friendship
That I will leave the city — 
 

LUIS
Leave it?
 

RODERIGO
Speed me
For Salamanca, court my studies now
For physic ‘gainst infection of the mind.
 

LUIS
You do amaze me.
 

RODERIGO
Here to live, and live
Without her, is impossible and wretched.
For heaven’s sake, never tell her what I was,
Or that you know me! And when I find that absence
Hath lost her to my memory, I’ll dare
To see ye again. Meantime, the cause that draws me
From hence shall be to all the world untold;
No friend but thou alone, for whose sake only
I undertake this voluntary exile,
Shall be partaker of my griefs. Thy hand.
[They shake hands]
Farewell. And all the pleasures, joys, contents
That bless a constant lover, henceforth crown thee
A happy bridegroom!
 

LUIS
You have conquered friendship
Beyond example.
 

Enter Diego
 

DIEGO
Ha, ha, ha! Some one
That hath slept well tonight, should a but see me
Thus merry by myself, might justly think
I were not well in my wits.
 

LUIS
Diego?
 

DIEGO
Yes,
’Tis I, and I’ve had a line vagary,
The rarest wild-goose chase!
 

LUIS
‘T’as made thee melancholy.
 

DIEGO
Don Roderigo here. ’Tis well you met him — 
For though I missed him, yet I met an accident
Has almost made me burst with laughter.
 

LUIS
How so?
 

DIEGO
I’ll tell you: as we parted, I perceived
A walking thing before me, strangely tickled
With rare conceited raptures. Him I dogged,
Supposing ‘t’ad been Roderigo landed
From his new pinnace, deep in contemplation
Of the sweet voyage he stole tonight.
 

RODERIGO
You’re pleasant.
 

LUIS
Prithee, who was’t?
 

RODERIGO
Not I.
 

DIEGO
You’re i’ the right, not you indeed;
For ’twas that noble gentleman Don Juan,
Son to the Count Francisco de Carcamo.
 

LUIS
In love, it seems?
 

DIEGO
Yes, peppered, o’ my life.
Much good may’t do him! I’d not be so limed
For my cap full of double pistolets.
 

LUIS
What should his mistress be?
 

DIEGO
That’s yet a riddle
Beyond my resolution — but o’ late
I have observed him often to frequent
The sports the Gypsies newly come to th’ city
Present.
 

LUIS
’Tis said there is a creature with ‘em,
Though young of years, yet of such absolute beauty,
Dexterity of wit, and general qualities,
That Spain reports of her, not without admiration.
 

DIEGO
Have you seen her?
 

LUIS
Never.
 

DIEGO
Nor you, my lord?
 

RODERIGO
I not remember.
 

DIEGO
Why then, you never saw the prettiest toy
That ever sung or danced.
 

LUIS
Is she a Gypsy?
 

DIEGO
In her condition, not in her complexion.
I tell you once more, ’tis a spark of beauty
Able to set a world at gaze: the sweetest,
The wittiest rogue! Shall’s see ‘em? They have line gambols,
Are mightily frequented; court and city
Flock to ‘em, but the country does ‘em worship.
This little ape gets money by the sackful;
It trolls upon her.
 

LUIS
[to Roderigo] Will ye with us, friend?
 

RODERIGO
You know my other projects; sights to me
Are but vexations.
 

LUIS
O, you must be merry! — 
Diego, we’ll to th’ Gypsies.
 

DIEGO
Best take heed
You be not snapped.
 

LUIS
How snapped?
 

DIEGO
By that little fairy.
‘T’as a shrewd tempting face and a notable tongue.
 

LUIS
I fear not either.
 

DIEGO
Go, then.
 

LUIS
[to Roderigo] Will you with us?
 

RODERIGO
I’ll come after. Exeunt Luis and Diego
Pleasure and Youth like smiling evils woo us
To taste new follies; tasted, they undo us. Exit
 




Act II.
 

Enter the old Father of the Gypsies, Carlo, and Antonio [all properly habited as Gypsies]
 

FATHER
Come, my brave boys! The tailor’s shears has cut us into shapes fitting our trade.
 

CARLO
A trade free as a mason’s.
 

ANTONIO
A trade brave as a courtier’s — for some of them do but shark, and so do we.
 

FATHER
Gypsies, but no tanned ones; no red-ochre rascals umbered with soot and bacon as the English Gypsies are, that sally out upon pullen, lie in emboscado for a rope of onions, as if they were Welsh freebooters.
No, our style has higher steps to climb over: Spanish
Gypsies, noble Gypsies!
 

CARLO
I never knew nobility in baseness.
 

FATHER
Baseness? The arts of Cocoquismo and Germania, used by our Spanish picaros — I mean filching, foisting, nimming, lifting — we defy. None in our college shall study ‘em; such graduates we degrade.
 

ANTONIO
I am glad Spain has an honest company.
 

FATHER
We’ll entertain no mountebanking stroll,
No piper, fiddler, tumbler through small hoops,
No ape-carrier, baboon-bearer;
We must have nothing stale, trivial, or base.
Am I your mayordomo, your teniente,
Your captain, your commander?
 

ANTONIO
Who but you?
 

FATHER
So then: now being entered Madrid, the enchanted circle of Spain, have a care to your new lessons.
 

BOTH
[CARLO and ANTONIO] We listen.
 

FATHER
Plough deep furrows, to catch deep root in th’opinion of the best, grandes, dukes, marquesses, condes and other titulados; show your sports to none but them. What can you do with three or four fools in a dish, and a blockhead cut into sippets?
 

ANTONIO
Scurvy meat!
 

FATHER
The Lacedemonians threw their beards over their shoulders, to observe what men did behind them as well as before; you must do so.
 

BOTH
[CARLO and ANTONIO] We shall never do’t. Our muzzles are too short.
 

FATHER
Be not English Gypsies, in whose company a man’s not sure of the ears of his head, they so pilfer! No such angling; what you pull to land, catch fair. There is no iron so foul but may be gilded, and our Gypsy profession (how base soever in show) may acquire commendations.
 

CARLO
Gypsies, and yet pick no pockets?
 

FATHER
Infamous and roguy! So handle your webs, that they never come to be woven in the loom of justice. Take anything that’s given you (purses, knives, handkerchiefs, rosaries, tweezers, any toy, any money); refuse not a maravedi, a blank. Feather by feather birds build nests; grain pecked up after grain makes pullen fat.
 

ANTONIO
The best is, we Spaniards are no great feeders.
 

FATHER
If one city cannot maintain us, away to another!
Our horses must have wings. Does Madrid yield no money? Seville shall. Is Seville close-fisted? Valladolid is open; so Cordova, so Toledo. Do not our Spanish wines please us? Italian can then, French can. Preferment’s bow is hard to draw; set all your strengths to it. What you get, keep: all the world is a second Rochelle. Make all sure, for you must not look to have your dinner served in with trumpets.
 

CARLO
No, no, sack-butts shall serve us.
 

FATHER
When you have money, hide it. Sell all our horses but one.
 

ANTONIO
Why one?
 

FATHER
’Tis enough to carry our apparel and trinkets, and the less our ambler eats, our cheer is the better. None be sluttish, none thievish, none lazy; all bees, no drones, and our hives shall yield us honey.
 

Enter Eugenia, Preciosa, and Christiana [in new
Gypsy clothes], and Cardochia
 

PRECIOSA
See, father, how I’m fitted! How do you like
This our new stock of clothes?
 

FATHER
My sweet girl, excellent I — 
[To Cardochia] See their old robes be safe.
 

CARDOCHIA
That, sir, I’ll look to.
Whilst in my house you lie, what thief soever
Lays hands upon your goods, call but to me,
I’ll make thee satisfaction.
 

FATHER
Thanks, good hostess!
 

CARDOCHIA
People already throng into the inn
And call for you into their private rooms.
 

FATHER
No chamber comedies! Hostess, ply you your tide; flow let ‘em to a full sea, but we’ll show no pastime till after dinner, and that in a full ring of good people, the best, the noblest. No closet sweetmeats; pray, tell ‘em so.
 

CARDOCHIA
I shall. Exit
 

FATHER
How old is Preciosa?
 

EUGENIA
Twelve and upwards.
 

PRECIOSA
I am in my teens, assure you, mother. As little as I am, I have been taken for an elephant, castles and lordships offered to be set upon me, if I would bear ‘em; why, your smallest clocks are the prettiest things to carry about gentlemen.
 

EUGENIA
Nay, child, thou wilt be tempted.
 

PRECIOSA
Tempted? Though I am no mark in respect of a huge butt, yet I can tell you, great bibbers have shot at me, and shot golden arrows. But I myself gave aim, thus: ‘Wide, four bows!’— ‘Short, three and a half!’
They that crack me shall find me as hard as a nut of
Galicia. A parrot I am, but my teeth too tender to crack a wanton’s almond.
 

FATHER
Thou art my noble girl! A-many dons
Will not believe but that thou art a boy
In woman’s clothes — and to try that conclusion,
To see if thou be’st alchemy or no,
They’ll throw down gold in musses. But, Preciosa,
Let these proud sakers and gyrfalcons fly;
Do not thou move a wing. Be to thyself
Thyself, and not a changeling.
 

PRECIOSA
How! Not a changeling?
Yes, father, I will play the changeling:
I’ll change myself into a thousand shapes
To court our brave spectators; I’ll change my postures
Into a thousand different variations
To draw even ladies’ eyes to follow mine;
I’ll change my voice into a thousand tones
To chain attention. Not a changeling, father?
None but myself shall play the changeling.
 

FATHER
Do what thou wilt, Preciosa.
A beating within
What noise is this?
 

Enter Cardochia
 

CARDOCHIA
Here’s gentlemen swear all the oaths in Spain
They have seen you, must see you, and will see you.
 

FATHER
To drown this noise, let ‘em enter.
[Cardocchia opens the door.] Enter Sancho and
Soto
 

SANCHO
‘Swounds! Is your playhouse an inn? A gentleman cannot see you without crumpling his taffeta cloak.
 

SOTO
Nay, more than a gentleman, his man being a diminutive don too.
 

SANCHO
Is this the little ape does the fine tricks?
 

PRECIOSA
‘Come aloft, Jack-little-ape!’
 

SANCHO
Would my jack might come aloft! Please you to set the watermill with the ivory cogs in’t a-grinding my handful of purging comfits.
[He offers her comfits]
 

SOTO
My master desires to have you loose from your company.
 

PRECIOSA
Am I a pigeon, think you, to be caught with cumin seeds? a fly to glue my wings to sweetmeats, and so be ta’en?
 

SANCHO
[to Father] When do your gambols begin?
 

FATHER
Not till we ha’ dined.
 

SANCHO
‘Sfoot! Then your bellies will be so full, you’ll be able to do nothing. — Soto, prithee, set a good face on’t, for I cannot, and give the little monkey that letter.
 

SOTO
Walk off and hum to yourself.
[Sancho stands aloof. Soto delivers a letter to
Preciosa, reading from its superscription]
‘I dedicate, sweet destiny (into whose hand every Spaniard desires to put a distaff), these lines of love—’
 

EUGENIA
What, ‘love’? What’s the matter?
 

SOTO
Grave Mother Bumby, the mark’s out o’ your mouth.
 

FATHER
What’s the paper? From whom comes it?
 

SOTO
The commodity wrapped up in the paper are verses; the warming-pan that puts heat into ‘em, you firebrained bastard of Helicon.
 

SANCHO
Hum, hum.
 

FATHER
[to Soto] What’s your master’s name?
 

SOTO
His name is Don Tomazo Portocarrero, nuncle to young Don Hortado de Mendonga, cousin-german to the Conde de Tendilla, and natural brother to Francisco de Bovadilla, one of the comendadors of Alcantara, a gentleman of long standing.
 

FATHER
And of as long a style.
 

PRECIOSA
Verses? I love good ones; let me see ‘em.
 

SANCHO
[advancing] Good ones? If they were not good ones, they should not come from me; at the name of verses I can stand on no ground.
 

PRECIOSA
[opening the paper] Here’s gold too! — Whose is this?
 

SANCHO
Whose but yours? If there be any fault in the verses, I can mend it extempore; for a stitch in a man’s stocking, not taken up in time, ravels out all the rest.
 

SOTO
[aside] Botcherly poetry, botcherly!
 

PRECIOSA
Verses and gold! These then are golden verses.
 

SANCHO
Had every verse a pearl in the eye, it should be thine.
 

PRECIOSA
A pearl in mine eye! I thank you for that; do you wish me blind?
 

SANCHO
Ay, by this light do I, that you may look upon nobody’s rhymes but mine.
 

PRECIOSA
I should be blind indeed then.
 

FATHER
[to Sancho] Pray, sir, read your verses.
 

SANCHO
Shall I sing ‘em or say ‘em?
 

FATHER
Which you can best.
 

SOTO
[aside] Both scurvily.
 

SANCHO
I’ll set out a throat then.
 

SOTO
Do, master, and I’ll run division behind your back.
 

SANCHO
[sings]
O that I were a bee to sing
Hum, buzz, buzz, hum! I first would bring
Home honey to your hive, and there leave my sting.
 

SOTO
[sings]
He maunders.
 

SANCHO
[sings]
O that I were a goose, to feed
At your barn-door! Such corn I need;
Nor would I bite, but goslings breed.
 

SOTO
[sings]
And ganders.
 

SANCHO
[sings]
O that I were your needle’s eye!
How through your linen would I fly
And never leave one stitch awry!
 

SOTO
[sings]
He’ll touse ye.
 

SANCHO
[sings]
That you might comb out all my cares
And kill the nits of my despairs!
 

SOTO
[sings]
O lousy!
 

SANCHO HOW? ‘Lousy’! Can rhymes be lousy?
 

OMNES
No, no, they’re excellent.
 

FATHER
[to Sancho] But are these all your own?
 

SANCHO
Mine own? Would I might never see ink drop out of the nose of any goose-quill more, if velvet cloaks have not clapped me for ‘em! Do you like ‘em?
 

PRECIOSA
Past all compare!
They shall be writ out; when you’ve as good or better,
For these and those, pray, book me down your debtor.
Your paper is long-lived, having two souls,
Verses and gold.
 

SANCHO
Would both those were in thy pretty little body, sweet Gypsy!
 

PRECIOSA
A pistolet and this paper. ’Twould choke me.
 

SOTO
No more than a bribe does a constable. The verses will easily into your head; then buy what you like with the gold, and put it into your belly. I hope I ha’ chewed a good reason for you.
 

SANCHO
Will you chew my jennet ready, sir?
 

SOTO
And eat him down, if you say the word. Exit
 

SANCHO
Now the coxcomb my man is gone, because you’re but a country company of strolls, I think your stock is threadbare; here, mend it with this cloak...
[He gives them his cloak]
 

FATHER
What do you mean, sir?
 

SANCHO
[giving them]... this scarf, this feather, and this hat.
 

OMNES
Dear senor!
 

SANCHO
If they be never so dear — pox o’ this hot ruff! — 
Little Gypsy, wear thou that.
[He gives his ruff to Preciosa]
 

FATHER
Your meaning, sir?
 

SANCHO
My meaning is: not to be an ass, to carry a burden when I need not. If you show your gambols forty leagues hence, I’ll gallop to ‘em. [To Father] O would I were one of your hairs, Farewell, old greybeard; [to Eugenia] adieu, Mother Mumble-crust; [to Preciosa] morrow, my little wart of beauty. Exit
 

Enter Don Juan, muffled, [behind them]
 

FATHER
So, harvest will come in! Such sunshine days
Will bring in golden sheaves, our markets raise.
Away to your task!
Exeunt [Gypsies], Don Juan pulls Preciosa back
 

PRECIOSA
Mother! Grandmother!
 

JUAN
Two rows of kindred in one mouth?
 

EUGENIA
[returning] Be not uncivil, sir. Thus have you used her thrice.
 

JUAN
Thrice? Three thousand more! May I not use mine own?
 

PRECIOSA
Your own! By what tenure?
 

JUAN
Cupid entails this land upon me. I have wooed thee; thou art coy. By this air, I am a bull of Tarifa, wild, mad for thee! You trowed I was some copper coin; I am a knight of Spain, Don Francisco de Carcamo my father,
I Don Juan his son. This paper [giving her a paper] tells you more. — Grumble not, old granam; [giving Eugenia money] here’s gold. For I must, by this white hand, marry this cherry-lipped, sweet-mouthed villain.
 

PRECIOSA
There’s a thing called quando.
 

JUAN
Instantly.
 

EUGENIA
[to Preciosa] Art thou so willing?
 

JUAN
Peace, threescore and five!
 

PRECIOSA
Marry me? Eat a chicken ere it be out o’th’ shell?
I’ll wear no shackles. Liberty is sweet; that I have, that
I’ll hold. Marry me? Can gold and lead mix together? a diamond and a button of crystal fit one ring? You are too high for me, I am too low; you too great, I too little.
 

EUGENIA
[to Juan] I pray, leave her, sir, and take your gold again.
 

PRECIOSA
[to Juan] Or if you dote, as you say, let me try you: do this.
 

JUAN
Anything; kill the great Turk, pluck out the Mogul’s eye-teeth! In earnest, Preciosa, anything!
 

PRECIOSA
Your task is soon set down: turn Gypsy for two years. Be one of us. If in that time you mislike not me, nor I you, here’s my hand. Farewell. [Exit]
 

EUGENIA
There’s enough for your gold. [Aside] Witty child!
Exit
 

JUAN
Turn Gypsy! for two years! A capering trade,
And I in th’end may keep a dancing school,
Having served for’t. Gypsy I must turn.
O beauty, the sun’s fires cannot so burn! Exit
 

Enter Clara
 

CLARA
I have offended. Yet, O heaven, thou know’st
How much I have abhorred, even from my birth,
A thought that tended to immodest folly!
Yet I have fallen. Thoughts with disgraces strive,
And thus I live, and thus I die alive.
 

Enter Pedro and Maria
 

PEDRO
Fie, Clara, thou dost court calamity too much.
 

MARIA
Yes, girl, thou dost.
 

PEDRO
Why should we fret our eyes out
With our tears’ weary complaints. ’Tis fruitless, childish
Impatience — for when mischief hath wound up
The full weight of the ravisher’s foul life
To an equal height of ripe iniquity,
The poise will, by degrees, sink down his soul
To a much lower, much more lasting ruin
Than our joint wrongs can challenge.
 

MARIA
Darkness itself
Will change night’s sable brow into a sunbeam
For a discovery; and be thou sure,
Whenever we can learn what monster ’twas
Hath robbed thee of the jewel held so precious,
Our vengeance shall be noble — 
 

PEDRO
royal, anything!
Till then let’s live securely; to proclaim
Our sadness were mere vanity.
 

CLARA
A needs not.
I’ll study to be merry.
 

PEDRO
We are punished,
Maria, justly; covetousness to match
Our daughter to that matchless piece of ignorance,
Our foolish ward, hath drawn this curse upon us.
 

MARIA
I fear it has.
 

PEDRO
Off with this face of grief:
 

Enter Luis and Diego
Here comes Don Luis. — Noble sir!
 

LUIS
My lord,
I trust I have you and your lady’s leave
T’exchange a word with your fair daughter.
 

PEDRO
Leave
And welcome. — Hark, Maria. — Your ear too.
 

DIEGO
Mine, my lord?
[Pedro, Maria, and Diego talk apart]
 

LUIS
Dear Clara, I have often sued for love,
And now desire you would at last be pleased
To style me yours.
 

CLARA
Mine eyes ne’er saw that gentleman
Whom I more nobly in my heart respected
Than I have you; yet you must, sir, excuse me,
If I resolve to use awhile that freedom
My younger days allow.
 

LUIS
But shall I hope?
 

CLARA
You will do injury to better fortunes,
To your own merit, greatness, and advancement,
Which I beseech you not to slack.
 

LUIS
Then hear me:
If ever I embrace another choice,
Until I know you elsewhere matched, may all
The chief of my desires find scorn and ruin.
 

CLARA
O me!
 

LUIS
Why sigh you, lady?
 

CLARA
‘Deed, my lord,
I am not well.
 

LUIS
Then all discourse is tedious.
I’ll choose some fitter time. Till when, fair Clara — 
 

CLARA
You shall not be unwelcome hither, sir.
That’s all that I dare promise. [Exit]
 

LUIS
Diego!
 

DIEGO
My lord?
 

LUIS
What says Don Pedro?
 

DIEGO
He’ll go with you.
 

LUIS
Leave us.
[Exit Diego]
[To Pedro] Shall I, my lord, entreat your privacy?
 

PEDRO
Withdraw, Maria; we’ll follow presently.
Exit [Maria]
 

LUIS
The great corregidor (whose politic stream
Of popularity glides on the shore
Of every vulgar praise) hath often urged me
To be a suitor to his Catholic Majesty
For a repeal from banishment for him
Who slew my father; compliments in vows
And strange well-studied promises of friendship;
But what is new to me, still as he courts
Assistance for Alvarez, my grand enemy,
Still he protests how ignorant he is
Whether Alvarez be alive or dead.
Tomorrow is the day we have appointed
For meeting, at the lord Francisco’s house,
The earl of Carcamo. Now, my good lord,
The sum of my request is, you will please
To lend your presence there, and witness wherein
Our joint accord consists.
 

PEDRO
You shall command it.
 

LUIS
But first, as you are noble, I beseech you
Help me with your advice what you conceive
Of great Fernando’s importunity,
Or whether you imagine that Alvarez
Survive or not?
 

PEDRO
It is a question, sir,
Beyond my resolution. I remember
The difference betwixt your noble father
And Conde de Alvarez, how it sprung
From a mere trifle first, a cast of hawks,
Whose made the swifter flight, whose could mount highest,
Lie longest on the wing; from change of words
Their controversy grew to blows, from blows
To parties, thence to faction and, in short,
I well remember how our streets were frighted
With brawls, whose end was blood — till, when no friends
Could mediate their discords, by the king
A reconciliation was enforced,
Death threatened to the first occasioner
Of breach, besides the confiscation
Of lands and honours; yet at last they met
Again, again they drew to sides, renewed
Their ancient quarrel — in which dismal uproar
Your father hand to hand fell by Alvarez.
Alvarez fled, and after him the doom
Of exile was sent out. He (as report
Was bold to voice) retired himself to Rhodes;
His lands and honours by the king bestowed
On you, but then an infant.
 

LUIS
Ha, an infant?
 

PEDRO
His wife, the sister to the corregidor,
With a young daughter and some few that followed her,
By stealth were shipped for Rhodes, and by a storm
Shipwrecked at sea. But for the banished Conde,
’Twas never yet known what became of him.
Here’s all I can inform you.
 

LUIS
A repeal?
Yes, I will sue for’t, beg for’t, buy it, anything
That may by possibility of friends
Or money, I’ll attempt.
 

PEDRO
’Tis a brave charity.
 

LUIS
Alas, poor lady, I could mourn for her!
Her loss was usury more than I covet.
But for the man, I’d sell my patrimony
For his repeal, and run about the world
To find him out; there is no peace can dwell
About my father’s tomb till I have sacrificed
Some portion of revenge to his wronged ashes.
You will along with me?
 

PEDRO
You need not question it.
 

LUIS
I have strange thoughts about me. Two such furies
Revel amidst my joys as well may move
Distraction in a saint: vengeance and love.
I’ll follow, sir.
 

PEDRO
Pray, lead the way, you know it. — 
Exit Luis
 

Enter Sancho [without his cloak, scarf, feather, hat, ruff, or rapier], and Soto
How now? From whence come you, sir?
 

SANCHO
From flaying myself, sir.
 

SOTO
[to Pedro] From playing with fencers, sir — and they have beat him out of his clothes, sir.
 

PEDRO
[to Sancho]
Cloak, band, rapier, all lost at dice?
 

SANCHO
Nor cards neither.
 

SOTO
[to Pedro] This was one of my master’s dog-days, and he would not sweat too much.
 

SANCHO
[to Pedro] It was mine own goose, and I laid the giblets upon another coxcomb’s trencher. You are my guardian: best beg me for a fool now.
 

SOTO
[aside] He that begs one begs t’other.
 

PEDRO
[to Sancho]
Does any gentleman give away his things thus?
 

SANCHO
Yes, and gentlewomen give away their things too.
 

SOTO
[to Pedro] To gulls sometimes, and are cony-catched for their labour.
 

PEDRO
[to Sancho] Wilt thou ever play the coxcomb?
 

SANCHO
If no other parts be given me, what would you have me do?
 

PEDRO
Thy father was as brave a Spaniard
As ever spoke the haught Castilian tongue.
 

SANCHO
Put me in clothes, I’ll be as brave as he.
 

PEDRO
This is the ninth time thou hast played the ass,
Flinging away thy trappings and thy cloth
To cover others, and go nak’d thyself.
 

SANCHO
I’ll make ‘em up ten, because I’ll be even with you.
 

PEDRO
Once more your broken walls shall have new hangings.
 

SOTO
To be well hung is all our desire.
 

PEDRO
And what course take you next?
 

SANCHO
What course? Why, my man Soto and I will go make some maps.
 

PEDRO
What maps?
 

SOTO
Not such maps as you wash houses with, but maps of countries.
 

SANCHO
I have an uncle in Seville, I’ll go see him; an aunt in Siena in Italy, I’ll go see her.
 

SOTO
A cousin of mine in Rome, I’ll go to him with a mortar.
 

SANCHO
There’s a courtesan in Venice, I’ll go tickle her.
 

SOTO
Another in England, I’ll go tackle her.
 

PEDRO
So, so! — and where’s the money to do all this?
 

SANCHO
If my woods, being cut down, cannot fill this pocket, cut ‘em into trapsticks.
 

SOTO
[to Pedro] And if his acres, being sold for a maravedi a turf for larks in cages, cannot fill this pocket, give ‘em to gold-finders.
 

PEDRO
You’ll gallop both to the gallows. So fare you well.
Exit
 

SANCHO
[to Pedro] And be hanged you! New clothes, you’d best!
 

SOTO
[to Pedro] Four cloaks! — [to Sancho] that you may give away three, and keep one.
 

SANCHO
We’ll live as merrily as beggars; let’s both turn
Gypsies.
 

SOTO
By any means. If they cog, we’ll lie; if they toss, we’ll tumble.
 

SANCHO
Both in a belly, rather than fail.
 

SOTO
Come, then, we’ll be Gypsified.
 

SANCHO
And tipsified too.
 

SOTO
And we will show such tricks and such rare gambols
As shall put down the elephant and camels. Exeunt
 




Act III.
 

Enter Roderigo disguised like an Italian
 

RODERIGO
A thousand stings are in me. O what vile prisons
Make we our bodies to our immortal souls!
Brave tenants to bad houses: ’tis a dear rent
They pay for naughty lodging. The soul, the mistress;
The body, the caroche that carries her;
Sins, the swift wheels that hurry her away;
Our will, the coachman rashly driving on
Till coach and carriage both are quite o’erthrown.
My body yet ‘scapes bruises; that known thief
Is not yet called to th’ bar. There’s no true sense
Of pain but what the law of conscience
Condemns us to; I feel that. Who would lose
A kingdom for a cottage? an estate
Of perpetuity for a man’s life
For annuity of that life (pleasure)? — a spark
To those celestial fires that burn about us,
A painted star to that bright firmament
Of constellations which each night are set
Lighting our way. Yet thither how few get!
How many thousand in Madrid drink off
The cup of lust (and laughing) in one month? — 
Not whining as I do! Should this sad lady
Now meet me, do I know her? Should this temple,
By me profaned, lie in her ruins here,
The pieces would scarce show her me. Would they did!
She’s mistress to Don Luis; by his steps,
And this disguise, I’ll find her. To Salamanca
Thy father thinks thou’rt gone; no, close here stay.
Where’er thou travell’st, scorpions stop thy way.
Faith, what are these?
 

Enter Sancho and Soto as Gypsies
 

SANCHO
Soto, how do I show?
 

SOTO
Like a rusty armour new scoured. But, master, how show I?
 

SANCHO
Like an ass with a new piebald saddle on his back.
 

SOTO
If the devil were a tailor, he would scarce know us in these gaberdines.
 

SANCHO
If a tailor were the devil, I’d not give a louse for him, if he should bring up this fashion amongst gentlemen and make it common.
 

RODERIGO
The freshness of the morning be upon you both!
 

SANCHO
The saltness of the evening be upon you single!
 

RODERIGO
Be not displeased that I abruptly thus
Break in upon your favours. Your strange habits
Invite me with desire to understand
Both what you are and whence, because no country — 
And I have measured some — shows me your like.
 

SOTO
Our like? No, we should be sorry we or our clothes should be like fish: new, stale, and stinking in three days.
 

SANCHO
[to Roderigo] If you ask whence we are, we are
Egyptian Spaniards; if what, we are — [singing] ‘ut, re, mi, fa, sol’ — jugglers, tumblers, anything, anywhere, everywhere.
 

RODERIGO
A good fate hither leads me by the hand.
Your quality I love. The scenical school
Has been my tutor long in Italy
(For that’s my country); there have I put on
Sometimes the shape of a comedian,
And now and then some other.
 

SANCHO
A player! A brother of the tiring-house!
 

SOTO
A bird of the same feather!
 

SANCHO
[to Roderigo] Welcome! Wou’t turn Gypsy?
 

RODERIGO
I can nor dance nor sing; but if my pen
From my invention can strike music tunes,
My head and brains are yours.
 

SOTO
A calf s head and brains were better for my stomach.
 

SANCHO
A rib of poetry!
 

SOTO
A modicum of the Muses! A horseshoe of Helicon!
 

SANCHO
[to Roderigo] A magpie of Parnassus! Welcome again! I am a fire-brand of Phoebus myself; we’ll invoke together — so you will not steal my plot.
 

RODERIGO
’Tis not my fashion.
 

SANCHO
But nowadays ’tis all the fashion.
 

SOTO
[to Roderigo] What was the last thing you writ — a comedy?
 

RODERIGO
No, ’twas a sad, too sad a tragedy.
[Aside] Under these eaves I’ll shelter me.
[Enter the old Father of the Gypsies, Eugenia,
Preciosa, and the Gypsies]
 

SANCHO
See, here comes our company. [To Gypsies] Do our tops spin as you would have ‘em?
 

SOTO
[to Gypsies] If not, whip us round.
 

SANCHO
[to Father] I sent you a letter to tell you we were upon a march.
 

FATHER
And you are welcome. — [Aside to Eugenia] Yet these fools will trouble us!
 

EUGENIA
[aside to Father] Rich fools shall buy our trouble.
 

SANCHO
Hang lands! It’s nothing but trees, stones, and dirt. — Old father, I have gold to keep up our stock. — Precious Preciosa (for whose sake I have thus transformed myself out of a gentleman into a Gypsy), thou shalt not want sweet rhymes, my little musk-cat — for besides myself, here’s an Italian poet, on whom I pray throw your welcomes.
 

OMNES
He’s welcome!
 

PRECIOSA
[to Roderigo]
Sir, you’re most welcome; I love a poet,
So he writes chastely. If your pen can sell me
Any smooth quaint romances which I may sing,
You shall have bays and silver.
 

RODERIGO
Pretty heart, no selling;
What comes from me is free.
 

SANCHO
And me too.
 

FATHER
[to Roderigo]
We shall be glad to use you, sir. Our sports
Must be an orchard, bearing several trees
And fruits of several taste; one pleasure dulls.
A time may come when we, besides these pastimes,
May from the grandes and the dons of Spain
Have leave to try our skill even on the stage — 
And then your wits may help us.
 

SANCHO
And mine too.
 

RODERIGO
[to Father]
They are your servants.
 

PRECIOSA
[to all] Trip softly through the streets
Till we arrive (you know at whose house, father).
 

Song
 

SANCHO
[sings]
Trip it, Gypsies, trip it fine,
Show tricks and lofty capers!
At threading needles we repine,
And leaping over rapiers:
Pindy-pandy rascal toys!
We scorn cutting purses.
Though we live by making noise,
For cheating none can curse us.
 

Over high ways, over low,
And over stones and gravel
Though we trip it on the toe
And thus for silver travel,
Though our dances waste our backs,
At night fat capons mend ‘em;
Eggs (well brewed in buttered sack),
Our wenches say, befriend ‘em.
 

O that all the world were mad!
Then should we have line dancing.
Hobby-horses would be had
And brave girls keep a-prancing;
Beggars would on cock-horse ride
And boobies fall a-roaring
And cuckolds (though no horns be spied)
Be one another goring.
 

Welcome, poet, to our ging!
Make rhymes; we’ll give thee reason.
Canary bees thy brains shall sting;
Mulled sack did ne’er speak treason.
Peter-see-me shall wash thy noll
And malaga glasses fox ‘ee.
If, poet, thou toss not bowl for bowl,
Thou shalt not kiss a doxy. Exeunt
[dancing]
 

Enter Fernando, Francisco de Carcamo, Don Juan,
Pedro, Maria, Luis, and Diego
 

FERNANDO
Luis de Castro, since you circled are
In such a golden ring of worthy friends,
Pray, let me question you about that business
You and I last conferred on.
 

LUIS
My lord, I wish it.
 

FERNANDO
Then, gentlemen, though you all know this man,
Yet now look on him well, and you shall find
Such mines of Spanish honour in his bosom
As but in few are treasured.
 

LUIS
O, my good lord — 
 

FERNANDO
He’s son to that De Castro o’er whose tomb
Fame stands, writing a book, which will take up
The age of time to fill it with the stories
Of his great acts, and that his honoured father
Fell in the quarrel of those families,
His own and Don Alvarez de Castilla’s.
 

FRANCISCO
The volume of those quarrels is too large
And too wide printed in our memory.
 

LUIS
Would it had ne’er come forth!
 

OMNES
So wish we all.
 

FERNANDO
But here’s a son as matchless as the father,
For he mends bravery. He lets blood his spleen,
Tears out the leaf in which the picture stands
Of slain De Castro, casts a hill of sand
On all revenge, and stifles it.
 

OMNES
’Tis done nobly!
 

FERNANDO
For I by him am courted to solicit
The king for the repeal of poor Alvarez,
Who lives a banished man — some say, in Naples.
 

PEDRO
Some say, in Aragon.
 

LUIS
No matter where.
That paper folds in it my hand and heart,
Petitioning the royalty of Spain
To free the good old man and call him home.
But what hope hath your lordship that these beams
Of grace shall shine upon me?
 

FERNANDO
The word royal.
 

OMNES
And that’s enough.
 

LUIS
Then since this sluice is drawn up to increase
The stream, with pardon of these honoured friends
Let me set ope another, and that’s this:
That you, my lord Don Pedro, and this lady
Your noble wife, would in this fair assembly — 
If still you hold me tenant to your favour — 
Repeat the promise you so oft have made me,
Touching the beauteous Clara for my wife.
 

PEDRO
What I possess in her, before these lords
I freely once more give you.
 

MARIA
And what’s mine,
To you (as right heir to it) I resign.
 

OMNES
[to Luis] What would you more?
 

LUIS
What would I more? The tree bows down his head
Gently to have me touch it, but — when I offer
To pluck the fruit — the top branch grows so high,
To mock my reaching hand, up it does fly.
I have the mother’s smile, the daughter’s frown.
 

OMNES
O, you must woo hard!
 

FERNANDO
[to Luis] Woo her well; she’s thine own.
 

JUAN
[aside]
That law holds not ‘mongst Gypsies. I shoot hard,
And am wide off from the mark.
Flourish [within]
 

FERNANDO
[to Francisco]
Is this, my lord, your music?
 

FRANCISCO
None of mine.
 

Enter Soto
[as a Gypsy], with a cornet in his hand
 

SOTO
A crew of Gypsies with desire
To show their sports are at your gates a-fire.
 

FRANCISCO
How, how, my gates a-fire, knave?
 

JUAN
[aside] Art panting?
I am a-fire, I’m sure!
 

FERNANDO
[to Soto] What are the things they do?
 

SOTO
They frisk, they caper, dance and sing,
Tell fortunes too (which is a very fine thing).
They tumble — how? not up and down,
As tumblers do, but from town to town.
Antics they have and Gypsy-masquing,
And toys which you may have for asking.
They come to devour nor wine nor good cheer
But to earn money, if any be here.
(But being asked, as I suppose,
Your answer will be, ‘in your t’other hose’.)
For there’s not a Gypsy amongst ‘em that begs,
But gets his living by his tongue and legs.
If therefore you please, dons, they shall come in:
Now I have ended, let them begin.
 

OMNES
Ay, ay, by any means.
 

FRANCISCO
But, fellow, bring you music along with you too?
 

SOTO
Yes, my lord, both loud music and still music: the loud is that which you have heard, and the still is that which no man can hear. Exit
 

FERNANDO
A fine knave!
 

FRANCISCO
There is report of a fair Gypsy,
A pretty little toy, whom all our gallants
In Madrid flock to look on: this she, trow?
 

JUAN
Yes, sure ’tis she. [Aside] I should be sorry else.
 

Enter the old Father of the Gypsies, Eugenia,
Preciosa, Roderigo [disguised as an Italian],
Sancho, Soto, and all the Gypsies,
[singing this]
song
[FATHER]
Come, follow your leader, follow!
Our convoy be Mars and Apollo!
The van comes brave up here;
 

ANSWER
As hotly comes the rear.
 

OMNES
Our knackers are the fifes and drums.
Sa, sa, the Gypsies’ army comes!
(SECOND GYPSY]
Horsemen we need not fear;
There’s none but footmen here.
The horse sure charge without — 
Or, if they wheel about,
 

OMNES
Our knackers are the shot that fly,
Pit-a-pat rattling in the sky.
[THIRD GYPSY]
If once the great ordnance play
(That’s laughing), yet run not away
But stand the push of pike:
Scorn can but basely strike.
 

OMNES
Then let our armies Join and sing,
And pit-a-pat make our knackers ring.
[FOURTH GYPSY]
Arm, arm! What bands are those?
They cannot be sure our foes.
We’ll not draw up our force
Nor muster any horse — 
 

OMNES
For since they pleased to view our sight,
Let’s this way, this way give delight.
[FIFTH GYPSY]
A council of war let’s call!
Look either to stand or fall.
If our weak army stands,
Thank all these noble hands,
 

OMNES
Whose gates of love being open thrown,
We enter, and then the town’s our own,
Whose gates of love being open thrown,
We enter, and then the town’s our own.
 

FERNANDO
A very dainty thing!
 

FRANCISCO
A handsome creature!
 

PEDRO
Look what a pretty pit there’s in her chin!
 

JUAN
[aside]
Pit. ’Tis a grave to bury lovers in.
 

RODERIGO
[aside] My father? — Disguise guard me!
 

SANCHO
[aside to Soto] Soto, there’s De Cortes my guardian, but he smells not us.
 

SOTO
[aside to Sancho] Peace, brother Gypsy. [To nobles]
Would anyone here know his fortune?
 

OMNES
Good fortunes, all of us!
 

PEDRO
[to Soto]
’Tis I, sir, needs a good one. Come, sir, what’s mine?
[Soto reads his palm]
 

MARIA
Mine and my husband’s fortunes keep together;
Who is’t tells mine?
 

SANCHO
I, I. Hold up, madam; fear not your pocket, for I ha’ but two hands.
[He reads her palm]
You are sad, or mad, or glad
For a couple of cocks that cannot be had;
Yet when abroad they have picked store of grain,
Doodle-doo they will cry on your dunghills again.
 

MARIA
Indeed I miss an idle gentleman
And a thing of his, a fool — but neither sad
Nor mad for them. Would that were all the lead
Lying at my heart!
 

PEDRO
[to Soto] What look’st thou on so long?
 

SOTO
So long! Do you think good fortunes are fresh herrings, to come in shoals? Bad fortunes are like mackerel at midsummer. You have had a sore loss o’ late.
 

PEDRO
I have indeed; what is’t?
 

SOTO
I wonder it makes you not mad, for — 
Through a gap in your ground thence late have been stole
A very fine ass and a very fine foal.
Take heed, for I speak not by habs and by nabs:
Ere long you’ll be horribly troubled with scabs.
 

PEDRO
I am now so; go, silly fool.
 

SOTO
[aside] I ha’ gi’n’t him.
 

SANCHO
[aside] O Soto, that ass and foal fattens me!
 

FERNANDO
The mother of the Gypsies, what can she do?
I’ll have a bout with her.
[He goes to Eugenia, who reads his palm]
 

JUAN
I, with the Gypsy daughter.
 

FRANCISCO
To her, boy.
[Juan goes to Preciosa, who reads his palm]
 

EUGENIA
[reading Fernando’s palm]
From you went a dove away,
Which ere this had been more white
Than the silver robe of day;
Her eyes, the moon has none so bright.
Sat she now upon your hand,
Not the crown of Spain could buy’t;
But ’tis flown to such a land,
Never more shall you come nigh’t. — 
Ha! Yet, if palmistry tell true,
This dove again may fly to you.
 

FERNANDO
Thou art a lying witch; I’ll hear no more.
 

SANCHO
If you be so hot, sir, we can cool you with a song.
 

SOTO
[to Fernando] And when that song’s done, we’ll heat you again with a dance.
 

LUIS
[to Pedro]
Stay, dear sir; send for Clara, let her know
Her fortune.
 

MARIA
’Tis too well known.
 

LUIS
‘Twill make her merry
To be in this brave company.
 

PEDRO
Good Diego,
Fetch her. Exit Diego
 

FRANCISCO
[to Gypsies]
What’s that old man? Has he cunning too?
 

OMNES
More than all we!
 

LUIS
Has he? I’ll try his spectacles.
[He goes to the Father of the Gypsies, who reads his palm]
 

FERNANDO
[aside]
Ha! Roderigo there? Forsooth, the scholar
That went to Salamanca! — takes he degrees
I’th’ school of Gypsies? Let the fish alone,
Give him line. This is the dove — the dove? — the raven
That beldam mocked me with.
 

LUIS
[to Father] What worms pick you out there now?
 

FATHER
This: when this line the other crosses,
Art tells me ’tis a book of losses. — 
Bend your hand thus. — O, here I find
You’ve lost a ship in a great wind.
 

LUIS
Lying rogue, I ne’er had any.
 

FATHER
Hark: as I gather,
That great ship was ‘De Castro’ called (your father).
 

LUIS
And I must hew that rock that split him. Vengeance!
 

FATHER
Nay, an you threaten — 
[He goes away from Luis]
 

FRANCISCO
And what’s, Don Juan, thy fortune? — [To Preciosa]
Thou’rt long fumbling at it.
 

JUAN
She tells me tales of the moon, sir.
 

PRECIOSA
[to Francisco]
And now ’tis come to the sun, sir.
Your son would ride, the youth would run,
The youth would sail, the youth would fly!
He’s tying a knot will ne’er be done.
He shoots, and yet has ne’er an eye;
You have two, ‘twere good you lent him one — 
And a heart too, for he has none.
 

FRANCISCO
Hoydayl Lend one of mine eyes?
 

SANCHO
[to the Gypsies] They give us nothing; we’d best put on a bold face and ask it.
[He sings a] song
Now that from the hive
You gathered have the honey,
Our bees but poorly thrive
Unless the banks be sunny;
Then let your sun and moon
(Your gold and silver) shine.
My thanks shall humming fly to you,
 

OMNES
[sing]
And mine, and mine, and mine.
 

FATHER
[sings]
See, see, you Gypsy-toys,
You mad girls, you merry boys,
A bon voyage we’ve made.
Loud peals must then be had.
If I a Gypsy be,
A crack-rope I’m for thee:
O, here’s a golden ring!
Such clappers please a king,
 

OMNES
[sing]
Such clappers please a king.
 

FATHER
[sings]
You (pleased) may pass away;
Then let your bell-ropes sway:
Now chime, ’tis holiday.
 

OMNES
[sing]
Now chime, ’tis holiday.
 

PRECIOSA
No more of this, pray, father; fall to your dancing.
[Gypsy]
dance
 

LUIS
Clara will come too late now.
 

FERNANDO
[to Gypsies] ’Tis great pity,
Besides your songs, dances, and other pastimes,
You do not, as our Spanish actors do,
Make trial of a stage.
 

FATHER
We are, sir, about it — 
So please your high authority to sign us
Some warrant to confirm us.
 

FERNANDO
My hand shall do’t,
And bring the best in Spain to see your sports.
 

FATHER
Which to set off, this gentleman, a scholar — 
 

RODERIGO
[aside]
Pox on you!
 

FATHER
Will write for us.
 

FERNANDO
[to Roderigo]
A Spaniard, sir?
 

RODERIGO
No, my lord, an Italian.
 

FERNANDO
[aside] Denies
His country too? My son sings Gypsy-ballads! — 
Keep as you are. We’ll see your poet’s vein,
And yours for playing: time is not ill spent
That’s thus laid out in harmless merriment.
Exit Gypsies dancing
 

PEDRO
[to Francisco]
My lord of Carcamo, for this entertainment
You shall command our loves.
 

FRANCISCO
You’re nobly welcome.
 

PEDRO
The evening grows upon us: lords, to all
A happy time of day.
 

FERNANDO
The like to you,
Don Pedro.
 

LUIS
[to Maria]
To my heart’s sole lady
Pray let my service humbly be remembered;
We only missed her presence.
 

MARIA
I shall truly
Report your worthy love.
Exit Pedro, Maria
 

FERNANDO
You shall no further;
Indeed, my lords, you shall not.
 

FRANCISCO
With your favour,
We will attend you home.
 

Enter Diego
 

DIEGO
Where’s Don Pedro? — 
O sir!
 

LUIS
Why, what’s the matter?
 

DIEGO
The lady Clara,
Passing near to my lord corregidor’s house,
Met with a strange mischance.
 

FERNANDO
How? What mischance?
 

DIEGO
The jester that so late arrived at court
(And there was welcome for his country’s sake),
By importunity of some friends, it seems,
Had borrowed from the Gentleman of your Horse
The backing of your mettled Barbary — 
On which being mounted, whilst a number gazed
To hear what jests he could perform on horseback,
The headstrong beast (unused to such a rider)
Bears the press of people back before him;
With which throng the lady Clara meeting
Fainted, and there fell down — not bruised, I hope,
But frighted and entranced.
 

LUIS
Ill-destined mischief!
 

FERNANDO
[to Diego]
Where have you left her?
 

DIEGO
At your house, my lord.
A servant coming forth, and knowing who
The lady was, conveyed her to a chamber.
A surgeon, too, is sent for.
 

FERNANDO
Had she been my daughter,
My care could not be greater than it shall be
For her recure.
 

LUIS
But if she miscarry,
I am the most unhappy man that lives. Exit
 

FERNANDO
Diego, coast at once about the fields,
And overtake Don Pedro and his wife;
They newly parted from us.
 

DIEGO
I’ll run speedily. Exit
 

FERNANDO
A strange mischance! — But what I have, my lord
Francisco, this day noted, I may tell you;
An accident of merriment and wonder.
 

FRANCISCO
Indeed, my lord?
 

FERNANDO
I have not thoughts enough
About me to imagine what th’event
Can come to. ’Tis, indeed, about my son;
Hereafter you may counsel me.
 

FRANCISCO
Most gladly. — 
 

Enter Luis
How fares the lady?
 

LUIS
Called back to life,
But full of sadness.
 

FERNANDO
Talks she nothing?
 

LUIS
Nothing — 
For when the women that attend on her
Demanded how she did, she turned about,
And answered with a sigh. When I came near
And by the love I bore her begged a word
Of hope to comfort me in her well-doing,
Before she would reply, from her fair eyes
She greets me with a bracelet of her tears — 
Then wished me not to doubt she was ‘too well’,
Entreats that she may sleep without disturbance
Or company until her father came.
And thus I left her.
 

FRANCISCO
Sir, she’s past the worst.
Young maids are oft so troubled.
 

Enter Pedro and Maria
 

FERNANDO
Here come they
You talk of. — Sir, your daughter, for your comfort,
Is now upon amendment.
 

MARIA
O, my lord,
You speak an angel’s voice!
 

FERNANDO
Pray, in and visit her;
I’ll follow instantly. Exit Pedro, Maria
You shall not part
Without a cup of wine, my lord.
 

FRANCISCO
’Tis now
Too troublesome a time. — Which way take you,
Don Luis?
 

LUIS
No matter which; for till I hear
My Clara be recovered, I am nothing. — 
My lord corregidor, I am your servant
For this free entertainment.
 

FERNANDO
You have conquered me
In noble courtesy.
 

LUIS
O, that no art
But love itself can cure a love-sick heart!  Exeunt
Clara [discovered] in a chair, Pedro and Maria
[standing] by her
 

MARIA
Clara, hope of mine age!
 

PEDRO
Soul of my comfort!
Kill us not both at once. Why dost thou speed
Thine eye in such a progress ‘bout these walls?
 

CLARA
Yon large window
Yields some fair prospect. Good my lord, look out
And tell me what you see there.
 

PEDRO
Easy suit.
[He opens the curtain]
Clara, it overviews a spacious garden,
Amidst which stands an alabaster fountain,
A goodly one.
 

CLARA
Indeed, my lord!
 

MARIA
Thy griefs grow wild,
And will mislead thy judgement through thy weakness,
If thou obey thy weakness.
 

CLARA
Who owns these glorious buildings?
 

PEDRO
Don Fernando
De Azevedo, the corregidor
Of Madrid, a true noble gentleman.
 

CLARA
May I not see him?
 

MARIA
See him, Clara? Why?
 

CLARA
[to Pedro]
A truly noble gentleman, you said, sir?
 

PEDRO
I did.
 

Enter Fernando
Lo, here he comes in person. — 
We are, my lord, your servants.
 

FERNANDO
Good, no compliment. — 
Young lady, there attends below a surgeon
Of worthy fame and practice; is’t your pleasure
To be his patient?
 

CLARA
[rising] With your favour, sir,
May I impart some few but needful words
Of secrecy to you, to you yourself,
None but yourself?
 

FERNANDO
You may.
 

PEDRO
May I not hear ‘em?
 

MARIA
Nor I?
 

CLARA
O yes. — Pray, sit, my lord.
[Fernando sits]
 

FERNANDO
Say on.
 

CLARA
You have been married?
 

FERNANDO
To a wife, young lady,
Who (whiles the heavens did lend her me) was fruitful
In all those virtues which styles woman good.
 

CLARA
And you had children by her?
 

FERNANDO
‘Had’— ’tis true;
Now have but one, a son, and he yet lives.
The daughter (as if in her birth the mother
Had perfected the errand she was sent for
Into the world) from that hour took her life
In which the other that gave it her lost hers;
Yet shortly she — unhappily, but fatally — 
Perished at sea.
 

CLARA
Sad story!
 

FERNANDO
Roderigo,
My son — 
 

CLARA
How is he called, sir?
 

FERNANDO
Roderigo.
He lives at Salamanca — and I fear
That neither time, persuasions, nor his fortunes
Can draw him thence.
 

CLARA
My lord, d’ye know this crucifix?
[She reveals the crucifix]
 

FERNANDO
You drive me to amazement. ’Twas my son’s,
A legacy bequeathed him from his mother
Upon her deathbed, dear to him as life.
On earth there cannot be another treasure
He values at like rate as he does this.
 

CLARA
O, then I am a cast-away!
 

MARIA
How’s that?
 

PEDRO
Alas, she will grow frantic!
 

CLARA
[to Fernando] In my bosom,
Next to my heart, my lord, I have laid up,
In bloody characters, a tale of horror.
[She gives him a paper, written with blood]
Pray, read the paper — and if there you find
Aught that concerns a maid undone and miserable,
Made so by one of yours, call back the piety
Of nature to the goodness of a judge,
An upright judge, not of a partial father;
For do not wonder that I live to suffer
Such a full weight of wrongs, but wonder rather
That I have lived to speak them. Thou, great man,
Yet read, read on, and as thou read’st consider
What I have suffered, what thou ought’st to do,
Thine own name, fatherhood, and my dishonour:
Be just as heaven and fate are, that by miracle
Have in my weakness wrought a strange discovery.
Truth copied from my heart is texted there.
Let now my shame be throughly understood;
Sins are heard farthest when they cry in blood.
 

FERNANDO
True, true, they do not cry but holler here.
This is the trumpet of a soul drowned deep
In the unfathomed seas of matchless sorrows. — 
I must lock fast the door. Exit
 

MARIA
I have no words
To call for vengeance.
 

PEDRO
I am lost in marvel.
 

Enter Fernando
 

FERNANDO
[to Clara]
Sit, pray, sit as you sat before.
[Clara sits]
White paper,
This should be innocence; these letters gules
Should be the honest oracles of revenge.
What’s beauty but a perfect white and red?
Both here (well mixed) limn truth so beautiful
That to distrust it, as I am a father,
Speaks me as foul as rape hath spoke my son.
’Tis true?
 

CLARA
’Tis true.
 

FERNANDO
[kneeling]
Then mark me how I kneel
Before the high tribunal of your injuries.
Thou too-too-much-wronged maid, scorn not my tears,
For these are tears of rage, not tears of love. — 
Thou father of this too-too-much-wronged maid,
Thou mother of her counsels and her cares,
I do not plead for pity to a villain.
O, let him die as he hath lived, dishonourably,
Basely and cursedly! I plead for pity
To my till-now-untainted blood and honour.
Teach me how I may now be just and cruel — 
For henceforth I am childless.
 

CLARA
Pray, sir, rise.
You wrong your place and age.
 

FERNANDO
[rising] Point me my grave
In some obscure by-path, where never memory
Nor mention of my name may be found out.
 

CLARA
My lord, I can weep with ye, nay, weep for ye,
As you for me; your passions are instructions,
And prompt my faltering tongue to beg at least
A noble satisfaction, though not revenge.
 

FERNANDO
Speak that again.
 

CLARA
Can you procure no balm
To heal a wounded name?
 

FERNANDO
O, thou’rt as fair
In mercy as in beauty! Wilt thou live,
An I’ll be thy physician?
 

CLARA
I’ll be yours.
 

FERNANDO
Don Pedro, we’ll to counsel;
This daughter shall be ours.
[Fernando sits Clam in the chair]
Sleep, sleep, young angel!
My care shall wake about thee.
 

CLARA
Heaven is gracious,
And I am eased.
 

FERNANDO
We will be yet more private.
Night curtains o’er the world; soft dreams rest with thee!
The best revenge is to reform our crimes:
Then time crowns sorrows, sorrows sweeten times.
Exeunt
 




Act IV.
 

A shout within. Enter [at one door] the old Father of the Gypsies, Sancho, Soto, Antonio, Carlo, Eugenia, Preciosa, Christiana, and [at another door] Don Juan
 

OMNES
[to Juan] Welcome, welcome, welcome!
 

SOTO
More sacks to the mill.
 

SANCHO
More thieves to the sacks.
 

FATHER
Peace!
 

PRECIOSA
[to Juan]
I give you now my welcome without noise.
JuaN’Tis music to me.
He offers to kiss her
 

OMNES
O sir!
 

SANCHO
[to Juan] You must not be in your mutton before we are out of our veal.
 

SOTO
[to Juan] Stay for vinegar to your oysters; no opening till then.
 

EDGENIA
[to Juan]
No kissing till you’re sworn.
 

JUAN
Swear me then quickly.
I have brought gold for my admission.
 

FATHER
[taking the gold]
What you bring, leave — and what you leave, count lost.
 

SANCHO
I brought all my teeth, two are struck out; them
I count lost, so must you.
 

SOTO
I brought all my wits; half I count lost, so must you.
 

JUAN
[to Preciosa]
To be as you are, I lose father, friends,
Birth, fortunes, all the world. — What will you do
Wi’th’ beast I rode on hither?
 

SANCHO
A beast? Is’t a mule? Send him to Mullah Crag-awhee in Barbary.
 

SOTO
[to Juan] Is’t an ass? Give it to a lawyer, for in Spain they ride upon none else.
 

JUAN
Kill him by any means — lest, being pursued,
The beast betray me.
 

SOTO
He’s a beast betrays any man.
 

SANCHO
Except a bailiff to be pumped.
 

JUAN
[to the Gypsies]
Pray, bury the carcass and the furniture.
 

SANCHO
Do, do; bury the ass’s household stuff, and in his skin sew any man that’s mad for a woman.
 

FATHER
Do so then; bury it. [To Juan] Now to your oath.
 

EUGENIA
All things are ready.
 

FATHER
Thy best hand lay on this turf of grass.
There thy heart lies; vow not to pass
From us two years for sun nor snow,
For hill nor dale, howe’er winds blow.
Vow the hard earth to be thy bed
With her green cushions under thy head,
Flow’r banks or moss to be thy board,
Water thy wine — 
 

SANCHO
And drink like a lord.
 

OMNES
[sing]
Kings can have but coronations;
We are as proud of Gypsy-fashions.
Dance, sing, and in a well-mixed border
Close this new brother of our order.
 

FATHER
What we get, with us come share;
You to get must vow to care — 
Nor strike Gypsy, nor stand by
When strangers strike, but fight or die.
Our Gypsy-wenches are not common;
You must not kiss a fellow’s leman — 
Nor to your own (for one you must)
In songs send errands of base lust.
 

OMNES
[sing]
Dance, sing, and in a well-mixed border
Close this new brother of our order.
 

JUAN
On this turf of grass I vow
Your laws to keep, your laws allow.
 

OMNES
A Gypsy! a Gypsy! a Gypsy!
 

EUGENIA
Now choose what maid has yet no mate:
She’s yours.
 

JUAN
Flere then fix I my fate.
[He]
offers to kiss [Preciosa]
 

SANCHO
Again fall to before you ha’ washed?
 

SOTO
Your nose in the manger before the oats are measured, jade so hungry?
 

FATHER
Set foot to foot; those garlands hold.
Teach him how. Now mark what more is told.
By cross arms (the lover’s sign),
Vow — as these flowers themselves entwine,
Of April’s wealth building a throne
Round — so your love to one or none.
By those touches of your feet,
You must each night embracing meet,
Chaste, howe’er disjoined by day;
You the sun with her must play,
She to you the marigold,
To none but you her leaves unfold.
Wake she or sleep, your eyes so charm,
Want, woe, nor weather do her harm.
 

CARLO
This is your market now of kisses:
Buy and sell free each other blisses.
 

JUAN
Most willingly.
[Juan and Preciosa kiss]
 

OMNES
[sing]
Holidays, high days, Gypsy fairs,
When kisses are fairings, and hearts meet in pairs.
 

FATHER
[to Juan]
All ceremonies end here. Welcome, brother Gypsy!
 

SANCHO
And the better to instruct thee, mark what a brave life ’tis all the year long.
 

Song
 

Brave Don, cast your eyes
On our Gypsy fashions:
In our antic hay-de-guys
We go beyond all nations.
Plump Dutch
At us grutch;
So do English, so do French.
He that lopes
On the ropes,
Show me such another wrench.
 

We no camels have to show,
Nor elephant with grout head — 
We can dance; he cannot go,
Because the beast is corn-fed — 
No blind bears
Shedding tears
For a collier’s whipping,
Apes nor dogs
Quick as frogs
Over cudgels skipping.
 

Jack-in-boxes, nor decoys,
Puppets, nor such poor things — 
Nor are we those roaring boys
That cozen fools with gilt rings;
For an ocean,
No such motion
As the city Nineveh.
Dancing, singing,
And line ringing:
You these sports shall hear and see.
 

Come now, what shall his name be?
 

PRECIOSA
His name shall now be Andrew. — Friend Andrew, mark me:
Two years I am to try you. Prove fine gold,
The uncracked diamond of my faith shall hold.
 

JUAN
My vows are rocks of adamant.
 

PRECIOSA
Two years you are to try me: black when I turn,
May I meet youth and want, old age and scorn!
 

JUAN
Kings’ diadems shall not buy thee.
 

CARLO
Do you think
You can endure the life, and love it?
 

JUAN
As usurers doat upon their treasure.
 

SOTO
But when your face shall be tanned
Like a sailor’s work-a-day hand — 
 

SANCHO
When your feet shall be galled
And your noddle be mauled — 
 

SOTO
When the woods you must forage,
And not meet with poor pease-porridge — 
 

SANCHO
Be all to-bedabbled, yet lie in no sheet — 
 

SOTO
With winter’s frost, hail, snow, and sleet,
What life will you say it is then?
 

JUAN
As now, the sweetest.
 

DIEGO
(within) Away! Away! The corregidor has sent for you.
 

SANCHO
(sings)
Hence merrily fine to get money!
Dry are the fields, the banks are sunny,
Silver is sweeter far than honey.
Hence bravely, boys! Fly like swallows!
We for our conies must get mallows.
Who loves not his dell, let him die at the gallows.
Hence, bonny girls! Foot it trimly!
Smug up your beetle-brows; none look grimly.
To show a pretty foot, O ’tis seemly!
Smug up your beetle-brows; none look grimly.
To show a pretty foot, O ’tis seemly!
Exeunt
[dancing]
 

Enter Cardochia, stays Soto
 

CARDOCHIA
Do you hear — you, Gypsy, Gypsy?
 

SOTO
Me?
 

CARDOCHIA
There’s a young Gypsy newly entertained;
Sweet Gypsy, call him back for one two-words,
And here’s a jewel for thee.
[She gives Soto a jewel]
 

SOTO
I’ll send him.
 

CARDOCHIA
What’s his name?
 

SOTO
Andrew. Exit
 

CARDOCHIA
A very handsome fellow. I’ve seen courtiers
Jet up and down in their full bravery,
Yet here’s a Gypsy worth a drove of ‘em.
 

Enter Don Juan
 

JUAN
With me, sweetheart?
 

CARDOCHIA
Your name is Andrew?
 

JUAN
Yes.
 

CARDOCHIA
You can tell fortunes, Andrew?
 

JUAN
I could once,
But now I’ve lost that knowledge; I’m in haste,
And cannot stay to tell you yours.
 

CARDOCHIA
I cannot
Tell yours then — and ‘cause you’re in haste, I’m quick.
I am a maid — 
 

JUAN
So, so, a maid quick?
 

CARDOCHIA
Juana Cardochia,
That’s mine own name. I am my mother’s heir
Here to this house, and two more.
 

JUAN
I buy no lands.
 

CARDOCHIA
They shall be given you, with some plate and money,
And free possession during life of me,
So the match like you — for so well I love you
That I, in pity of this trade of Gypsying
(Being base, idle, and slavish), offer you
A state to settle you, my youth and beauty,
(Desired by some brave Spaniards), so I may call you
My husband. Shall I, Andrew?
 

JUAN
‘Las, pretty soul,
Better stars guide you! May that hand of Cupid
Ache, ever shot this arrow at your heart!
Sticks there one such indeed?
 

CARDOCHIA
I would there did not,
Since you’ll not pluck it out.
 

JUAN
Good sweet, I cannot.
For marriage, ’tis a law amongst us Gypsies
We match in our own tribes. For me to wear you,
I should but wear you out.
 

CARDOCHIA
I do not care.
Wear what you can out, all my life, my wealth:
Ruin me, so you lend me but your love,
A little of your love!
 

JUAN
Would I could give it,
For you are worth a world of better men
For your free noble mind! All my best wishes
Stay with you; I must hence.
 

CARDOCHIA
Wear for my sake
This jewel.
[She offers him a necklace]
 

JUAN
I’ll not rob you, I’ll take nothing.
 

CARDOCHIA
Wear it about your neck but one poor moon;
If in that time your eye be as ’tis now,
Send my jewel home again, and (I protest)
I’ll ne’er more think on you. Deny not this.
Put it about your neck.
 

JUAN
[putting it on] Well then, ’tis done.
 

CARDOCHIA
And vow to keep it there.
 

JUAN
By all the goodness
I wish attend your fortunes, I do vow it. Exit
 

CARDOCHIA
Scorned! Thou hast tempered poison to kill me
Thyself shall drink. Since I cannot enjoy thee,
My revenge shall.
 

Enter Diego
 

DIEGO
Where are the Gypsies?
 

CARDOCHIA
Gone.
Diego, do you love me?
 

DIEGO
Love thee, Juanna?
Is my life mine? It is but mine so long
As it shall do thee service.
 

CARDOCHIA
There’s a young Gypsy newly entertained.
 

DIEGO
A handsome rascal. Marry, what of him?
 

CARDOCHIA
That slave in obscene language courted me,
Drew reals out, and would have bought my body,
Diego, from thee.
 

DIEGO
Is he so itchy? By my troth, I’ll cure him.
[He draws his sword]
 

CARDOCHIA
Thou shalt not touch the villain; I’ll spin his fate.
Woman strikes sure, fall the blow ne’er so late.
 

DIEGO
Strike on since: by’r Lady, thou wilt be a striker.
Exeunt
 

Enter Fernando, Francisco, Pedro, and Luis
 

FERNANDO
See, Don Luis; an arm,
The strongest arm in Spain, to the full length
Is stretched to pluck old Count Alvarez home
From his sad banishment.
 

LUIS
With longing eyes,
My lord, I expect the man. Your lordship’s pardon:
Some business calls me from you.
 

FERNANDO
Prithee, Don Luis,
Unless th’occasion be too violent,
Stay and be merry with us. All the Gypsies
Will be here presently.
 

LUIS
I will attend your lordship
Before their sports be done.
 

FERNANDO
Be your own carver.
Exit Luis
[To Francisco] Not yet shake off these fetters? I see a son
Is heavy when a father carries him
On his old heart.
 

FRANCISCO
Could I set up my rest
That he were lost or taken prisoner,
I could hold truce with sorrow; but to have him
Vanish I know not how, gone none knows whither,
’Tis that mads me.
 

PEDRO
You said he sent a letter.
 

FRANCISCO
A letter? A mere riddle: he’s ‘gone to seek
His fortune in the wars’. What wars have we?
Suppose we had, goes any man to th’ field
Naked, unfurnished both of arms and money?
 

FERNANDO
Come, come, he’s gone a-wenching. We in our youth
Ran the self-same bias.
 

Enter Diego
 

DIEGO
The Gypsies, my lord, are come.
 

FERNANDO
Are they? Let them enter. Exit Diego
My lord De Cortes, send for your wife and daughter.
Good company is good physic: take the pains
To seat yourselves in my great chamber.
Exit Pedro [with Francisco]
 

Enter the old Father of the Gypsies, Don Juan,
Roderigo [wearing a visor], Antonio, Carlo,
Eugenia, Preciosa, Christiana, Sancho, and Soto
See, they are here. [To Gypsies] What’s your number?
 

SANCHO
The figure of nine casts us all up, my lord.
 

FERNANDO
Nine? Let me see — you are ten, sure.
 

SOTO
[pointing to Roderigo] That’s our poet; he stands for a cipher.
 

FERNANDO
Ciphers make numbers. — What plays have you?
 

FATHER
Five or six, my lord.
 

FERNANDO
It’s well, so many already.
 

SOTO
We are promised a very merry tragedy, if all hit right, of Cobby Nobby.
 

FERNANDO
So, so, a ‘merry tragedy’! There is a way
Which the Italians and the Frenchmen use:
That is, on a word given, or some slight plot,
The actors will extempore fashion out
Scenes neat and witty.
 

FATHER
We can do that, my lord:
Please you bestow the subject.
 

FERNANDO
Can you? [To Roderigo] Come hither,
You master poet. To save you a labour,
Look you, against your coming I projected
This comic passage:
[He gives Roderigo a paper] your drama; that’s the scene.
 

RODERIGO
Ay, ay, my lord.
 

FERNANDO
I lay’t in our own country, Spain.
 

RODERIGO
’Tis best so.
 

FERNANDO
Here’s a brave part for this old Gypsy; look you,
The father. Read the plot: this young she-Gypsy,
This lady. Now the son — play him yourself.
 

RODERIGO
My lord, I am no player.
 

FERNANDO
Pray, at this time
(The plot being full), to please my noble friends
(Because your brains must into theirs put language),
Act thou the son’s part. I’ll reward your pains.
 

RODERIGO
Protest, my lord — 
 

FERNANDO
Nay, nay, shake off protesting.
When I was young, sir, I have played myself.
 

SANCHO
Yourself, my lord? You were but a poor company then.
 

FERNANDO
Yet full enough, honest fellow. — Will you do it?
 

RODERIGO
I’ll venture.
 

FERNANDO
I thank you. [To Father] Let this father be a don
Of a brave spirit. Old Gypsy, observe me.
 

FATHER
Yes, my lord.
 

FERNANDO
Play him up high — not like a pantaloon,
But hotly, nobly, checking this his son,
Whom make a very rake-hell, a debauched fellow. — 
This point, I think, will show well.
 

RODERIGO
This of the picture?
It will indeed, my lord.
 

SANCHO
My lord, what part play I?
 

FERNANDO
What parts dost use to play?
 

SANCHO
If your lordship has ever a coxcomb, I think I could fit you.
 

FERNANDO
I thank your coxcombship.
 

SOTO
Put a coxcomb upon a lord!
 

FERNANDO
There are parts to serve you all. Go, go, make ready,
And call for what you want. Exit
 

FATHER
[to Roderigo]
Give me the plot. Our wits are put to trial.
What’s the son’s name? ‘Lorenzo’: that’s your part.
Look only you to that; these I’ll dispose.
‘Old Don Avero’, mine. ‘Hialdo, Lollio,
Two servants’: [to Sancho and Soto] you for them.
 

SANCHO
One of the foolish knaves give me.
I’ll be Hialdo.
 

SOTO
And I, Lollio.
 

SANCHO
Is there a banquet in the play? We may call for what we will.
 

RODERIGO
Yes, here is a banquet.
 

SANCHO
I’ll go then and bespeak an ocean of sweetmeats, marmalade, and custards.
 

FATHER
Make haste to know what you must do.
 

SANCHO
DO? Call for enough — and when my belly is full, fill my pockets.
 

SOTO
To a banquet there must be wine. Fortune’s a scurvy whore, if she makes not my head sound like a rattle and my heels dance the canaries.
 

FATHER
So, so, dispatch, whilst we employ our brains
To set things off to th’ life.
 

RODERIGO
I’ll be straight with you.
[Exeunt all except Roderigo]
Why does my father put this trick on me?
Spies he me through my visor? If he does,
He’s not the king of Spain, and ’tis no treason.
If his invention jet upon a stage,
Why should not I use action? ‘A debauched fellow’!
‘A very rake-hell’! This reflects on me — 
And I’ll retort it. Grown a poet, father?
No matter in what strain your play must run,
But I shall fit you for a roaring son. Exit
 

Enter Francisco, Pedro, Fernando, Diego, Maria, and Clara. Flourish
 

FERNANDO
Come, ladies, take your places. — This’ their music?
’Tis very handsome.O, I wish this room
Were fretted but with gold works, noble friends,
As are to you my welcomes!
Flourish
Begin there, masters!
 

SANCHO
(within) Presently, my lord; we want but a cold capon for a property.
 

FERNANDO
Call, call for one!
[Flourish]
Now they begin.
 

Enter Sancho
(the Prologue)
 

SANCHO
Both short and sweet, some say, is best.
We will not only be sweet, but short.
Take you pepper in the nose, you mar our sport.
 

FERNANDO
By no means pepper
 

SANCHO
Of your love measure us forth but one span.
We do, though not the best, the best we can. Exit
 

FERNANDO
A good honest Gypsy!
 

Enter the old Father of the Gypsies
[as Don Avero] and Soto
[as Lollio]
 

FATHER
[as Avero] Slave, where’s my son Lorenzo?
 

SOTO
[as Lollio] I have sought him, my lord, in all four elements: in earth (my shoes are full of gravel), in water
(I drop at nose with sweating), in air (wheresoever I heard noise of fiddlers, or the wide mouths of gallon pots roaring), and in lire (what chimney soever I saw smoking with good cheer — for my master’s dinner, as I was in hope).
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
Not yet come home? Before on this old tree
Shall grow a branch so blasted, I’ll hew it off,
And bury it at my foot! Didst thou inquire
At my brother’s?
 

SOTO
[as Lollio] At your sister’s.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
At my wife’s father’s?
 

SOTO
[as Lollio] At your uncle’s mother’s.
No such sheep has broke through their hedge; no such calf as your son sucks or bleats in their ground.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
I am unblessed to have but one son only,
One staff to bear my age up, one taper left
To light me to my grave, and that burns dimly;
That leaves me darkling hid in clouds of woe.
He that should prop me is mine overthrow.
 

FERNANDO
Well done, old fellow! — Is’t not?
 

OMNES
Yes, yes, my lord.
 

SOTO
[as Lollio] Here comes his man Hialdo.
 

Enter Sancho
[as Hialdo]
 

FATHER
[as Avero, to Sancho]
Where’s the prodigal your master, sirrah?
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo] Eating acorns amongst swine, draff amongst hogs, and gnawing bones amongst dogs. He’s lost all his money at dice, his wits with his money, and his honesty with both — for he bumfiddles me, makes the drawers curvet, pitches the plate over the bar, scores up the vintner’s name in the Ram-head, flirts his wife under the nose — And bids you, with ‘a pox’, send him more money.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
Art thou one of his curs to bite me too?
To nail thee to the earth were to do justice.
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo]
Here comes Bucephalus, my prancing master.
Nail me now who dares.
 

Enter Roderigo
[as Lorenzo]
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] I sit like an owl in the ivy-bush of a tavern.’Swounds, Hialdo, I have drawn red wine from the vintner’s own hogshead.
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo, pointing to the others]
Here’s two more; pierce them too.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo, to Avero]
Old Don, whom I call father: am I thy son?
If I be, flesh me with gold, fat me with silver!
Had! Spain in this hand, and Portugal in this,
Puff it should fly. — Where’s the money I sent for?
[Aside] I’ll tickle you for a rake-hell!
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo]
Not a mar’vedi.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
Thou shalt have none of me.
 

SOTO
[as Lollio, to Avero] Hold his nose to the grindstone, my lord.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo, to Avero]
I shall have none?
 

FATHER
[as Avero, to Lollio]
Charge me a case of pistols.
What I have built I’ll ruin. Shall I suffer
A slave to set his foot upon my heart?
A son? A barbarous villain! Or if heaven save thee
Now from my justice, yet my curse pursues thee.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Hialdo, carbonado thou the old rogue my father.
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo] Whilst you slice into collops the rusty gammon his man there.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo, to Avero] No money? Can taverns stand without ‘anon, anon’? fiddlers live without scraping? taffeta girls look plump without pampering? If you will not lard me with money, Give me a ship, furnish me to sea.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
To have thee hanged for piracy?
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo] Trim, tram, hang master, hang man!
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Then send me to the West Indies, buy me some office there.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
To have thy throat cut for thy quarrelling?
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Else send me and my ningle Hialdo to the wars.
 

SANCHO
[as Hialdo] A match! We’ll fight dog, fight bear.
 

Enter Antonio
[as Hernando]
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
O dear Hernando, welcome! — Clap wings to your heels,
And pray my worthy friends bestow upon me
Their present visitation. — [Exeunt Soto and Sancho]
 

ANTONIO
[as Hernando]
Lorenzo, see the anger of a father:
Although it be as loud and quick as thunder,
Yet ’tis done instantly. Cast off thy wildness.
 

FATHER
[as Avero, to Lorenzo]
Be mine, be mine — for I to call thee home
Have (with my honoured friend here, Don Hernando)
Provided thee a wife.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] A wife! Is she handsome? Is she rich? Is she fair? Is she witty? Is she honest? — Hang honesty! — Has she a sweet face, cherry cheek, strawberry lip, white skin, dainty eye, pretty foot, delicate legs? — as there’s a girl now.
 

ANTONIO
[as Hernando]
It is a creature both for birth and fortunes,
And for most excellent graces of the mind,
Few like her are in Spain.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] When shall I see her?
Now, father, pray take your curse off.
 

FATHER
[as Avero] I do. The lady
Lives from Madrid very near fourteen leagues,
But thou shalt see her picture.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] That, that! Most ladies in these days are but very fine pictures.
 

Enter Carlo, Don Juan, Eugenia, Preciosa, Christiana
[as friends of Avero], Sancho and Soto
[as Hialdo and Lollio]
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
Ladies, to you first, welcome. — My lords (Alonzo,
And you, worthy marquis), thanks for these honours. — 
Away, you! [Exeunt Sancho and Soto]
To th’ cause now of this meeting. My son Lorenzo
(Whose wildness you all know) comes now to th’ lure,
Sits gently, has called home his wandering thoughts,
And now will marry.
 

PRECIOSA
A good wife fate send him!
 

EUGENIA
One staid may settle him.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo, to Avero]
Fly to the mark, sir.
Show me the wench, or her face, or any thing
I may know ’tis a woman fit for me.
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
She is not here herself, but here’s her picture.
[He draws the curtain, and shows] a picture
 

FERNANDO
My lord de Carcamo, pray, observe this.
 

FRANCISCO
I do, attentively. — Don Pedro, mark it.
 

Enter Soto
 

SOTO
[aside to Juan]
If you ha’ done your part, yonder’s a wench
Would ha’ a bout with you. Exit
 

JUAN
[aside] Me? Exit
 

DIEGO
[aside] A wench? Exit
 

FATHER
[as Avero, to Lorenzo]
Why stand you staring at it? How do you like her?
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo]
Are you in earnest?
 

FATHER
[as Avero] Marry, sir, in earnest.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo]
‘Snails, I am not so hungry after flesh
To make the devil a cuckold.
 

ANTONIO
[as Hernando]
Look not upon the face, but on the goodness
That dwells within her.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Set Are on the tenement!
 

FATHER
[as Avero] She’s rich; nobly descended.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Did ever nobility look so scurvily?
 

FATHER
[as Avero]
I’m sunk in fortunes; she may raise us both.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Sink, let her, to her grannam! Marry a witch? Have you fetched a wife for me out of Lapland?
An old midwife in a velvet hat were a goddess to this.
That, a red lip?
 

PRECIOSA
There’s a red nose.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] That, a yellow hair?
 

EUGENIA
Why, her teeth may be yellow.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] Where’s the full eye?
 

CHRISTIANA
She has full blubber cheeks.
 

FATHER
[as Avero, to Lorenzo]
Set up thy rest: her marriest thou, or none.
 

RODERIGO
[as Lorenzo] None then: were all the water in the world one sea, all kingdoms one mountain, I would climb on all four up to the top of that hill, and headlong hurl myself into that abyss of waves, ere I would touch the skin of such rough haberdine — foh! The breath of her picture stinks hither. A noise within. Enter Don Juan, Diego [bleeding],
Cardochia, Sancho, and Soto, [all] in a hurry
 

FERNANDO
What tumult’s this?
 

SANCHO and SOTO
Murder, murder, murder! One of our
Gypsies is in danger of hanging, hanging!
 

PEDRO
Who is hurt?
 

DIEGO
’Tis I, my lord, stabbed by this Gypsy.
 

JUAN
He struck me first, and I’ll not take a blow
From any Spaniard breathing.
 

PEDRO
Are you so brave?
 

FERNANDO
[to Gypsies]
Break up your play. — Lock all the doors.
 

DIEGO
I faint, my lord.
 

FRANCISCO
Have him to a surgeon. — [Exeunt some with Diego]
How fell they out?
 

CARDOCHIA
Faith, my good lord, these Gypsies when they lodged
At my house, I’d a jewel from my pocket
Stolen by this villain.
 

JUAN
’Tis most false, my lords.
Her own hands gave it me.
 

PRECIOSA
She that calls him villain,
Or says he stole — 
 

FERNANDO
Hoyday! We hear your scolding.
 

CARDOCHIA
And the hurt gentleman, finding it in his bosom,
For that he stabbed him.
 

FERNANDO
Hence with all the Gypsies!
 

PEDRO
Ruffians and thieves — to prison with ‘em all!
 

FATHER
My lord, we’ll leave engagements, in plate and money,
For all our safe forthcomings. Punish not all
For one’s offence. We’ll prove ourselves no thieves.
 

SANCHO
[aside] O Soto, I make buttons!
 

SOTO
[aside] Would I could make some, and leave this trade!
 

FERNANDO
Iron him then, let the rest go free. — But stir not one foot
Out of Madrid. Bring you in your witness.
[Exeunt at one door Don Juan to prison, and at another door the old Father of the Gypsies, Antonio, Carlo, Eugenia, Preciosa, Christiana]
 

SOTO
[aside to Sancho] Prick him with a pin, or pinch him by the elbow — anything.
 

SANCHO
My lord Don Pedro, I am your ward. We have spent a little money to get a horrible deal of wit, and now I am weary on’t.
 

PEDRO
My runaways turned jugglers, fortune-tellers?
 

SOTO
No great fortunes.
 

FERNANDO
To prison with ‘em both! A gentleman, play the ass?
 

SANCHO
If all gentlemen that play the ass should to prison, you must widen your jails. — Come, Soto, I scorn to beg.
Set thy foot to mine, and kick at shackles.
 

FERNANDO
So, so — away with ‘em!
 

SOTO
Send all our company after, and we’ll play there, and be as merry as you here.
Exeunt [Sancho and Soto to prison]
 

FERNANDO
Our comedy turned tragical! — Please you, lords, walk.
This actor here and I must change a word,
And I come to you.
 

OMNES
Well, my lord, your pleasure.
Exeunt. [Manent Fernando and Roderigo]
 

FERNANDO
Why? Couldst thou think in any base disguise
To blind my sight? Fathers have eagles’ eyes.
But pray, sir, why was this done? Why, when I thought you
Fast locked in Salamanca at your study,
Leaped you into a Gypsy?
 

RODERIGO
Sir, with your pardon,
I shall (at lit time) to you show cause for all.
 

FERNANDO
Meantime, sir, you have got a trade to live by.
Best to turn player. An excellent ruffian, ha!
But know, sir, when I’d found you out, I gave you
This project of set purpose. ’Tis all myself;
What the old Gypsy spoke must be my language.
Nothing are left me but my offices
And thin-faced honours — and this very creature,
By you so scorned, must raise me by your marrying her.
 

RODERIGO
You would not build your glory on my ruins?
 

FERNANDO
Marry, the rascal has belied the lady;
She is not half so bad. All’s one; she’s rich.
 

RODERIGO
O, will you sell the joys of my full youth
To dunghill muck? Seek out some wretch’s daughter,
Whose soul is lost for gold then. You’re more noble
Than t’have your son, the top-branch of your house,
Grow in a heap of rubbish. I must marry a thing
I shall be ashamed to own, ashamed to bring her
Before a sunbeam.
 

FERNANDO
I cannot help it, sir.
Resolve upon’t, and do’t.
 

RODERIGO
And do’t? And die!
Is there no face in Spain for you to pick out
But one to fright me? When you sat the play here,
There was a beauty, to be lord of which
I would against an army throw defiance.
 

FERNANDO
She? Alas!
 

RODERIGO
How? She! — at every hair of hers
There hangs a very angel. This! — I’m ready
To drop down looking at it. Sir, I beseech you:
[He kneels]
Bury me in this earth (on which I’m humbled
To beg your blessing on me) for a Gypsy,
Rather than — O, I know not what to term it!
Pray, what is that young pensive piece of beauty?
Your voice for her: I eyed her all the scene.
 

FERNANDO
I saw you did.
 

RODERIGO
Methought ’twas a sweet creature.
 

FERNANDO
Well, though my present state stands now on ice,
I’ll let it crack and fall, rather than bar thee
Of thy content. This lady shall go by then.
 

RODERIGO
Hang let her there, or anywhere!
 

FERNANDO
That young lannard
Whom you have such a mind to, if you can whistle her
To come to fist, make trial; play the young falconer.
I will nor mar your marriage, nor yet make.
Beauty, no wealth; wealth, ugliness — which you will, take.
 

RODERIGO
I thank you, sir. [Exit Fernando]
Put on your mask, good madam:
The sun will spoil your face else.
[He closes the curtain on the picture.]
Exit
 




Act V.
 

Enter Fernando, Pedro, Roderigo, Clara
[in a bridal gown] and Maria, as from church,
[passing]
over the stage:
[as the others exeunt] Fernando stays Roderigo
 

FERNANDO
Thou hast now the wife of thy desires.
 

RODERIGO
Sir, I have — 
And in her every blessing that makes life
Loath to be parted with.
 

FERNANDO
Noble she is,
And fair; has (to enrich her blood and beauty)
Plenty of wit, discourse, behaviour, carriage.
 

RODERIGO
I owe you duty for a double birth,
Being in this happiness begot again — 
Without which I had been a man of wretchedness.
 

FERNANDO
Then henceforth, boy, learn to obey thy fate.
’Tis fall’n upon thee; know it, and embrace it.
Thy wife’s a wanton.
 

RODERIGO
A wanton?
 

FERNANDO
Examine through the progress of thy youth
What capital sin, what great one ’tis — for ’tis
A great one — thou’st committed.
 

RODERIGO
I, a great one!
 

FERNANDO
Else heaven is not so wrathful to pour on thee
A misery so full of bitterness.
I am thy father; think on’t, and be just.
Come, do not dally.
 

RODERIGO
Pray, my lord — 
 

FERNANDO
Fool, ‘twere
Impossible that justice should rain down
In such a frightful horror without cause.
Sir, I will know it. Rather blush thou didst
An act thou dar’st not name, than that it has
A name to be known by.
 

RODERIGO
Turn from me then,
And as my guilt sighs out this monster — rape — 
O, do not lend an ear!
 

FERNANDO
Rape? Fearful!
 

RODERIGO
Hence,
Hence springs my due reward.
 

FERNANDO
Thou’rt none of mine — 
Or if thou be’st, thou dost belie the stamp
Of thy nativity.
 

RODERIGO
Forgive me!
 

FERNANDO
Had she
(Poor wronged soul, whoe’er she was) no friend,
Nor father, to revenge? Had she no tongue
To roar her injuries?
 

RODERIGO
Alas, I know her not.
 

FERNANDO
Peace! Thou wilt blaze a sin beyond all precedent.
Young man, thou shouldst have married her; the devil
Of lust that riots in thy eye should there
Have let fall love and pity, not on this stranger
Whom thou hast doted on.
 

RODERIGO
O, had I married her,
I had been then the happiest man alive!
 

Enter Clara, Maria, and Pedro, from behind the arras
 

CLARA
As I the happiest woman, being married.
Look on me, sir.
 

PEDRO
[to Roderigo]
You shall not find a change
So full of fears as your most noble father,
In his wise trial, urged.
 

MARIA
[to Roderigo] Indeed you shall not,
The forfeit of her shame shall be her pawn.
 

RODERIGO
Why, pray, d’ye mock my sorrows? Now, O now,
My horrors flow about me!
 

FERNANDO
No, thy comforts,
Thy blessings, Roderigo.
 

CLARA
[showing the crucifix to Roderigo]
By this crucifix
You may remember me.
 

RODERIGO
Ha! Art thou
That lady wronged?
 

CLARA
I was, but now am I
Righted in noble satisfaction.
 

RODERIGO
How can I turn mine eyes, and not behold
On every side my shame?
 

FERNANDO
No more. Hereafter
We shall have time to talk at large of all.
Love her that’s now thine own; do, Roderigo.
She’s far from what I charactered.
 

CLARA
[to Roderigo] My care
Shall live about me to deserve your love.
 

RODERIGO
Excellent Clara!
[They embrace]
Fathers both, and mother,
I will redeem my fault.
 

FERNANDO, PEDRO, and MARIA
Our blessings dwell on ye!
 

Enter Luis and Francisco
 

LUIS
Married to Roderigo?
 

FRANCISCO
Judge yourself:
See where they are. Exit
 

LUIS
[to Clara] Is this your husband, lady?
 

CLARA
He is, sir. Heaven’s great hand, that on record
Fore-points the equal union of all hearts,
Long since decreed what this day hath been perfected.
 

LUIS
’Tis well then. I am free, it seems.
 

CLARA
Make smooth,
My lord, those clouds, which on your brow deliver
Emblems of storm. I will (as far as honour
May privilege) deserve a noble friendship,
As you from me deserve a worthy memory.
 

LUIS
Your husband, faith, has proved himself a friend
Trusty and tried; he’s welcome, I may say,
From th’university.
 

RODERIGO
To a new school
Of happy knowledge, Luis.
 

LUIS
Sir, I am
Not so poor-spirited to put this injury up.
The best blood flows within you is the price.
 

RODERIGO
Luis, for this time calm your anger,
And if I do not give you noble satisfaction,
Call me to what account you please.
 

LUIS
So, so. — 
[To Fernando] I come for justice t’ye, and you shall grant it.
 

FERNANDO
Shall and will.
 

LUIS
With speed, too:
My poor friend bleeds the whiles.
 

FERNANDO
You shall yourself,
Before we part, receive the satisfaction
You come for. — Who attends?
 

SERVANTS
(within) My lord?
 

FERNANDO
The prisoner!
 

SERVANTS
(within)
He attends your lordship’s pleasure.
 

Enter Preciosa, Eugenia, and the old Father of the
Gypsies
 

LUIS
What would this girl? — 
Foh, no tricks! Get you to your cabin, hussy;
We have no ear for ballads.
 

FERNANDO
Take her away.
 

CLARA
A wondrous lovely creature!
 

PRECIOSA
Noble gentlemen,
If a poor maid’s (a Gypsy-virgin’s) tears
May soften the hard edge of angry justice,
Then grant me gracious hearing. As you’re merciful,
I beg my husband’s life!
 

FERNANDO
Thy husband’s, little one?
 

PRECIOSA
Gentle sir, our plighted troths are chronicled
In that white book above, which notes the secrets
Of every thought and heart. He is my husband;
I am his wife.
 

LUIS
Rather his whore.
 

PRECIOSA
Now, trust me,
You’re no good man to say so. I am honest;
‘Deed, la, I am — a poor soul, that deserves not
Such a bad word. Were you a better man
Than you are, you do me wrong.
 

LUIS
The toy grows angry!
 

CLARA
[to Roderigo]
And it becomes her sweetly. Troth, my lord,
I pity her.
 

RODERIGO
I thank you, sweet.
 

LUIS
[to Preciosa] Your husband,
You’ll say, is no thief — 
 

PRECIOSA
Upon my conscience,
He is not.
 

LUIS
Dares not strike a man — 
 

PRECIOSA
Unworthily,
He dares not; but if trod upon, a worm
Will turn again.
 

LUIS
That turning turns your worm
Off from the ladder, minion.
You might (without a partial judgement) look into
A woman’s lust and malice.
 

CARDOCHIA
My good lords,
What I have articled against this fellow,
I justify for truth.
 

JUAN
On then, no more.
This being true she says, I have deserved
To die.
 

FERNANDO
We sit not here to bandy words,
But minister the law, and that condemns thee
For theft unto the gallows.
 

PRECIOSA
O my misery!
Are you all marble-breasted? Are your bosoms
Hooped round with steel? To cast away a man
More worthy life and honours than a thousand
Of such as only pray unto the shadow
Of abused greatness!
 

JUAN
’Tis in vain to storm.
My fate is here determined.
 

PRECIOSA
Lost creature,
Art thou grown dull too? Is my love so cheap
That thou court’st thy destruction ‘cause I love thee? — 
My lords, my lords! — Speak, Andrew, prithee, now,
Be not so cruel to thyself and me.
One word of thine will do’t.
 

FERNANDO
Away with him!
Tomorrow is his day of execution.
 

JUAN
Even when you will.
 

PRECIOSA
Stay, man, thou shalt not go;
Here are more women yet. — Sweet madam, speak.
You, lady, you methinks should have some feeling
Of tenderness; you may be touched as I am.
Troth, were’t your cause, I’d weep with you, and join
In earnest suit for one you held so dear.
 

CLARA
[to Roderigo]
My lord, pray speak in his behalf.
 

RODERIGO
I would,
But dare not; ’tis a fault so clear and manifest.
 

LUIS
Back with him to his dungeon!
 

JUAN
Heaven can tell
I sorrow not to die, but to leave her
Who whiles I live is my life’s comforter.
 

CARDOCHIA
[aside] Now shall I be revenged!
[Exeunt Don Juan, Diego, and Cardochia]
 

PRECIOSA
Sir, I hope
You’re not his judge; you are too young, too choleric,
Too passionate. The poise of life or death
Requires a much more grave consideration
Than your years warrant. Here sit they, like gods,
Upon whose heads the reverend badge of time
Hath sealed the proof of wisdom; to these oracles
Of riper judgement, lower in my heart
[She kneels]
Than on my knees, I offer up my suit,
My lawful suit, which begs they would be gentle
To their own fames, their own immortal stories.
O, do not think, my lords, compassion thrown
On a base low estate, on humble people,
Less meritorious than if you had favoured
The faults of great men (and indeed great men
Have oftentimes great faults). He whom I plead for
Is free; the soul of innocence itself
Is not more white. Will you pity him?
I see it in your eyes. ’Tis a sweet sunbeam;
Let it shine out — and to adorn your praise,
The prayers of the poor shall crown your days
(And theirs are sometimes heard).
 

FERNANDO
Beshrew the girl,
She has almost melted me to tears!
Luis Hence, trifler! — Call in my friend!
 

Enter Don Juan [in irons], Diego, and Cardochia
[To Diego] What hope of ease?
 

DIEGO
Good hope, but still I smart;
The worst is in my pain.
 

LUIS
The price is high
Shall buy thy vengeance. To receive a wound
By a base villain’s hand, it mads me.
 

JUAN
Men subject to th’extremity of law
Should carry peace about ‘em to their graves;
Else, were you nobler than the blood you boast of
Could any way (my lord) derive you, know
I would return sharp answer to your slanders.
But it suffices, I am none of aught
Your rage misterms me.
 

LUIS
None of ‘em? No rascal?
 

JUAN
No rascal.
 

LUIS
Nor no thief?
 

JUAN
Ask her that’s my accuser. Could your eyes
Pierce through the secrets of her foul desires,
 

PRECIOSA
O me unhappy!
[She swoons]
 

FERNANDO
See, the girl falls!
Some one look to her.
 

CLARA
‘Las, poor maid!
 

EUGENIA
Preciosa! — 
She does recover. Mine honourable lord — 
 

FERNANDO
In vain, what is’t?
 

EUGENIA
Be pleased to give me private audience;
I will discover something shall advantage
The noblest of this land.
 

FERNANDO
Well, I will hear thee.
Bring in the girl. Exeunt. [Father stays Luis]
 

LUIS
Aught with me? What is’t?
I care not for thy company, old ruffian.
Rascal, art impudent?
 

FATHER
TO beg your service.
 

LUIS
Hang yourself!
 

FATHER
By your father’s soul, sir, hear me!
 

LUIS
Dispatch.
 

FATHER
First promise me you’ll get reprieve
For the condemned man, and by my art
I’ll make you master of what your heart on earth
Can wish for or desire.
 

LUIS
Thou li’st; thou canst not.
 

FATHER
Try me.
 

LUIS
Do that, and then (as I am noble)
I will not only give thy friend his life
But royally reward thee, love thee ever.
 

FATHER
I take your word. What would you?
 

LUIS
If thou mock’st me,
‘Twere better thou wert damned.
 

FATHER
Sir, I am resolute.
 

LUIS
Resolve me, then, whether the Count Alvarez,
Who slew my father, be alive or dead?
 

FATHER
Is this the mighty matter? The count lives.
 

LUIS
How?
 

FATHER
The count lives.
 

LUIS
O fate! Now tell me where,
And be my better genius.
 

FATHER
I can do’t.
In Spain a lives; more, not far from Madrid — 
But in disguise, much altered.
 

LUIS
Wonderful scholar!
Miracle of artists! Alvarez living?
And near Madrid too? Now, for heaven’s sake, where?
That’s all, and I am thine.
 

FATHER
Walk off, my lord,
To the next field; you shall know all.
 

LUIS
Apace, then!
I listen to thee with a greedy ear.
The miserable and the fortunate
Are alike in this, they cannot change their fate.
Exeunt at one door.
 

Enter [the old Father and Luis] presently at the other [door]
 

FATHER
Good, good: you would fain kill him, and revenge
Your father’s death?
 

LUIS
I would.
 

FATHER
Bravely, or scurvily?
 

LUIS
Not basely, for the world!
 

FATHER
We are secure.
[He discovers] two swords
Young Luis, two more trusty blades than these
Spain has not in her armory. With this,
Alvarez slew thy father; and this other
Was that the king of France wore when great Charles
In a set battle took him prisoner.
Both I resign to thee.
 

LUIS
This is a new mystery.
 

FATHER
Now see this naked bosom. Turn the points
Of either on this bulwark, if thou covet’st
(Out of a sprightly youth and manly thirst
Of vengeance) blood; if blood be thy ambition,
Then call to mind the fatal blow that struck
De Castro, thy brave father, to his grave.
Remember who it was that gave that blow,
His enemy Alvarez: hear, and be sudden.
Behold Alvarez.
 

LUIS
Death, I am deluded!
 

FATHER
Thou art incredulous. As fate is certain,
I am the man.
 

LUIS
Thou, that butcher?
 

FATHER
Tremble not, young man. Trust me, I have wept
Religiously to wash off from my conscience
The stain of my offence. Twelve years and more,
Like to a restless pilgrim I have run
From foreign lands to lands to find out death.
I’m weary of my life. Give me a sword.
That thou mayst know with what a perfect zeal
I honour old De Castro’s memory,
I’ll fight with thee; I would not have thy hand
Dipped in a wilful murder. I could wish
For one hour’s space I could pluck back from time
But thirty of my years, that in my fall
Thou might’st deserve report. Now if thou conquer’st,
Thou canst not triumph; I’m half dead already.
Yet I’ll not start a foot.
 

LUIS
Breathes there a spirit
In such a heap of age?
 

FATHER
O , that I had
A son of equal growth with thee, to tug
For reputation! By thy father’s ashes,
I would not kill thee for another Spain.
Yet now I’ll do my best. Thou art amazed;
Come on.
 

LUIS
Twelve tedious winters’ banishment — 
’Twas a long time.
 

FATHER
Could they redeem thy father?
Would every age had been twelve ages, Luis,
And I for penance every age a-dying!
But ’tis too late to wish.
 

LUIS
I am o’ercome.
Your nobleness hath conquered me. Here ends
All strife between our families, and henceforth
Acknowledge me for yours.
 

FATHER
O , thou reviv’st
Fresh horrors to my fact — for in thy gentleness
I see my sin anew.
 

LUIS
Our peace is made.
Your life shall be my care. ‘Twill be glad news
To all our noble friends.
 

FATHER
Since heaven will have it so,
I thank thee, glorious majesty! My son — 
For I will call thee son — ere the next morrow
Salute the world, thou shalt know stranger mysteries.
 

LUIS
I have enough to feed on. Sir, I’ll follow ye. Exeunt
 

Enter Eugenia, Fernando, and Preciosa
 

FERNANDO
Don Juan, son to the count of Carcamo?
 

EUGENIA
Is this,
My lord, so strange?
 

FERNANDO
Beauty in youth, and wit
To set it forth, I see, transforms the best
Into what shape love fancies.
 

PRECIOSA
Will you yet
Give me my husband’s life?
 

FERNANDO
Why, little one,
He is not married to thee.
 

PRECIOSA
In his faith
He is — and faith and troth I hope bind faster
Than any other ceremonies can.
Do they not, pray, my lord?
 

FERNANDO
Yes, where the parties
Pledged are not too unequal in degree,
As he and thou art.
 

PRECIOSA
This is new divinity.
 

EUGENIA
My lord, behold this child well. In her face
You may observe, by curious insight, something
More than belongs to every common birth.
 

FERNANDO
True, ’tis a pretty child.
 

EUGENIA
The glass of misery
Is (after many a change of desperate fortune)
At length run out. You had a daughter,
Called Constanza.
 

FERNANDO
Ha!
 

EUGENIA
A sister, Guiomare,
Wife to the Count Alvarez.
 

FERNANDO
Peace, O, peace!
 

EUGENIA
And to that sister’s charge you did commit
Your infant daughter — in whose birth your wife,
Her mother, died.
 

FERNANDO
Woman, thou art too cruel!
 

PRECIOSA
What d’ye mean, grannam? ‘Las, the nobleman
Grows angry!
 

FERNANDO
Not I, indeed I do not. — 
But why d’ye use me thus?
 

EUGENIA
Your child and sister,
As you supposed, were drowned.
 

FERNANDO
Drowned, talking creature!
‘Supposed’?
 

EUGENIA
They live. Fernando, from my hand,
Thy sister’s hand, receive thine own Constanza,
The sweetest, best child living.
 

PRECIOSA
Do you mock me?
 

FERNANDO
Torment me on — yet more, more yet, and spare not.
Woman, take heed thou trifle not.
My heart is now a-breaking, now!
 

EUGENIA
O brother,
Am I so far removed off from your memory
As that you will not know me? I expected
An other welcome home. Look on this casket,
[She shows]
a casket
The legacy your lady left her daughter
When to her son she gave her crucifix.
 

FERNANDO
Right, right, I know ye now.
 

EUGENIA
In all my sorrows,
My comfort has been here; she should be yours,
Because born yours. — Constanza, kneel, sweet child,
To thy old father.
 

PRECIOSA
[kneeling]
How? my father?
 

FERNANDO
Let not
Extremity of joys ravish life from me
Too soon, heaven, I beseech thee! — Thou art my sister,
My sister Guiomare. How have mine eyes
Been darkened ail this while. ’Tis she!
 

EUGENIA
’Tis, brother — 
And this Constanza, now no more a stranger,
No ‘Preciosa’ henceforth.
 

FERNANDO
My soul’s treasure,
Live to an age of goodness, and so thrive
In all thy ways that thou mayst die to live!
 

PRECIOSA
But must I call you father?
 

FERNANDO
Thou wilt rob me else
Of that felicity,; for whose sake only
I am ambitious of being young again.
Rise, rise, mine own Constanza!
 

PRECIOSA
[rising] ’Tis a new name,
But ’tis a pretty one. I may be bold
To make a suit t’ye?
 

FERNANDO
Anything.
 

PRECIOSA
O father,
An if you be my father, think upon
Don ]uan, my husband. Without him, alas,
I can be nothing!
 

FERNANDO
As I without thee;
Let me alone, Constanza. — Tell me, tell me,
Lives yet Alvarez?
 

EUGENIA
In your house.
 

FERNANDO
Enough.
Cloy me not; let me by degrees digest
My joys. — Within! My lords! Francisco, Pedro!
 

Enter Francisco, Pedro, Maria, Roderigo, Clara
Come ail at once! I have a world within me.
I am not mortal sure, I am not mortal. — 
My honourable lords, partake my blessings.
Count Alvarez lives, here in my house;
Your son, my lord Francisco, Don Juan, is
The condemned man, falsely accused of theft;
This, my lord Pedro, is my sister Guiomare;
Madam, this is Constanza, mine own child,
And I’m a wondrous merry man. — Without!
The prisoner!
 

Enter the old Father (Alvarez), Luis, Don Juan,
Diego, Sancho, Soto, and Cardochia
 

LUIS
Here, free, and acquitted
By her whose folly drew her to this error — 
And she for satisfaction is assured
To my wronged friend.
 

CARDOCHIA
I crave your pardons.
He whose I am speaks for me.
 

DIEGO
We both beg it.
 

FERNANDO
Excellent, admirable! — My dear brother!
[Fernando and the old Father Alvarez embrace]
 

FATHER
Never a happy man till now. Young Luis
And I are reconciled.
 

LUIS
For ever, faithfully,
Religiously.
 

OMNES
[to Alvarez]
My noble lord, most welcome!
 

FATHER
To all my heart pays what it owes, due thanks. — 
[To Luis] Most, most, brave youth, to thee!
 

JUAN
I all this while
Stand but a looker-on, and though my father
May justly tax the violence of my passions,
Yet if this lady (lady of my life)
Must be denied, let me be as I was,
And die betimes.
 

PRECIOSA
[to Fernando]
You promised me — 
 

FERNANDO
I did. — 
My lord of Carcamo, you see their hearts
Are joined already; so let our consents
To this wished marriage.
 

FRANCISCO
[to Juan] I forgive thine errors.
Give me thy hand.
 

FERNANDO
[to Preciosa]
Me, thine. — But wilt thou love
My daughter, my Constanza?
 

JUAN
AS my bliss.
 

PRECIOSA
[to Juan]
I thee as life, youth, beauty, anything
That makes life comfortable.
 

FERNANDO
(joining their hands]
Live together
One, ever one!
 

OMNES
And heaven crown your happiness!
 

PEDRO
[to Sancho] Now, sir, how like you a prison?
 

SANCHO
As gallants do a tavern, being stopped for a reckoning: scurvily.
 

SOTO
Though you caged us up never so close, we sung like cuckoos.
 

FERNANDO
Well, well, you are yourself now.
 

SANCHO
Myself? — Am I out of my wits, Soto?
 

FERNANDO
Here now are none but honourable friends.
Will you, to give a farewell to the life
You’ve led as Gypsies — these being now found none,
But noble in their births, altered in fortunes — 
Give it a merry shaking by the hand,
And cry adieu to folly?
 

SANCHO
We’ll shake our hands and our heels, if you’ll give us leave.
A dance
 

FERNANDO
On, brides and bridegrooms! To your Spanish feasts
Invite with bent knees all these noble guests. Exeunt
 




A GAME AT CHESS
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AS IT WAS ACTED NINE DAYS TOGETHER BY THE KING’S MEN AT THE GLOBE ON THE BANKSIDE
 

This comic satirical play was first staged in August 1624 by the King’s Men at the Globe Theatre and is notable for its political content. On the surface, the drama appears to concern a chess match, containing a genuine chess opening: the Queen’s Gambit Declined. Instead of personal names, the characters are known as the White Knight, the Black King, etc. However, the play is an allegory for the stormy relationship between Spain (the black pieces) and England (the white pieces). King James I of England is the White King; King Philip IV of Spain is the Black King. In particular, the play dramatises the struggle of negotiations over the proposed marriage of Prince Charles with the Spanish princess, the Infanta Maria. A Game at Chess focuses on the journey by Prince Charles (the White Knight) and George Villiers, 1st Duke of Buckingham (the White Duke, or rook) to Madrid in 1623.

Among the secondary targets of the satire was the former Archbishop of Split, Marco Antonio de Dominis, who is caricatured as the Fat Bishop (played by William Rowley). De Dominis was a famous turncoat of his day, who had left the Roman Catholic Church to join the Anglican Church and then returned to Rome again. The traitorous White King’s Pawn is a composite of several figures, including Lionel Cranfield, 1st Earl of Middlesex, a former Lord Treasurer who was impeached before the House of Lords in April 1624.

The former Spanish ambassador to London, Diego Sarmiento de Acuña, conde de Gondomar is blatantly caricatured in the play as the Machiavellian Black Knight. Reportedly, the King’s Men went so far as to buy discarded items of Gondomar’s wardrobe for the role. His successor recognised the satire and complained to King James. His description of the crowd’s reaction to the play yields a vivid picture of the scene: “There was such merriment, hubbub and applause that even if I had been many leagues away it would not have been possible for me not to have taken notice of it.”

The play was banned after nine performances, though not before it had become a huge commercial success. The Privy Council opened a prosecution against the actors and Middleton on 18 August, as at that time it was illegal to portray any modern Christian king on the stage. The Globe Theatre was shut down by the prosecution, though Middleton was able to acquit himself by showing that the play had been passed by the Master of the Revels, Sir Henry Herbert. Nevertheless, any further performance of the play was forbidden and Middleton and the actors were reprimanded and fined. After this, Middleton never wrote another play.

The Prologue explains that the forthcoming stage play will be based on a game of chess, with chess pieces representing men and states. In the end, he says, “checkmate will be given to virtue’s foes.” In the Induction, the Ghost of Ignatius Loyola (founder of the Jesuit Order) expresses surprise at finding a rare corner of the world (England) where his order (the Catholic Church) has not been established. His servant, Error (a personification of deviance), who has been sleeping at Ignatius’ feet, wakes up and declares that he has been dreaming of a game of chess where “our side” — the Blacks/Catholics — was set against the Whites/English. Ignatius says that he wants to see the dream so he can observe his side’s progress. The “pieces” (actors dressed as chess pieces) enter. Ignatius expresses contempt for his own followers and says that his true aim is to rule the entire world all by himself.

A Game at Chess survives in nine different texts, each of which has its own unique characteristics. The drama is unique in that it exists in more seventeenth century manuscripts than it does printed editions (six extant manuscripts compared to three printed editions). Of the manuscripts, one is an authorial holograph, and three are the work of Ralph Crane, the professional scribe that worked for the King’s Men.
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Title page of the first printed edition, depicting the Fat Bishop saying “Keep your distance” and the Black Knight tempting him with “A letter from his holiness”. The characters’ faces are caricatures of de Dominis and Gondomar.
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Markantun de Dominis, the model for the Fat Bishop
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Diego Sarmiento de Acuña, Count of Gondomar




Dramatis Personæ
 

The play takes place on a chessboard.

 

WHITE KING JAMES (James I of England)

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR (Black Queen’s Knight)

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN (Black Queen’s Bishop’s Pawn)

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO (White King’s Bishop)

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER (Black Queen’s Knight’s Pawn)

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES (White Queen’s Knight)

GHOST OF SAINT IGNATIUS LOYOLA

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP (Black Queen’s Bishop)

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM (White Queen’s Duke)

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA

WHITE BISHOP’S GELDED PAWN

WHITE KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN

WHITE BISHOP OF CANTERBURY (White Queen’s Bishop)

ERROR

BLACK QUEEN MARIA

BLACK KING FELIPE




Prologue
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES (Black Queen’s Duke), dark-skinned
Spanish Catholic, court favourite (and lover) of Black
King Felipe
 

BLACK PAWN, a servant in the Black House
 

FAT BISHOP’S PAWN (White King’s Bishop’s Pawn), a servant in the White House
Dancing Statues]
 

For my dear coming, to make way for me),
Let every petty martyr, and saint homily,
Roch, Maine, and Petronill (itch- and ague-curers),
Your Abbess Aldegund, and Cunigund,
The widow Marcell, parson Polycarp,
Cic’ly and Urs’ly, all take place of me,
And but for the bissextile, or leap year — 
And that’s but one in three — I fall by chance
Into the nine-and-twenti’th day of February.
There were no room else for me. See their love,
Their conscience too, to thrust me, a lame soldier,
Into leap year. My wrath’s up, and methinks
I could with the first syllable of my name
Blow up their colleges. — Up, Error, wake!
Father of supererogation, rise!
It is Ignatius calls thee: Loyola.
 

ERROR
What have you done? O I could sleep in ignorance
Immortally, the slumber is so pleasing.
I saw the bravest setting for a game now
That ever my eye fixed on.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
‘Game’? What game?
 

ERROR
The noblest game of all, a game at chess
‘Twixt our side and the White Flouse, the men set
In their just order ready to go to’t.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
Were any of my sons placed for the game?
 

ERROR
Yes, and a daughter too, a secular daughter
That plays the Black Queen’s Pawn, he the Black Bishop’s.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
If ever pow’r could show a mast’ry in thee,
Let it appear in this.
 

ERROR
It’s but a dream,
A vision, you must think.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
I care not what,
So I behold the children of my cunning
And see what rank they keep.
Music. Enter severally the White House and Black
House, as in order of the game
 

ERROR
You have your wish.
Behold, there’s the full number of the game,
Kings and their pawns, queens, bishops, knights and dukes.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
‘Dukes’? They’re called ‘rooks’ by some.
 

ERROR
Corruptively.
Le Roc the word, Custode de la Roche,
The Keeper of the Forts, in whom both kings
Repose much confidence, and for their trust’ sake,
Courage and worth, do well deserve those titles.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
Thy answer’s high. I see my son and daughter.
 

ERROR
Those are two pawns, the Black Queen’s and Black
Bishop’s.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
Pawns argue but poor spirits and slight preferments,
Not worthy of the name of my disciples.
If I had stood so nigh, I would have cut
That Bishop’s throat but I’d have had his place
And told the Queen a love tale in her ear
Would make her best pulse dance. There’s no elixir
Of brain or spirit amongst ‘em.
 

ERROR
Why, would you have ‘em play against themselves?
That’s quite against the rule of game, Ignatius.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
Push! I would rule myself, not observe rule.
 

ERROR
Why then you’d play a game all by yourself.
 

IGNATIUS LOYOLA
I would do anything to rule alone.
It’s rare to have the world reined in by one.
 

ERROR
See ‘em anon, and mark ‘em in their play.
Observe: as in a dance they glide away.
[Exeunt both houses]
 

IGNATIUS
LOYOLA
O with what longings will this breast be tossed
Until I see this great game won and lost! Exeunt
 




Act I.
 

Enter from the Black House the Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn (a woman-pawn in black), [then] from the White House the Virgin White Queen’s Pawn (a woman-pawn in white)
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN [as to herself]
I ne’er see that face but my pity rises.
When I behold so clear a masterpiece
Of heaven’s art, wrought out of dust and ashes,
And at next thought to give her lost eternally
(In that not ours, but the daughter of heresy),
My soul bleeds at mine eyes.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[aside]
Where should truth speak
If not in such a sorrow? They’re tears plainly.
Beshrew me if she weep not heartily.
What is my peace to her to take such pains in’t?
If I wander to loss and with broad eyes
Yet miss the path she can run blindfold in
(Through often exercise), why should my oversight
(Though in the best game that e’er Christian lost)
Raise the least spring of pity in her eye?
It’s doubtless a great charity, and no virtue
Could win me surer.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
[as to herself]
Blessed things prevail with’t.
If ever goodness made a gracious promise,
It is in yonder look. What little pains
Would build a fort for virtue to all memory
In that sweet creature, were the ground-work firmer.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
It has been all my glory to be firm
In what I have professed.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
That is the enemy
That steals your strength away and lights against you,
Disarms your soul e’en in the heat of battle.
Your firmness that way make you more infirm
For the right Christian conflict. There I spied
A zealous primitive sparkle but now flew
From your devoted eye
Able to blow up all the heresies
That ever sat in council with your spirit,
 

Enter [from the Black House] the Black Bishop’s
Pawn (a Jesuit)
And here comes he whose sanctimonious breath
Can make that spark a flame. List to him, virgin — 
At whose first entrance princes will fall prostrate;
Women are weaker vessels.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
By my penitence,
A comely presentation, and the habit
To admiration reverend.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
But the heart, the heart, lady — 
So meek, that as you see good Charity pictured still
With young ones in her arms, so will he cherish
All his young tractable sweet obedient daughters
E’en in his bosom, in his own dear bosom.
I am myself a secular Jesuitess,
As many ladies are of worth and greatness;
A second sort are Jesuits in voto,
Giving their vow in to the Father General
(That’s the Black Bishop of our House, whose pawn
This gentleman now stands for) to receive
The college habit at his holy pleasure.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
But how are those in voto employed, lady,
Till they receive the habit?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
They’re not idle.
He finds ‘em all true labourers in the vineyard
Of th’universal monarchy, which he
And his disciples principally aim at.
Those are maintained in many courts and palaces
And are induced by noble personages
Into great princes’ services, and prove
Some counsellors of state, some secretaries,
All serving in notes of intelligence
(As parish clerks their mortuary bills)
To th’ Father General. So are designs
Oft times prevented and important secrets
Of state discovered, yet no author found,
But those suspected oft that are most sound.
[Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn gestures to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
 — This mystery is too deep yet for your entrance
And I offend to set your zeal so back.
Checked by obedience, with desire to hasten
Your progress to perfection, I commit you
To the great worker’s hands, to whose grave worth
I fit my reverence, as to you my wishes.
[Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn does obeisance to
Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside to Black Queen’s Pawn]
Dost find her supple?
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
[aside to Black Bishop’s Pawn]
There’s a little passage made. Exit
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Let me contemplate,
With holy wonder season my access,
And by degrees approach the sanctuary
Of unmatched beauty set in grace and goodness.
Amongst the daughters of men I have not found
A more catholical aspect. That eye
Does promise single life and meek obedience,
Upon whose lips (the sweet fresh buds of youth)
The holy dew of prayer lies like pearl
Dropped from the op’ning eyelids of the morn
Upon the bashful rose. How beauteously
A gentle fast (not rigorously imposed)
Would look upon that cheek, and how delightfully
The courteous physic of a tender penance
(Whose utmost cruelty should not exceed
The first fear of a bride) to beat down frailty
Would work to sound health your long festered judgement
And make your merit (which, through erring ignorance,
Appears but spotted righteousness to me)
Far clearer than the innocence of infants.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
To that good work I bow, and will become
Obedience’ humblest daughter, since I find
Th’assistance of a sacred strength to aid me,
The labour is as easy to serve virtue
The right way, since it’s she I ever served
In my desire, though I transgressed in judgement.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
It’s easily absolved amongst the rest.
You shall not find the virtue that you serve now
A sharp and cruel mistress. Her ear’s open
To all your supplications. You may boldly
And safely let in the most secret sin
Into her knowledge, which like vanished man
Never returns into the world again.
Fate locks not up more trulier.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
To the guilty
That may appear some benefit.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Who is so innocent
That never stands in need on’t, in some kind?
If every thought were blabbed that’s so confessed,
The very air we breathe would be unblessed.
[Aside] Now to the work indeed, which is to catch
Her inclination. That’s the special use
We make of all our practice in all kingdoms,
For by disclosing their most secret frailties
(Things which, once ours, they must not hide from us;
That’s the first article in the creed we teach ‘em),
Finding to what point their blood most inclines,
Know best to apt them then to our designs. — 
Daughter, the sooner you disperse your errors,
The sooner you make haste to your recovery.
You must part with ‘em. To be nice or modest
Toward this good action is to imitate
The bashfulness of one conceals an ulcer
For the uncomely parts the tumor vexes
Till’t be past cure. Resolve you thus far, lady:
The privat’st thought that runs to hide itself
In the most secret corner of your heart now
Must be of my acquaintance, so familiarly
Never she-friend of your night-counsel nearer.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I stand not much in fear of any action
Guilty of that black time, most noble holiness.
I must confess, as in a sacred temple
Thronged with an auditory, some come rather
To feed on human object than to taste
Of angels’ food;
So in the congregation of quick thoughts
Which are more infinite than such assemblies
I cannot with truth’s safety speak for all.
Some have been wanderers, some fond, some sinful — 
But those found ever but poor entertainment;
They’d small encouragement to come again.
The single life, which strongly I profess now,
Heaven pardon me, I was about to part from.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Then you have passed through love?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
But left no stain
In all my passage, sir, no print of wrong
For the most chaste maid that may trace my footsteps.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
How came you off so clear?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I was discharged
By an inhuman accident, which modesty
Forbids me to put any language to.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
How you forget yourself! All actions
Clad in their proper language, though most sordid,
My ear is bound by duty to let in
And lock up everlastingly. Shall I help you?
‘He was not found to answer his creation.’
A vestal virgin in a slip of prayer
Could not deliver man’s loss modestlier.
’Twas the White Bishop’s Pawn.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
The same, blest sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN [aside]
A Puritan well pickled.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
By base treachery
And violence prepared by his competitor,
The Black Knight’s Pawn, whom I shall ever hate for’t.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
’Twas of revenges the unmanliest way
That ever rival took — a villainy
That, for your sake, I’ll ne’er absolve him of.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I wish it not so heavy.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
He must feel it.
I never yet gave absolution
To any crime of that unmanning nature.
It seems then you refused him for defect.
Therein you stand not pure from the desire
That other women have in ends of marriage.
Pardon my boldness, if I sift your goodness
To the last grain.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I reverence your pains, sir,
And must acknowledge custom to enjoy
What other women challenge and possess
More ruled me than desire, for my desires
Dwell all in ignorance, and I’ll ne’er wish
To know that fond way may redeem them thence.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside]
I never was so taken, beset doubly
Now with her judgement. What a strength it puts forth! — 
I bring work nearer to you. When you’ve seen
A masterpiece of man (composed by heaven
For a great princess’ favour, kingdom’s love,
So exact envy could not find a place
To stick a blot on person or on fame)
Have you not found ambition swell your wish then
And desire stir your blood?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
By virtue, never.
I’ve only in the dignity of the creature
Admired the Maker’s glory.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside]
She’s impregnable.
A second siege must not fall off so tamely.
She’s one of those must be informed to know
A daughter’s duty, which some take untaught;
Her modesty brings her behindhand much.
My old means I must fly to; yes, ’tis it. — 
[He takes a book from his pocket]
Please you peruse this small tract of obedience;
[He gives the book to her]
‘Twill help you forward well.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Sir, that’s a virtue
I’ve ever thought on with especial reverence.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
You will conceive by that my pow’r, your duty.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
The knowledge will be precious of both, sir.
[She reads.] Enter [from the White House] White
Bishop’s Gelded Pawn
 

WHITE
BISHOP’S GELDED PAWN
[aside]
What makes you troubler of all Christian waters
So near that blessed spring? But that I know
Her goodness is the rock from whence it issues
Unmovable as fast, ’twould more afflict me
Than all my suffrings for her — which (so long
As she holds constant to the House she comes of,
The whiteness of the cause, the side, the quality)
Are sacrifices to her worth and virtue,
And (though confined) in my religious joys
I marry her and possess her.
 

Enter [from the Black House] Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder [opposite White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Behold, lady,
The two inhuman enemies: the Black Knight’s Pawn
And the White Bishop’s, the gelder and the gelded.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
There’s my grief, my hate.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
[aside]
What, in the Jesuit’s lingers? By this hand,
I’ll give my part now for a parrot’s feather,
She never returns virtuous. ’Tis impossible.
I’ll undertake more wagers will be laid
Upon a usurer’s return from hell
Than upon hers from him now. Have I been guilty
Of such base malice that my very conscience
Shakes at the memory of it, and when I look
To gather fruit find nothing but the savin tree? — 
Too frequent in nuns’ orchards, and there planted
By all conjecture to destroy fruit rather.
I will be resolved now. [To her] Most noble virgin — 
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Ignoble villain! Dare that unhallowed tongue
Lay hold upon a sound so gracious?
What’s nobleness to thee? or virgin chastity?
They’re not of thy acquaintance. Talk of violence
That shames creation, deeds would make night blush — 
That’s company for thee. Hast thou the impudence
To court me with a leprosy upon thee
Able t’infect the walls of a great building?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[to Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder]
Son of offence, forbear, go, set your evil
Before your eyes. A penitential vesture
Would better become ye, some shirt of hair.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
And you a three-pound smock ‘stead of an alb,
An epicene chasuble. [Aside] This holy felon
Robs safe and close. I feel a sting that’s worse too.
[He turns to the White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn]
White Pawn! Hast so much charity to accept
A reconcilement? Make thy own conditions,
For I begin to be extremely burdened.
 

WHITE BISHOP’S GELDED PAWN
[aside]
No truth or peace of that Black House protested
Is to be trusted; but, for hope of quittance
And warned by diffidence, I may entrap him soonest.
 — I admit conference.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
It is a nobleness
That makes confusion cleave to all my merits.
Exeunt White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn and Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[to Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
That treatise will instruct you fully.
[She reads.] Enter Black Knight Gondomar [from the Black House, behind]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside] So, so,
The business of the universal monarchy
Goes forward well now, the great college pot
That should be always boiling with the fuel
Of all intelligences possible
Thorough the Christian kingdoms. Is this fellow
Our prime incendiary? one of those
That promised the White Kingdom sev’n years since
To our Black House? Put a new daughter to him,
The great work stands;
He minds nor monarchy nor hierarchy
(Diviner principality). I brag less,
But have done more than all the conclave of ‘em,
Take their assistant fathers in all parts,
Yea, and their Father General in, to boot — 
And what I’ve done I’ve done facetiously
With pleasant subtlety and bewitching courtship
Abused all my believers with delight;
They took a comfort to be cozened by me.
To many a soul I’ve let in mortal poison
Whose cheeks have cracked with laughter to receive it.
I could so roll my pills in sugared syllables
And strew such kindly mirth o’er all my mischief,
They took their bane in way of recreation
As pleasure steals corruption into youth. — 
He spies me now. I must uphold his reverence,
Especially in public, though I know
Priapus, guardian of the cherry gardens,
Bacchus’ and Venus’ chit, is not more vicious.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Blessing’s accumulation keep with you, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Honour’s dissimulation be your due, sir.
[He kneels to the Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[aside]
How deep in duty his observance plunges.
His charge must needs be reverend.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN I am confessor
To this Black Knight too. You see devotion’s fruitful;
Sh’as many sons and daughters.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside] I do this the more
T’amaze our adversaries to behold
The reverence we do these guitonens
And to beget a sound opinion
Of holiness in them and zeal in us,
As also to invite the like obedience
In other pucelles by our meek example.
[Exit Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
So, is your trifle vanished?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
‘Trifle’ call you her? It’s a good pawn, sir.
Sure she’s the second pawn of the White House,
And to the op’ning of the game I hold her.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Ay, you hold well for that. I know your play of old:
If there were more Queen’s Pawns you’d ply the game
A great deal harder. Now, sir, we’re in private.
But what for the main work, the great existence,
The hope monarchal?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
It goes on in this.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
You may deny so
A dial’s motion ‘cause you cannot see
The hand move, or a wind that rends the cedar.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Where stops the current of intelligence?
Your Father General, Bishop o’th’ Black House,
Complains for want of work.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Here’s from all parts
Sufficient to employ him. I received
A packet from th’assistant fathers lately;
Look you, there’s Anglica, this Gallica — 
[He gives papers to Black Knight Gondomar]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Ay, marry, sir, there’s some quick flesh in this.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[giving paper] Germanica — 
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
‘Think they’ve sealed this with butter.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[giving paper] Italica, this — 
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
They put their pens the Hebrew way, methinks.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[giving paper]
Hispanica here.
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Hispanica? Blind work, this.
The Jesuit has writ this with juice of lemons sure.
It must be held close to the fire of purgatory
Ere’t can be read.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
You will not lose your jest, knight,
Though’t wounded your own fame.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
In this? I cannot see’t.
 

Enter [from the White House] White King’s Counsellor Pawn
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Curanda pecunia.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Take heed, sir, we’re entrapped. The White King’s
Pawn!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
He’s made our own, man, half in voto yours.
His heart’s in the Black House. Leave him to me.
[Exit Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn]
Most of all friends endeared, preciously special!
 

WHITE KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN
You see my outside, but you know my heart, knight;
Great difference in the colour. There’s some intelligence,
[Gives papers to Black Knight Gondomar]
And as more ripens, so your knowledge still
Shall prove the richer. There shall nothing happen,
Believe it, to extenuate your cause
Or to oppress her friends, but f will strive
To cross it with my counsel, purse and power,
Keep all supplies back both in means and men
That may raise strength against you. We must part.
I dare not longer of this theme discuss;
The ear of state is quick and jeali’ous.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Excellent estimation, thou art valued
Above the fleet of gold that came short home.
Exit White King’s Counsellor Pawn
Poor Jesuit-ridden soul, how art thou fooled
Out of thy faith, from thy allegiance drawn,
Which way soe’er thou tak’st, thou’rt a lost pawn.
Exit
 

Finit Actus Primus
 




Act II.
 

Enter Virgin White Queen’s Pawn [from the White House] with a book in her hand
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
And here again: (reading) ‘it is the daughter’s duty
To obey her confessor’s command in all things
Without exception or expostulation.’
It’s the most general rule that e’er I read of.
Yet when I think how boundless virtue is,
Goodness and grace, it’s gently reconciled,
And then it appears well to have the power
Of the dispenser as uncircumscribed.
 

[She reads silently.] Enter [from the Black House] Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn [apart]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside]
She’s hard upon’t. ’Twas the most modest key
That I could use to open my intents.
What little or no pains goes to some people!
[He finds a paper]
Ha? What have we here? A sealed note. Whence this?
‘To the Black Bishop’s Pawn, these.’ How? to me?
Strange. Who subscribes it? ‘The Black King’? What would he?
[He reads] the letter
‘Pawn! sufficiently holy, but unmeasurably politic. We had late intelligence from our most industrious servant famous in all parts of Europe (our Knight of the Black
House) that you have at this instant in chase the White Queen’s Pawn, and very likely by the carriage of your game to entrap and take her. These are therefore to require you, by the burning affection I bear to the rape of devotion, that speedily upon the surprisal of her by all watchful advantage you make some attempt upon the White Queen’s person, whose fall or prostitution our lust most violently rages for.’
Sir, after my desire has took a julep
For its own inflammation that yet scorches me,
I shall have cooler time to think of yours.
She’s passed the general rule, the large extent
Of our prescriptions for obedience,
And yet with what alacrity of soul
Her eye moves on the letters.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Holy sir,
Too long I’ve missed you. O your absence starves me.
Hasten for time’s redemption, worthy sir,
Lay your commands as thick and fast upon me
As you can speak ‘em. How I thirst to hear ‘em!
Set me to work upon this spacious virtue
Which the poor span of life’s too narrow for, boundless obedience,
The humblest yet the mightiest of all duties,
Well here set down a universal goodness.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside]
By holiness of garment her safe innocence
Has frighted the full meaning from itself.
She’s farther off from understanding now
The language of my intent than at first meeting.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
For virtue’s sake, good sir, command me something.
Make trial of my duty in some small service,
And as you find the faith of my obedience there,
Then trust it with a greater.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
You speak sweetly.
I do command you first then — 
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
With what joy
I do prepare my duty.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
To meet me
And seal a kiss of love upon my lip.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Ha?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
At first disobedient, in so little too?
How shall I trust you with a greater then? — 
Which was your own request.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Pray send not back
My innocence to wound me. Be more courteous.
I must confess, much like an ignorant plaintiff
Who, presuming on the fair path of his meaning,
Goes rashly on, till on a sudden brought
Into the wilderness of law by words
Dropped unadvisedly, hurts his own cause
And gives the adversary advantage by’t — 
Apply it you can best, sir. If my obedience
And your command can find no better way,
Fond men command, and wantons best obey.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
If I can at that distance send you a blessing,
Is it not nearer to you in my arms?
It flies from these lips dealt abroad in parcels,
And I to honour thee above all daughters
Invite thee home to th’ house, where thou mayst surfeit
On that which others miserably pine for,
A favour which the daughters of great potentates
Would look of Envy’s colour but to hear.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Good men may err sometimes. You are mistaken, sure,
If this be virtue’s path, ’tis a most strange one.
I never came this way before.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN That’s your ignorance — 
And therefore shall that idiot still conduct you
That knows no way but one? nor ever seeks it?
If there be twenty ways to some poor village,
’Tis strange that virtue should be put to one.
Your fear is wondrous faulty. Cast it from you.
‘Twill gather else in time a disobedience
Too stubborn for my pardon.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Have I locked myself
At unawares into sin’s servitude
With more desire of goodness? Is this the top
Of all strict order? and the holiest
Of all Societies, the three-vowed people
For poverty, obedience, chastity
(The last the most forgot)? When a virgin’s ruined
I see the great work of obedience
Is better than half finished.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
What a stranger
Are you to duty grown! What distance keep you!
Must I bid you come forward to a happiness
Yourself should sue for. ’Twas never so with me.
I dare not let this stubbornness be known;
’Twould bring such fierce hate on you. Yet presume not
To make that courteous care a privilege
For wilful disobedience. It turns then
Into the blackness of a curse upon you.
Come, come, be nearer.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Nearer?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Was that scorn?
I would not have it prove so, for the hopes
Of the great monarchy. If it were like it,
Let it not dare to stir abroad again;
A stronger ill will cope with’t.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Bless me! Threatens me
And quite dismays the good strength that should help me.
I never was so doubtful of my safety.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
’Twas but my jealousy. Forgive me, sweetness.
Yon is the house of meekness, and no venom lives
Under that roof. Be nearer. Why so fearful?
Nearer the altar, the more safe and sacred.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
But nearer to the off’rer, oft more wicked.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
A plain and most insufferable contempt!
My glory I have lost upon this woman
In freely off’ring that she should have kneeled
A year in vain for. My respect is darkened.
Give me my reverence again thou’st robbed me of
In thy repulse; thou shalt not carry’t hence.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Sir — 
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Thou’rt too great a winner to depart so
And I too deep a loser to give way to’t.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O heaven!
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Lay me down reputation
Before thou stir’st. Thy nice virginity
Is recompense too little for my love.
’Tis well if I accept of that for both.
Thy loss is but thy own; there’s art to help thee
And fools to pass thee to. In my discovery
The whole Society suffers, and in that
The hope of absolute monarchy eclipsed.
Assurance thou canst make none for thy secrecy
But by thy honour’s loss; that act must awe thee.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O my distressed condition!
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Dost thou weep?
If thou hadst any pity this necessity
Would wring it from thee. I must else destroy thee.
We must not trust the policy of Europe
Upon a woman’s tongue.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Then take my life, sir,
And leave my honour for my guide to heaven.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Take heed I take not both, which I’ve vowed since
If longer thou resist me.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’s PAWN
Help, O help!
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Art thou so cruel for an honour’s bubble
T’undo a whole fraternity, and disperse
The secrets of most nations locked in us?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
For heaven and virtue’s sake — 
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Must force confound noise?
A noise within
Ha! What’s that? Silence, if fair worth be in thee.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN [aside]
I’ll venture my escape upon all dangers now.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Who comes to take me? Let me see that pawn’s face
Or his proud tympanous master swelled with state wind
Which being once pricked i’th’ convocation house
The corrupt air puffs out and he falls shriveled.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I will discover thee, arch-hypocrite,
To all the kindreds of the earth. Exit
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN Confusion!
In that voice rings th’alarum of my undoing.
How? Which way scaped she from me?
 

Enter Black Queen’s Pawn [from the Black House]
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Are you mad?
Can lust infatuate a man so hopeful?
No patience in your blood? The dog-star reigns sure.
Time and fair temper would have wrought her pliant.
I spied a pawn of the White House walk near us,
And made that noise on purpose to give warning
(Aside) For mine own turn, which end in all I work for.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Methinks I stand over a powder-vault
And the match now a-kindling. What’s to be done?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Ask the Black Bishop’s counsel. You’re his pawn.
It’s his own case. He will defend you mainly,
 

Enter Jesuit Black Bishop and Black Knight Gondomar [from the Black House]
 

And haply here he comes with the Black Knight too.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
[to his Pawn]
O you’ve made noble work for the White House.
This act will fill the adversary’s mouth
And blow the Luth’ran’s cheek till’t crack again.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
This will advance the great monarchal business
In all parts well and help the agents forward.
What I have sev’n years laboured to accomplish
One minute sets back by some codpiece college still.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
I dwell not, sir, alone in this default.
The Black House yields me partners.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
All more cautelous.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Qui caute, caste. That’s my motto ever.
I’ve travelled with that word over most kingdoms
And lain safe with all nations. Of a leaking bottom,
I have been as often tossed on Venus’ seas
As trimmer fresher barques, when sounder vessels
Have lain at anchor (that is, kept the door).
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP [to his Pawn]
She has no witness then?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
None, none.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR Gross! witness?
When went a man of his Society
To mischief with a witness?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP [to his pawn]
Be it thus then.
Away! Upon the wings of speed, take post-horse,
Cast thirty leagues of earth behind thee suddenly,
Leave letters antedated with our House
Ten days at least from this.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Bishop, I taste thee.
Good strong episcopal counsel. — Take a bottle on’t;
‘Twill serve thee all the journey.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN But, good sir,
How for my getting forth unspied?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP There’s check again.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
No, I’ll help that!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Well said, my bouncing Jesuitess!
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
There lies a secret vault.
[She reveals a trapdoor]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn]
Away, make haste then!
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[to Black Queen’s Pawn]
Run for my cabinet of intelligences
For fear they search the house.
[Exit Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Good Bishop, burn ‘em rather.
I cannot stand to pick ‘em now.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Be gone!
The danger’s all in you.
Exit Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn [by the trapdoor.
 

Enter Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn from the Black
House with a cabinet]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Let me see, Queen’s Pawn.
[She gives him the cabinet]
How formally he’s packed up his intelligences!
He’s laid ‘em all in truckle-beds methinks,
And like court-harbingers he’s writ their names
In chalk upon their chambers. Anglical
O, this is the English House. What news there, trow?
Ha? By this hand, most of these are bawdy epistles.
Time they were burnt indeed, whole bundles of ‘em.
Here’s from his daughter Blanch and daughter Bridget
From their safe sanctuary in the Whitefriars;
These from two tender Sisters of Compassion
In the bowels of Bloomsbury;
These from the nunnery without Temple Bar.
A lire, a fire — go, Jesuitess, a fire!
[Exit Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
What have you there?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
A note, sir, of state policy,
And an exceeding safe one.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Pray, let’s see’t, sir.
‘To sell away all the powder in the kingdom
To prevent blowing up.’ That’s safe; I’ll able it. — 
Here’s a facetious observation now
That suits my humour better. He writes here
Some wives in England will commit adult’ry
And then send to Rome for a bull for their husbands.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Have they those shifts?
[Enter Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn from the
Black House with fire]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
O, no familiar breathing
Sweeter and subtler! — Here, wench, take these papers.
Scorch me ‘em soundly, burn ‘em to French russet,
And put ‘em in again.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Why, what’s your mystery?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
O, sir, ‘twill mock the adversary strangely
If e’er the house be searched. ’Twas done in Venice
Upon the Jesuitical expulse there,
When the inquisitors came all spectacled
To pick out syllables out of the dung of treason
As children pick their cherrystones, yet found none
But what they made themselves with ends of letters. — 
Do as I bid you, pawn.
Exeunt [Black Knight Gondomar and Jesuit Black Bishop]
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Faith, not in all.
I love roguery too well to let it fall.
 

Enter Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder [from the Black House]
How now, what news with you?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
The sting of conscience
Afflicts me so for that inhuman violence
On the White Bishop’s Pawn, it takes away
My joy, my rest.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
This ’tis to make an eunuch.
You made a sport on’t then.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Cease, Aggravation.
I come to be absolved for’t. Where’s my confessor?
Why dost thou point to th’ ground?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
‘Cause he went that way.
Come, come help me in with this cabinet,
And after I have singed these papers throughly
I’ll tell thee a strange story.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
If’t be sad,
It’s welcome.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
’Tis not troubled with much mirth, sir.
Exeunt [with cabinet and fire]
 

Enter Fat Bishop of Spalato [from the White House, dressed in white, followed by his servant,] a
[white]
Pawn
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
Pawn!
 

FAT BISHOP’S PAWN
I attend at your great holiness’s service.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
For ‘great’ I grant you, but for ‘greatly holy’,
There the soil alters. Fat cathedral bodies
Have very often but lean little souls,
Much like the lady in the lobster’s head,
A great deal of shell and garbage of all colours,
But the pure part that should take wings and mount — 
That’s at last gasp, as if a man should gape i
And from this huge bulk let forth a butterfly,
Like those big-bellied mountains which the poet
Delivers, that are brought to bed with mouse-flesh.
Are my books printed, Pawn? My last invectives
‘Gainst the Black House.
 

FAT BISHOP’S PAWN
Ready for publication,
For I saw perfect books this morning, sir.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Fetch me a few, which I will instantly
Distribute ‘mongst the White House.
 

FAT BISHOP’S PAWN
With all speed, sir.
Exit Fat Bishop’s Pawn
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
It’s a most lordly life to rail at ease,
Sit, eat, and feed upon the fat of one kingdom
And rail upon another with the juice on’t.
I have writ this book out of the strength and marrow
Of six-and-thirty dishes at a meal.
Of all things I commend the White House best
For plenty and variety of victuals.
When I was one of the Black House professed,
My flesh fell half a cubit; time to turn
When my own ribs revolted. But to say truth,
I’ve no preferment yet that’s suitable
To th’ greatness of my person and my parts.
I grant I live at ease, for I am made
The Master of the Beds, the long-acre of beds,
But there’s no marigolds that shuts and opens,
Flower-gentles, Venus-baths, apples of love,
Pinks, hyacinths, honeysuckles, daffadowndillies.
There was a time I’d more such drabs than beds;
Now I’ve more beds than drabs.
Yet there’s no eminent trader deals in hole-sale
But she and I have clapped a bargain up,
Let in at Watergate, for which I’ve racked
My tenants’ purse-strings that they’ve twanged again.
 

Enter [from the Black House]
Black Knight Gondomar with Jesuit Black Bishop [aloof off]
 

Yonder’s Black Knight, the fistula of Europe,
Whose disease once I undertook to cure
With a High Holborn halter. When he did
Vouchsafe to peep into my privileged lodgings,
He found good store of plate there, and rich hangings.
He knew I brought none to the White House with me.
I have not lost the use of my profession
Since I turned White House Bishop.
 

Enter
[Fat Bishop’s] Pawn [from the White House] with books
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[apart to Jesuit Black Bishop]
Look, more books yet!
Yonder greasy gormandizing prelate
Has wrought our House more mischief by his scripts,
His fat and fulsome volumes,
Than the whole body of the adverse party.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
O ‘twere a masterpiece of serpent subtlety
To fetch him on this side again.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
And then damn him
Into the bag for ever, or expose him
Against the adverse part (which now he feeds upon),
And that would double-damn him. My revenge
Has prompted me already. I’ll confound him
On both sides for the physic he prescribed
And the base surgeon he provided for me.
I’ll tell you what a most uncatholic jest
He put upon me once, when my pain tortured me:
He told me he had found a present cure for me,
Which I grew proud of and observed him seriously.
What think you ’twas? Being execution day,
He showed the hangman to me out at window,
The common hangman.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
O insufferable!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
I’ll make him the balloon-ball of the churches,
And both the sides shall toss him. He looks like one,
A thing swelled up with mingled drink and urine,
And will bound well from one side to another.
Come, you shall write: our second Bishop absent
(Which has yet no employment in the game,
Perhaps nor ever shall — it may be won
Without his motion; it rests most in ours),
He shall be flattered with sede vacante.
Make him believe he comes into his place,
And that will fetch him with a vengeance to us,
For I know powder is not more ambitious
When the match meets it than his mind for mounting;
As covetous and lecherous — 
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
No more now, sir.
 

Enter [from] the White House [White King James, White Queen of Bohemia, White Bishop of Canterbury, White Knight Charles, White Duke of Buckingham, and white pawns,] and [from] the Black House [Black King Felipe, Black Queen Maria, Black Duke Olivares, and black pawns]
 

Both the sides fill.
 

[Fat Bishop of Spalato presents his book to White King James]
 

WHITE
KING JAMES
This has been looked for long.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
The stronger sting it shoots into the blood
Of the Black adversary. I’m ashamed now
I was theirs ever. What a lump was I
When I was led in ignorance and blindness!
I must confess, I’ve all my lifetime played
The fool till now.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to Jesuit Black Bishop]
And now he plays two parts: the fool and knave.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[to White King James]
There’s my recantation in the last leaf,
Writ like a Ciceronian in pure Latin.
 

WHITE BISHOP
[OF CANTERBURY]
Pure honesty, the plainer Latin serves then.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to Jesuit Black Bishop]
Plague of those pestilent pamphlets! Those are they
That wound our cause to th’ heart.
 

Enter Virgin White Queen’s Pawn [from the White House]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP
Here comes more anger.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
But we come well provided for this storm.
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
Is this my pawn? she that should guard our person?
Or some pale figure of dejection,
Her shape usurping? Sorrow and affrightment
Has prevailed strangely with her.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
King of integrity,
Queen of the same, and all the House professors
Of noble candor, uncorrupted justice
And truth of heart, through my alone discovery — 
My truth and honour wondrously preserved — 
I bring into your knowledge with my suffrings
(Fearful affrightments and heart-killing terrors)
The great incendiary of all Christendom,
The absolut’st abuser of true sanctity,
Fair peace and holy order, can be found
In any part o’th’ universal globe,
Who — making meek devotion keep the door,
His lips being full of holy zeal at first — 
Would have committed a foul rape upon me.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA
Ha?
 

WHITE KING JAMES
A rape? That’s foul indeed, the very sound
To our ear fouler than the offence itself
To some kings of the earth.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Sir, to proceed:
Gladly I offered life to preserve honour,
Which would not be accepted without both,
The chief of his ill aim being at my honour,
Till heaven was pleased by some unlooked-for accident
To give me courage to redeem myself.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
When we find desp’rate sins in ill men’s company,
We place a charitable sorrow there,
But custom and their leprous inclination
Quits us of wonder, for our expectation
Is answered in their lives; but to find sin — 
Yea, and a masterpiece of darkness — sheltered
Under a robe of sanctity is able
To draw all wonder to that monster only
And leave created monsters unadmired.
The pride of him that took first fall for pride
Is to be angel-shaped and imitate
The form from which he fell, but this offender — 
Far baser than sin’s master, fixed by vow
To holy order (which is angels’ method) — 
Takes pride to use that shape to be a devil.
It grieves me that my knowledge must be tainted
With his infested name.
O rather with thy finger point him out.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[pointing]
The place which he should fill is void, my lord;
His guilt has seized him — the Black Bishop’s Pawn.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Ha? Mine? My Pawn? The glory of his Order,
The prime and president zealot of the earth?
Impudent Pawn! For thy sake at this minute
Modesty suffers, all that’s virtuous blushes,
And truth’s self (like the sun vexed with a mist)
Looks red with anger.
 

WHITE BISHOP [OF CANTERBURY]
Be not thou drunk with rage too.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Sober sincerity! — nor you a cup
Spiced with hypocrisy.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
You name there, Bishop,
But your own Christmas bowl, your morning’s draught
Next your episcopal heart all the twelve days,
Which smack you cannot leave all the year after.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
White Knight, there is acknowledged from our House
A reverence to you, and a respect
To that loved Duke stands next you. With the favour
Of the White King and th’aforenamed respected,
I combat with this cause. [To her] If with all speed — 
Waste not one syllable, unfortunate Pawn,
Of what I speak — thou dost not plead distraction
(A plea which will but faintly take thee off neither
From this leviathan scandal that lies rolling
Upon the crystal waters of devotion)
Or, what may quit thee more — though enough, nothing — 
Fall down and foam, and by that pang discover
The vexing spirit of falsehood strong within thee,
Make thyself ready for perdition.
There’s no remove in all the game to ‘scape it.
This Pawn, or this, the Bishop or myself,
Will take thee in the end, play how thou canst.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Spite of sin’s glorious ostentation
And all blood-threats (that thunder cracks of pride,
Ush’ring a storm of malice), House of impudence,
Craft and equivocation, my true cause
Shall keep the path it treads in.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
I play thus then:
Now in the hearing of this high assembly,
Bring forth the time of this attempt’s conception.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
‘Conception’? Lord! How tenderly you handle it!
 

WHITE BISHOP [OF CANTERBURY]
It seems, Black Knight, you are afraid to touch it.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Well, its ‘eruption’ — will you have it so then?
Or you, White Bishop, for her? The more unclean,
Vile and impious, that you urge the strain to,
The greater will her shames’ heap show i’th’ end
And the wronged meek man’s glory. The time, Pawn?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Yesterday’s cursed evening — 
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
O the treasure
Of my revenge I can’t spend all on thee;
Ruin enough to spare for all thy kindred too.
For honour’s sake, call in more slanderers.
I have such plentiful confusion,
I know not how to waste it. I’ll be nobler yet
And put her to her own House. — King of meekness,
Take the cause to thee, for our hand’s too heavy.
Our proofs will fall upon her like a tower
And grind her bones to powder.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
What new engine
Has the devil raised in him now?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Is it he?
And that the time? Stand firm now to your scandal;
Pray, do not shift your slander.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Shift your treacheries.
They’ve worn one suit too long.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
That holy man,
So wrongfully accused by this lost Pawn,
Has not been seen these ten days in these parts.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
How!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Nay, at this instant thirty leagues from hence.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Fathomless falsehood! Will it ‘scape unblasted?
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to Black Knight Gondomar]
Can you make this appear?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Light is not clearer.
By his own letters, most impartial monarch.
 

WHITE KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN
[to White King James]
How wrongfully may sacred virtue suffer, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside to Jesuit Black Bishop]
Bishop, we have a treasure of that false heart.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to White King’s Counsellor Pawn]
Step forth and reach those proofs.
[White King’s Counsellor Pawn advances toward
Black Knight Gondomar]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[aside]
Amazement covers me.
Can I be so forsaken of a cause
So strong in truth and equity? Will virtue
Send me no aid in this hard time of friendship?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside to White King’s Pawn]
There’s an infallible staff and a red hat
Reserved for you.
[Black Knight Gondomar gives letters to White
King’s Counsellor Pawn]
 

WHITE
KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN
[aside to Black Knight]
O, sir endeared!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside to White King’s Pawn]
A staff
That will not eas’ly break, you may trust to’t — 
[White King’s Counsellor Pawn delivers letters to
White King James]
[Aside] And such a one had your corruption need of.
There’s a state fig for you now.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Behold all,
How they cohere in one.
I always held a charity so good
To holiness professed, I ever believed rather
The accuser false than the profession vicious.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
A charity like all your virtues else,
Gracious and glorious.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Where settles the offence,
Let the fault’s punishment be derived from thence.
We leave her to your censure.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Most just majesty!
 

[Exeunt all the White House but White Knight Charles, White Duke of Buckingham, and White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn, who stand aloof with the Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Calamity of virtue! My Queen leave me too?
Am I cast off as th’olive casts her flower?
Poor friendless innocence, art thou left a prey
To the devourer?
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
No, thou art not lost.
Let ‘em put on their bloodiest resolutions,
If the fair policy I aim at prospers. — 
Thy counsel, noble Duke?
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
For that work, cheerfully.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
A man for speed now!
 

WHITE BISHOP’S GELDED PAWN
Let it be my honour, sir.
Make me that flight, that owes her my life’s service.
 

[Exeunt White Knight Charles, White Duke of
Buckingham, and White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn]
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to Black House]
Was not this brought about well for our honours?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Push! That Galician brain can work out wonders.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Let’s use her, as upon the like discovery
A maid was used at Venice: everyone
Be ready with a penance. Begin, majesty. — 
[To her] Vessel of foolish scandal! Take thy freight.
Had there been in that cabinet of niceness
Half the virginities of th’earth locked up,
And all swept at one cast by the dexterity
Of a Jesuitical gamester, ‘t’ad not valued
The least part of that general worth thou’st tainted.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
[to Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
First, I enjoin thee to a three days’ fast for’t.
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
You’re too penurious, sir. I’ll make it four.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
I, to a twelve hours’ kneeling at one time.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
And in a room filled all with Aretine’s pictures,
More than the twice twelve labours of luxury.
Thou shalt not see so much as the chaste pommel
Of Lucrece’ dagger peeping. Nay, I’ll punish thee
For a discoverer: I’ll torment thy modesty.
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
After that four days’ fast, to th’ Inquisition house,
Strengthened with bread and water, for worse penance.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Why, well said, Duke of our House, nobly aggravated!
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Virtue, to show her influence more strong,
Fits me with patience mightier than my wrong.
Exeunt [into the Black House]
 

Finit Actus Secundus
 




Act III.
 

Enter Fat Bishop of Spalato [from the White
House, dressed in white]
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
I know my pen draws blood of the Black House.
There’s ne’er a book I write but their cause bleeds.
It has lost many an ounce of reputation
Since I came of this side. I strike deep in
And leave the orifex gushing where I come.
But where is my advancement all this while
I ha’ gaped for’t?
I’d have some round preferment, corpulent dignity
That bears some breadth and compass in the gift on’t.
I am persuaded that this flesh would fill
The biggest chair ecclesiastical
If it were put to trial.
To be made master of a hospital
Is but a kind of diseased bedrid honour,
Or dean of the poor alms-knights that wear badges.
There’s but two lazy beggarly preferments
In the White Kingdom, and I’ve got ‘em both.
My merit does begin to be crop-sick
For want of other titles.
 

Enter [from the Black House] Black Knight Gondomar [aloof off]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
O, here walks
His fulsome holiness. Now for the master-trick
T’undo him everlastingly (that’s put home)
And make him hang in hell most seriously
That jested with a halter upon me.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[aside]
The Black Knight! I must look to my play then.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[coming forward with a letter]
I bring fair greetings to your reverend virtues
From Cardinal Paulus, your most princely kinsman.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Our princely kinsman, sayst thou? We accept them.
[Fat Bishop of Spalato takes the letter]
Pray, keep your side and distance; I am chary
Of my episcopal person.
I know the Knight’s walk in this game too well;
He may skip over me, and where am I then?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
There where thou shalt be shortly, if art fail not.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
(reads the letter) ‘Right reverend and noble’ — meaning ourself— ‘our true kinsman in blood, but alienated in affection, your unkind disobedience to the mother cause proves at this time the only cause of your ill fortune. My present remove by general election to the papal dignity had now auspiciously settled you in my sede vacante’ — ha? had it so?— ‘which at my next remove by death might have proved your step to supremacy.’
How? All my body’s blood mounts to my face
To look upon this letter.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
The pill works with him.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
(reads the letter) ‘Think on’t seriously, it is not yet too late then, through the submiss acknowledgement of your disobedience to be lovingly received into the brotherly bosom of the conclave.’
This was the chair of ease I ever aimed at.
I’ll make a bonfire of my books immediately.
All that are left against that side I’ll sacrifice,
Pack up my plate and goods and steal away
By night at Watergate. It is but penning
Another recantation and inventing
Two or three bitter books against the White House
And then I’m in o’ t’other side again
As firm as e’er I was, as fat and flourishing. — 
Black Knight, expect a wonder ere’t be long.
You shall see me one of the Black House shortly.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Your holiness is merry with the messenger.
Too happy to be true; you speak what should be,
If natural compunction touched you truly.
O you’ve drawn blood, life blood — yea, blood of honour — 
From your most dear, your primitive mother’s heart.
Your sharp invectives have been points of spears
In her sweet tender sides. The unkind wounds
Which a son gives, a son of reverence ‘specially,
They rankle ten times more than th’adversary’s.
I tell you, sir, your reverend revolt
Did give the fearful’st blow to adoration
Our cause e’er felt. It shook the very statues,
The urns and ashes of the sainted sleepers.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Forbear, or I shall melt i’th’ place I stand
And let forth a fat bishop in sad syrup.
Suffices, I am yours when they least dream on’t.
Ambition’s fodder (pow’r and riches) draws me.
When I smell honour that’s the lock of hay
That leads me through the world’s field every way.
Exit
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Here’s a sweet paunch to propagate belief on,
Like the foundation of a chapel laid
Upon a quagmire. I may number him now
‘Mongst my inferior policies and not shame ‘em.
But let me a little solace my designs
With the remembrance of some brave ones past
To cherish the futurity of project
Whose motion must be restless till that great work
Called the possession of the world be ours.
Was it not I procured a gallant fleet
From the White Kingdom to secure our coasts
‘Gainst th’infidel pirate, under pretext
Of more necessitous expedition?
Who made the jails fly open, without miracle,
And let the locusts out — those dangerous flies
Whose property is to burn corn with touching?
The heretic granaries feel it to this minute,
And now they’ve got amongst the country crops
They stick so fast to the converted ears
The loudest tempest that authority rouses
Will hardly shake ‘em off. They have their dens
In lady’s couches; there’s safe groves and fens.
Nay, were they followed and found out by th’ scent,
Palm-oil will make a pursuivant relent.
Whose policy was’t to put a silenced muzzle
On all the barking tongue-men of the time?
Made pictures, that were dumb enough before,
Poor suff’rers in that politic restraint?
My light spleen skips and shakes my ribs to think on’t.
Whilst our drifts walked uncensured but in thought,
A whistle or a whisper would be questioned
In the most fortunate angle of the world
The court has held the city by the horns
Whilst I have milked her. I have got good sops too
From country ladies for their liberties — 
From some, for their most vainly hoped preferments,
High offices i’th’ air. I should not live
But for this mel aerium, this mirth-manna.
 

Enter Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder [from the Black
House]
My Pawn! How now? the news?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Expect none very pleasing
That comes, sir, of my bringing. I’m for sad things.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Thy conscience is so tender-hoofed of late
Every nail pricks it.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
This may prick yours too,
If there be any quick flesh in a yard on’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Mine?
Mischief must find a deep nail and a driver
Beyond the strength of any machiavel
The politic kingdoms fatten to reach mine.
Prithee, Compunction, needle-pricked a little,
Unbind this sore wound.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Sir, your plot’s discovered.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Which of the twenty thousand and nine hundred
Fourscore and five? canst tell?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Bless us! so many?
How do poor countrymen have but one plot
To keep a cow on, yet in law for that?
You cannot know ‘em all sure by their names, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Yes, were their number trebled. Thou hast seen
A globe stands on the table in my closet?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
A thing, sir, full of countries and hard words?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
True, with lines drawn some tropical, some oblique.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
I can scarce read; I was brought up in blindness.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Just such a thing, if e’er my skull be opened,
Will my brains look like.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Like a globe of countries?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Yes, and some master politician
That has sharp state-eyes will go near to pick out
The plots and every climate where they fastened;
‘Twill puzzl’em too.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
I’m of your mind for that, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
They’ll find ‘em to fall thick upon some countries;
They’d need use spectacles. But I turn to you now:
What plot is that discovered?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Your last brat, sir,
Begot ‘twixt the Black Bishop and yourself:
Your antedated letters ‘bout the Jesuit.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Discovered? How?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
The White Knight’s policy has outstripped yours, it seems,
Joined with th’assistant counsel of his Duke.
The Bishop’s White Pawn undertook the journey
Who, as they say, discharged it like a flight.
(I made him, for the business, fit and light.)
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
It’s but a bawdy pawn out of the way a little.
Enough of them in all parts.
 

Enter Jesuit Black Bishop, [followed by Black King Felipe, Black Queen Maria, Black Duke Olivares, and pawns from] the Black House and [White King James, White Queen of Bohemia, White Bishop of Canterbury, White Knight Charles, White Duke of Buckingham, and pawns from] the White House
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP
You have heard all then?
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
The wonder’s past with me, but some shall down for’t.
 

WHITE KING JAMES [to Black House]
Set free that virtuous Pawn from all her wrongs.
Let her be brought with honour to the face
Of her malicious adversary.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Good! [Exit a pawn]
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to White Knight Charles]
Noble chaste knight (a title of that candor
The greatest prince on earth without impeachment
May have the dignity of his worth comprised in),
This fair delivering act virtue will register
In that white book of the defence of virgins,
Where the clear fame of all preserving knights
Are to eternal memory consecrated — 
And we embrace, as partner of that honour,
This worthy Duke, the counsel of the act,
Whom we shall ever place in our respect.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Most blest of kings, throned in all royal graces,
Every good deed sends back its own reward
Into the bosom of the enterpriser,
But you t’express yourself as well to be
King of munificency as integrity
Adds glory to the gift.
 

Enter Virgin White Queen’s Pawn [from the Black
House]
 

WHITE
KING JAMES
Thy deserts claim it,
Zeal and fidelity. — Appear, thou beauty
Of truth and innocence, best ornament
Of patience, thou that mak’st thy suffrings glorious.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
I’ll take no knowledge on’t. — What makes she here?
How dares you Pawn unpenanced (with a cheek
Fresh as her falsehood yet, where castigation
Has left no pale print of her visiting anguish)
Appear in this assembly? [Aside] Let me alone.
Sin must be bold; that’s all the grace ’tis born to.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
What’s this?
 

WHITE KING JAMES
I’m wonderstruck.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Assist me, goodness!
I shall to prison again.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
At least I’ve ‘mazed ‘em,
Scattered their admiration of her innocence,
As the fired ships put in severed the fleet
In’88. I’ll on with’t. Impudence
Is mischiefs patrimony. — Is this justice?
Is injured reverence no sharplier righted?
I ever held that majesty impartial
That like most equal heaven looks on the manners,
Not on the shapes they shroud in.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
That Black Knight
Will never take an answer. ’Tis a victory
To make him understand he does amiss
When he knows, in his own clear conscience,
That he does nothing else. Show him the testimony,
Confirmed by good men, how that foul attempter
Got but this morning to the place from whence
He dated his forged lines for ten days past.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Why may not that corruption sleep in this
By some connivance, as you have waked in ours
By too rash confidence?
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
[to White House]
I’ll undertake
That Knight shall teach the devil how to lie.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
If sin were half as wise as impudent,
She’d ne’er seek farther for an advocate.
 

Enter Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn [from the
Black House]
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
(aside)
Now to act treach’ry with an angel’s tongue.
Since all’s come out, I’ll bring him strangely in again. — 
Where is this injured chastity? this goodness,
Whose worth no transitory prize can equal?
This rock of constant and invincible virtue
That made sin’s tempest weary of his fury?
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
What, is my Pawn distracted?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
I think rather
There’s some notable masterpiece of roguery
This drum strikes up for.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Let me fall with reverence
Before this blessed altar.
[She falls before Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
 

BLACK
QUEEN MARIA
This is madness.
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside]
Well, mark the end. I stand for roguery still.
I will not change my side.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
[to White House]
I shall be taxed, I know.
I care not what the Black House thinks of me.
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
[to Black Knight Gondomar]
What say you now?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
I will not be unlaid yet.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
However censure flies, I honour sanctity.
That is my object; I intend no other.
I saw this glorious and most valiant virtue
Fight the most noblest combat with the devil.
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
If both the Bishops had been there for seconds,
‘T’ad been a complete duel.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Then thou heard’st
The violence intended?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
’Tis a truth
I joy to justify. I was an agent, sir,
On virtue’s part, and raised that confused noise
That startled him and gave her liberty.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[to White Knight Charles]
O ’tis a righteous story she has told, sir.
My life and fame stand mutually engaged
Both to the truth and goodness of this Pawn.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[to Black Knight Gondomar]
Does it appear to you yet clear as the sun?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
‘Las, I believed it long before ’twas done.
[The Black House speaks apart]
 

BLACK
KING FELIPE
[to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Degenerate!
 

BLACK
QUEEN MARIA
[to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Base!
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP
[to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Perfidious!
 

BLACK
DUKE OLIVARES
[to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Trait’rous Pawn!
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
What, are you all beside yourselves?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
But I:
Remember that, Pawn.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
May a fearful barrenness
Blast both my hopes and pleasures, if I brought not
Her ruin in my pity, a new trap
For her more sure confusion.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to Black House]
Have I won now?
Did not I say ’twas craft and machination?
O smelt conspiracy all the way it went,
Although the mess was covered, I’m so used to’t.
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
That Queen would I fain finger.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
You’re too hasty, sir.
If she were took, the game would be ours quickly.
My aim’s at that White Knight, t’entrap him first:
The Duke will follow too.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
I would that Bishop
Were in my diocese; I’d soon change his whiteness.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Sir, I could whip you up a pawn immediately.
I know where my game stands.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP
Do’t, suddenly!
Advantage least must not be lost in this play.
[Black Knight Gondomar takes White King’s
Counsellor Pawn]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Pawn, thou art ours.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[to White House]
He’s taken by default,
By wilful negligence. Guard the sacred persons.
Look well to the White Bishop, for that Pawn
Gave guard to th’ Queen and him in the third place.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
See what sure piece you lock your confidence in.
I made this Pawn here by corruption ours,
As soon as honour by creation yours.
This whiteness upon him is but the leprosy
Of pure dissimulation. View him now:
His upper garment being taken off [the White
King’s Counsellor Pawn], he appears black underneath
His heart and his intents are of our colour.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Most dangerous hypocrite!
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
One made against us!
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
His truth of their complexion!
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to White King’s Counsellor Pawn]
Has my goodness,
Clemency, love and favour gracious, raised thee
From a condition next to popular labour?
Took thee from all the dubitable hazards
Of fortune, her most unsecure adventures,
And grafted thee into a branch of honour?
And dost thou fall from the top bough by th’ rottenness
Of thy alone corruption? — like a fruit
That’s over-ripened by the beams of favour?
Let thy own weight reward thee. I ha’ forgot thee.
Integrity of life is so dear to me,
Where I find falsehood or a crying trespass,
Be it in any whom our grace shines most on,
I’d tear ‘em from my heart.
 

WHITE BISHOP [OF CANTERBURY]
Spoke like heaven’s substitute.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA [to Black House]
You have him, we can spare him, and his shame
Will make the rest look better to their game.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
The more cunning we must use then.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
We shall match you,
Play how you can — perhaps and mate you too.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Is there so much amazement spent on him
That’s but half black? There might be hope of that man,
But how will this House wonder if I stand forth
And show a whole one? instantly discover
One that’s all black, where there’s no hope at all?
 

WHITE KING JAMES
I’ll say thy heart then justifies thy books.
I long for that discovery.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Look no farther then.
Bear witness all the House, I am the man,
And turn myself into the Black House freely.
[Fat Bishop of Spalato crosses to the Black House]
I am of this side now.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Monster ne’er matched him!
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[to Black Knight Gondomar]
This is your noble work, Knight.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside] Now I’ll halter him.
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
[to White House]
Next news you hear, expect my books against you
Printed at Douai, Brussels, or Spalato.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to White House]
See his goods seized on.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
‘Las, they were all conveyed
Last night by water to a tailor’s house,
A friend of the Black cause.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
A prepared hypocrite!
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Premeditated turncoat!
Exeunt [all of White House but Virgin White
Queen’s Pawn and White King’s Counsellor Pawn]
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
[to the departing White House]
Yes, rail on!
I’ll reach you in my writings when I’m gone.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[aside to Black House]
Flatter him awhile with honours, till we put him
Upon some dangerous service and then burn him.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
[to Fat Bishop of Spalato]
This came unlooked for.
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
[to Fat Bishop of Spalato]
How we joy to see you!
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Now I’ll discover all the White House to you.
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
Indeed, that will both reconcile and raise you.
 

[Exeunt Fat Bishop of Spalato with all of Black House but Black Knight Gondomar and Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
 

WHITE KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN
[to Black Knight Gondomar]
I rest upon you, Knight, for my advancement.
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
O for the staff, the strong staff, that will hold
And the red hat fit for the guilty mazard?
Into the empty bag! Know thy first way.
Pawns that are lost are ever out of play.
 

WHITE KING’S COUNSELLOR PAWN
How’s this?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
No replications. You know me.
No doubt ere long you’ll have more company.
The bag is big enough; ‘twill hold us all.
 

Exeunt [Black Knight Gondomar, taking off White King’s Counsellor Pawn]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[to Black Queen’s Pawn]
I sue to thee: prithee, be one of us.
Let my love win thee. Thou’st done truth this day,
And yesterday my honour, noble service.
The best Pawn of our house could not transcend it.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
My pity flamed with zeal, especially
When I foresaw your marriage — then it mounted.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
How, marriage, sayst thou?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
I saw the man.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
The man?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
An absolute honest gentleman, a complete one — 
You’ll say so when you see him — heir to three red hats,
Besides his general hopes in the Black House.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Sure thou art much mistaken for this man.
Why, I have promised single life to all my affections.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Promise you what you will, or I, or all on’s,
There’s a fate rules, and overrules, us all, methinks.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
How came you to see or know this mystery?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
A magical glass I bought of an Egyptian
(Whose stone retains that speculative virtue)
Presented the man to me. Your name brings him
As often as I use it, and methinks
I never have enough — person and postures
Are all so pleasing.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
This is wondrous strange.
The faculties of soul are still the same.
I cannot feel one motion tend that way.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
We do not always feel the faith we live by,
Nor ever see our growth, yet both work upward.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
’Twas well applied. But may I see him too?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
I Surely you may, without all doubt or fear — 
Observing the right use, as I was taught it,
Not looking back or questioning the spectre.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
That’s no hard observation. Trust it with me.
Is’t possible? I long to see this man.
 

I JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Why then, observe: I’ll ease you instantly.
This is the room he did appear to me in,
[She reveals a large mirror]
And — look you — this, the magical glass that showed him.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I find no motion yet. What should I think on’t?
A sudden fear invades me, a faint trembling
Under this omen,
As is oft felt the panting of a turtle
Under a stroking hand.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
That bodes good luck still — 
Sign you shall change state speedily, for that trembling
Is always the first symptom of a bride.
For any vainer fears that may accompany
His apparition, by my truth to friendship
I quit you of the least. Never was object
More gracefully presented. The very air
Conspires to do him honour and creates
Sweet vocal sounds, as if a bridegroom entered
(Which argues the blest harmony of your loves).
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
And will the using of my name produce him?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Nay, of yours only, else the wonder halted.
To clear you of that doubt, i’ll put the diffrence
In practice, the first thing I do, and make
His invocation in the name of others.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
That will satisfy me much.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
It shall be done.
[She speaks] the invocation
Thou whose gentle form and face
Filled lately this Egyptic glass,
By th’imperious pow’rful name
And the universal fame
Of the mighty Black House Queen,
I conjure thee to be seen.
What, see you nothing yet?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Not any part.
Pray, try another.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
You shall have your will.
[She speaks the invocation]
I double my command and power
And at the instant of this hour
Invoke thee, in the White Queen’s name,
With stay for time, and shape the same.
What see you yet?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
There’s nothing shows at all.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
My truth reflects the clearer. Then now fix
And bless your fair eyes with your own forever.
[She speaks the invocation]
Thou well-composed, by fate’s hand drawn
To enjoy the White Queen’s Pawn,
Of whom thou shalt (by virtue met)
Many graceful issues get:
By the whiteness of her name,
By her fair and fruitful love,
By her truth that mates the dove,
By the meekness of her mind,
By the softness of her kind,
By the lustre of her grace,
Music
By all these thou art summoned to this place.
Hark how the air, enchanted with your praises
And his approach, those words to sweet notes raises.
 

The Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn comes like an apparition, in rich attire, and presents himself before the glass; then exit
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O let him stay awhile! a little longer!
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
That’s a good hearing.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
If he be mine, why should he part so soon?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Why, this is but the shadow of yours. How do you?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O I did ill to give consent to see it.
What certainty is in our bloods, our states?
What we still write is blotted out by fates.
Our wills are like a cause that is law-tossed:
What one court orders, is by another crossed.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
I find no fit place for this passion here.
It’s merely an intruder. He’s a gentleman,
Most wishfully composed. Honour grows on him
And wealth piled up for him; has youth enough too,
And yet in the sobriety of his countenance,
Grave as a tetrarch — which is gracious
I’th’ eye of modest pleasure. Where’s the emptiness?
What can you more request?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I do not know
What answer yet to make. It does require
A meeting ‘twixt my fear and my desire. Exit
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
She’s caught — and (which is strange) by her most wronger.
Exit
 

Finit Actus Tertius
 




Act IV.
 

Enter
[from the Black House]
Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder meeting the Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn (in his gallant habit, richly accoutred)
 

BLACK
KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
[aside]
It’s he, my confessor. He might ha’ passed me
Sev’n years together, had I not by chance
Advanced mine eye upon that lettered hatband,
The Jesuitical symbol to be known by,
Worn by the brave collegians with consent.
It’s a strange habit for a holy Father,
A president of poverty, especially;
But we the sons and daughters of obedience
Dare not once think awry, but must confess ourselves
As humbly to the Father of that feather,
Long spur and poniard, as to the alb and altar
(And happy we’re so highly graced t’attain to’t). — 
Holy and reverend!
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
How hast found me out?
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
O sir, put on the sparkling’st trim of glory,
Perfection will shine foremost — and I knew you
By the Catholical mark you wear about you,
The mark above your forehead.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Are you grown so ambitious
In your observance? Well, your business?
I have my game to follow.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
And I have a worm
Follows me so that I can follow no game.
The most faint-hearted Pawn (if he could see his play)
Might snap me up at pleasure. I desire, sir,
To be absolved. My conscience being at ease,
I could then with more courage ply my game.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
’Twas a base fact.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
’Twas to a schismatic Pawn, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
What’s that to the nobility of revenge?
Suffices I have neither will nor power
To give you absolution for that violence.
Make your petition to the Penance Chamber.
If the tax register relieve you in’t,
By the Black Bishop’s clemency, you have wrought out
A singular piece of favour with your money.
It’s all your refuge now.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
This sting shoots deeper.
Exit
 

Enter [aloof off]
Virgin White Queen’s Pawn and
Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[aside]
Yonder’s my game, which (like a politic chessmaster)
I must not seem to see.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O my heart. ’Tis he.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
That ’tis.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
The very self-same that the magical mirror
Presented lately to me.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
And how like
A most regardless stranger he walks by,
Merely ignorant of his fate! You are not minded,
The principal’st part of him. What strange mysteries
Inscrutable love works by!
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
The time, you see,
Is not yet come.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
But ’tis in our pow’r now
To bring time nearer — knowledge is a mast’ry — 
And make it observe us, and not we it.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I would force nothing from its proper virtue.
Let time have his full course. I’d rather die
The modest death of undiscovered love
Than have heaven’s least and lowest servant suffer,
Or in his motion receive check for me.
How is my soul’s growth altered, that single life
(The fittest garment that peace ever made for’t)
Is grown too strait, too stubborn on the sudden?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
He comes this way again.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
O there’s a traitor
Leaped from my heart into my cheek already
That will betray all to his powerful eye
If it but glance upon me.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
By my verity,
Look, he’s passed by again, drowned in neglect,
Without the prosperous hint of so much happiness
To look upon his fortunes. How close fate
Seels up the eye of human understanding
Till (like the sun’s flow’r) time and love uncloses it!
‘Twere pity he should dwell in ignorance longer.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
What will you do?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Yes, die a bashful death, do,
And let the remedy pass by unused still.
You’re changed enough already, if you’d look into’t.
[Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn goes to the Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn]
Absolute sir, with your most noble pardon
For this my rude intrusion, I am bold
To bring the knowledge of a secret nearer
By many days, sir, than it would arrive
In its own proper revelation with you.
Pray, turn and fix. Do you know you noble goodness?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
’Tis the first minute my eye blessed me with her,
And clearly shows how much my knowledge wanted,
Not knowing her till now.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
She’s to be liked then?
Pray, view advisedly. There is strong reason
That I’m so bold to urge it, you must guess:
The work concerns you nearer than you think for.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Her glory and the wonder of this secret
Puts a reciprocal amazement on me.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
And ’tis not without worth. You two must be
Better acquainted.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Is there cause? Affinity?
Or any courteous help creation joys in
To bring that forward?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Yes, yes, I can show you
The nearest way to that perfection
(Of a most virtuous one) that joy e’er found.
Pray, mark her once again, then follow me,
And I will show you her must be your wife, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
The mystery extends, or else creation
Has set that admirable piece before us
To choose out chaste delight by.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Please you follow, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
What art have you to put me on an object
And cannot get me off. ’Tis pain to part from’t.
 

Exeunt
[Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn, following Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
If there prove no check in that magical glass,
But my proportion come as fair and full
Into his eye as his into mine lately,
Then I’m confirmed he is mine own for ever.
 

Enter again Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn [with Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
The very self-same that the mirror blessed me with,
From head to foot, the beauty and the habit.
Kept you this place still? Did you not remove, lady?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Not a foot farther, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Is’t possible?
I would have sworn I’d seen the substance yonder.
’Twas to that lustre, to that life presented.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
E’en so was yours to me, sir.
 

JESUIT Bl.ACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Saw you mine?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Perfectly clear: no sooner my name used
But yours appeared.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Just so did yours at mine now.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Why stand you idle? Will you let time cozen you,
Protracting time, of those delicious benefits
That fate has marked to you? You modest pair
Of blushing gamesters — and you, sir, the bashfull’st:
I cannot flatter a foul fault in any — 
Can you be more than man and wife assigned,
And by a power the most irrevocable?
Others that be adventurers in delight
May meet with crosses, shame, or separation;
Their fortune’s hid, and the event’s locked from ‘em.
You know the mind of fate. You must be coupled.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[to Virgin White Queen’s Pawn]
She speaks but truth in this. I see no reason then
That we should miss the relish of this night,
But that we are both shamefaced.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
How, this night, sir?
Did not I know you must be mine, and therein
Your privilege runs strong, for that loose motion
You never should be. Is it not my fortune
To match with a pure mind? Then am I miserable.
The doves and all chaste loving winged creatures
Have their pairs fit, their desires justly mated;
Is woman more unfortunate? A virgin,
The May of woman? Fate — that has ordained, sir,
We should be man and wife — has not given warrant
For any act of knowledge till we are so.
[She weeps]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Tender-eyed modesty! How it grieves at this!
[Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn and Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn speak apart]
I’m as far off, for all this strange imposture,
As at first interview. Where lies our game now?
You know I cannot marry, by my Order.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
I know you cannot, sir; yet you may venture
Upon a contract.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Ha?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Surely you may, sir,
Without all question so far, without danger
Or any stain to your vow, and that may take her.
Nay, do’t with speed. She’ll think you mean the better too.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[to Virgin White Queen’s Pawn] o Be not so lavish of that blessed spring.
You’ve wasted that, upon a cold occasion now,
Would wash a sinful soul white. By our love-joys,
That motion shall ne’er light upon my tongue more
Till we’re contracted. Then, I hope, you’re mine?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
In all just duty ever.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
[to Black Bishop’s Pawn]
‘Then’? Do you question it?
Push! then you’re man and wife — all but church ceremonies.
Pray, let’s see that done first. [Aside to him] She shall do reason then. — 
[Aside] Now I’ll enjoy the sport, and cozen ‘em both.
My blood’s game is the wages I have worked for.
Exeunt
 

Enter Black Knight Gondomar with his Pawn
[from the Black House]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Pawn, I have spoke to the Fat Bishop for thee.
I’ll get thy absolution from his own mouth.
Reach me my chair of ease, my chair of coz’nage,
Sev’n thousand pounds in women, reach me that.
[Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder fetches] Gondomar’s golden chair with a hole in it
I love, o’ life, to sit upon a bank
Of heretic gold — O soft and gently, sirrah!
[Black Knight Gondomar sits]
There’s a foul flaw i’th’ bottom of my drum, Pawn;
I ne’er shall make sound soldier, but sound treacher
With any he in Europe. How now, qualm?
Thou hast the puking’st soul that e’er I met with.
It cannot bear one suckling villainy.
Mine can digest a monster without crudity,
A sin as weighty as an elephant,
And never wamble for’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
You have been used to’t, sir;
That’s a great help. The swallow of my conscience
Has but a narrow passage. You must think yet
It lies i’th’ penitent pipe, and will not down.
If I had got sev’n thousand pounds by offices,
And gulled down that, the bore would have been bigger.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Nay, if thou prov’st facetious, I shall hug thee.
Can a soft, rare, poor-poached iniquity
So ride upon thy conscience? I’m ashamed of thee.
Hadst thou betrayed the White House to the Black,
Beggared a kingdom by dissimulation,
Unjointed the fair frame of peace and traffic,
Poisoned allegiance, set faith back, and wrought
Women’s soft souls e’en up to masculine malice
To pursue truth to death if the cause roused ‘em,
That stares and parrots are first taught to curse thee — 
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Ay, marry, sir, here’s swapping sins indeed!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
All these, and ten times trebled, has this brain
Been parent to; they are my offsprings all.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
A goodly brood.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Yet I can jest as lightly,
Laugh and tell stirring stories to court madams
(Daughters of my seducement) with alacrity
As high and hearty as youth’s time of innocence,
That never knew a sin to shape a sorrow by.
I feel no tempest, not a leaf-wind stirring
To shake a fault; my conscience is becalmed, rather.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
I’m sure there’s a whirlwind huffs in mine, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Sirrah, I ha’ sold the Groom o’th’ Stool six times,
And received money of six several ladies
Ambitious to take place of baronets’ wives;
To three old mummy-matrons I have promised
The Mothership o’th’ Maids. I’ve taught our friends too
To convey White House gold to our Black Kingdom
In cold baked pasties, and so cozen searchers;
For venting hallowed oil, beads, medals, pardons,
Pictures, Veronica’s heads in private presses,
That’s done by one i’th’ habit of a pedlar;
Letters conveyed in rolls, tobacco balls.
When a restraint comes, by my politic counsel
Some of our Jesuits turn gentlemen-ushers,
Some falc’ners, some park-keepers, and some huntsmen.
One took the shape of an old lady’s cook once
And dispatched two chores in a Sunday morning:
The altar and the dresser. Pray, what use
Put I my summer recreation to?
But more t’inform my knowledge in the state
And strength of the White Kingdom. No fortification,
Haven, creek, or landing place ‘bout the White coast
But I got draught and platform, learned the depth
Of all their channels, knowledge of all sands,
Shelves, rocks, and rivers for invasion prop’rest,
A catalogue of all the navy royal,
The burden of the ships, the brassy murderers,
The number of the men, to what cape bound.
Again, for the discovery of the inlands,
Never a shire but the state better known
To me than to her best inhabitants:
What pow’r of men and horse, gentry’s revenues,
Who well affected to our side, who ill,
Who neither well nor ill, all the neutrality.
Thirty-eight thousand souls have been seduced, Pawn,
Since the jails vomited with the pill I gave ‘em.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Sure you put oil of toad into that physic, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
I’m now about a masterpiece of play
T’entrap the White Knight and with false allurements
Entice him to the Black House — more will follow — 
Whilst our Fat Bishop sets upon the Queen.
Then will our game lie sweetly.
 

Enter Fat Bishop of Spalato [from the Black House, in his black habit, with a book]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
He’s come now, sir.
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
Here’s Taxa Poenitentiaria, Knight,
The book of general pardons of all prices.
I have been searching for his sin this half hour
And cannot light upon’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
That’s strange. Let me see’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Pawn wretched that I am, has my rage done that
There is no precedent of pardon for?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR [reads] ‘For wilful murder, thirteen pound four shillings and sixpence.’ That’s reasonable cheap. ‘For killing — killing — killing — killing — killing — killing’ — 
Why, here’s nothing but ‘killing’, Bishop, on this side.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Turn the sheet over, you shall find adultery
And other trivial sins.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Adultery?
O I’m in’t now. [Reading] ‘For adultery, a couple of shillings, and for fornication fivepence’. — Mass, those are two good pennyworths. I cannot see how a man can mend himself.  ‘For lying with mother, sister, and daughter’ — ay, marry, sir— ‘thirty-three pounds, three shillings, threepence.’
The sins’ gradation right, paid all in threes, too.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
You’ve read the story of that monster, sir,
That got his daughter, sister, and his wife
Of his own mother.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR [reads]
‘Simony, nine pounds.’
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
They may thank me for that: ’twas nineteen
Before I came. I’ve mitigated many of the sums.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[reads]
‘Sodomy, sixpence.’ — You should put that sum
Ever on the backside of your book, Bishop.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
There’s few on’s very forward, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
What’s here, sir?
[Reads] ‘Two old precedents of encouragement.’
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
Ay, those are ancient notes.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[reads] ‘Given as a gratuity for the killing of an heretical prince with a poisoned knife, ducats five thousand.’
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
True, sir, that was paid.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[reads] ‘Promised also to Doctor
Lopez for poisoning the Maiden Queen of the White
Kingdom, ducats twenty thousand; which said sum was afterwards given, as a meritorious alms, to the nunnery at Lisbon, having at this present ten thousand pounds more at use in the townhouse of Antwerp.’
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
What’s all this to my conscience? — Worthy holiness,
I sue for pardon. I have brought money with me.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
You must depart; you see there is no precedent
Of any price of pardon for your fact.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Most miserable! Are fouler sins remitted?
Killing? Nay, wilful murder?
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO 
True, there’s instance.
Were you to kill him, I’d pardon you.
There’s precedent for that, and price set down;
But none for gelding.
 

BLACK KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
I have picked out understanding now forever
Out of that cabalistic bloody riddle.
I’ll make away all my estate and kill him,
And by that act obtain full absolution. Exit
 

Enter Black King Felipe
[from the Black House]
 

BLACK
KING FELIPE
Why, Bishop, Knight, where’s your removes? your traps?
Stand you now idle in the heat of game?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
My life for yours, Black Sovereign, the game’s ours.
I have wrought underhand for the White Knight
And his brave Duke, and find ‘em coming both.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
And for their sanctimonious Queen’s surprisal,
In that state-puzzle and distracted hurry,
Trust my arch-subtlety with’t.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
O eagle pride!
Never was game more hopeful of our side.
Exeunt [Black King Felipe and Fat Bishop of Spalato]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
If Bishop Bull-beef be not snapped next bout
As the game stands, I’ll never trust art more. Exit
Recorders [within, playing soft music]. Enter the Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn with a taper in her hand, as conducting the Virgin White Queen’s Pawn in her night attire to one chamber, then — fetching in the Black Bishop’s Pawn
(the Jesuit], in his night habit — conveys him into another chamber; [then shuts the door, pauses,] puts out the candle, and follows him
[into the second chamber].
 

Enter White Knight Charles and White Duke of Buckingham [from the White House]
 

WHITE
KNIGHT CHARLES
True, noble Duke, fair virtue’s most endeared one,
Let us prevent their rank insinuation
With truth of cause and cunning, meet their plots
With confident goodness that shall strike ‘em grov’ling.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Sir, all the gins, traps, and alluring snares
The devil has been at work since ‘88 on
Are laid for the great hope of this game only.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Why, the more noble will truth’s triumphs be!
When they have wound about our constant courages
The glitt’ring’st serpent that e’er falsehood fashioned
And glorying most in his resplendent poisons,
Just heaven can find a bolt to bruise his head.
 

Enter [from the Black House] Black Knight Gondomar [aloof off]
 

WHITE
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Look, would you see destruction lie a-sunning?
In yonder smile sits blood and treachery basking;
In that perfidious model of face-falsehood
Hell is drawn grinning.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES What a pain it is
For truth to feign a little.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR [coming forward]
O fair Knight!
The rising glory of the House of candor!
Have I so many protestations lost,
Lost, lost, quite lost? Am I not worth your confidence?
I that have vowed my faculties of soul,
Life, spirit, and brain, to your sweet game of youth,
Your noble fruitful game — can you mistrust
Any foul play in me, that have been ever
The most submiss observer of your virtues,
And no way tainted with ambition
Save only to be thought your first admirer?
How often have I changed for your delight
The royal presentation of my place
Into a mimic jester? — and become
(For your sake, and th’expulsion of sad thoughts),
Of a grave state-sire, a light son of pastime?
Made threescore years a tomboy, a mere wanton?
I’ll tell you what I told a Savoy dame once,
New-wed, high, plump, and lusting for an issue:
Within the year I promised her a child
If she could stride over Saint Rombaut’s breeches
(A relic kept at Mechlin). The next morning
One of my follower’s old hose was conveyed
Into her chamber, where she tried the feat;
By that (and a court friend), after grew great.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Why, who could be without thee?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR I Will change
To any shape to please you, and my aim
Has been to win your love in all this game.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Thou hast it nobly, and I long to see
The Black House’ pleasure, state, and dignity.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Of honour you’ll so surfeit and delight
You’ll ne’er desire again to see the White. Exeunt
 

Enter White Queen [of Bohemia from the White House, as they go into the Black House]
 

WHITE
QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
My love, my hope, my dearest — O he’s gone,
Ensnared, entrapped, surprised amongst the Black ones.
I never felt extremity like this.
Thick darkness dwells upon this hour. Integrity — 
Like one of heaven’s bright luminaries now
By error’s dullest element interposed — 
Suffers a black eclipse. I never was
 

Enter
[from the Black House] Fat Bishop of
Spalato
[in black]
More sick of love than now I am of horror.
I shall be taken. The game’s lost, I’m set upon.
O ’tis the turncoat Bishop, having watched
Th’advantage of his play, comes now to seize on me.
O I’m hard beset, distressed most miserably!
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
’Tis vain to stir: remove which way you can,
I take you now. This is the time we’ve hoped for.
Queen, you must down.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA
No rescue, no deliverer?
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
The Black King’s blood burns for thy prostitution,
And nothing but the spring of thy chaste virtue
Can cool his inflammation. Instantly
He dies upon a pleurisy of luxury
If he deflower thee not.
 

Enter [from the White House] White Bishop [of Canterbury]
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA
O strait of misery!
[White Bishop of Canterbury takes Fat Bishop of
Spalato]
 

WHITE
BISHOP [OF CANTERBURY]
And is your holiness his divine procurer?
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
The devil’s in’t. I’m taken by a ring-dove.
Where stood this Bishop all this while that I saw him not?
 

WHITE BISHOP
[OF CANTERBURY]
O you were so ambitious you looked over me.
You aimed at no less person than the Queen,
The glory of the game. If she were won,
 

Enter White King fames [from the White House]
The way were open to the master-check,
Which, look you, he and his live to give you.
Honour and virtue guide him in his station.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA [to White King James]
O my safe sanctuary!
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Let heaven’s blessings
Be mine no longer than I am thy sure one.
The dove’s house is not safer in the rock
Than thou in my firm bosom.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA I am blessed in’t.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Is it that lump of rank ingratitude
Swelled with the poison of hypocrisy?
Could he be so forgetful has partaken
Of the sweet fertile blessings of our kingdom?
 — Bishop, thou hast done our White House gracious service,
And worthy the fair reverence of thy place. — 
For thee, Black holiness, that work’st out thy death
As the blind mole, the proper’st son of earth,
Who in the casting his ambitious hills up
Is often taken, and destroyed i’th’ midst
Of his advanced work, ‘twere well with thee
If (like that verminous labourer, which thou imitat’st
In hills of pride and malice) when death puts thee up,
The silent grave might prove thy bag forever — 
No deeper pit than that. For thy vain hope
Of the White Knight and his most firm assistant
(Two princely pieces, which I know thy thoughts
Give lost forever now), my strong assurance
Of their fixed virtues, could you let in seas
Of populous untruths against that fort,
’Twould burst the proudest billows.
 

WHITE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA
My fear’s past then.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Fear? You were never guilty of an injury
To goodness but in that.
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
It stayed not with me, sir.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
It was too much if it usurped a thought.
Place a strong guard there.
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
Confidence is set, sir.
 

WHITE KING JAMES [to White Bishop of Canterbury]
Take that prize hence, you reverend of men:
Put covetousness into the bag again.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
The bag had need be sound, or it goes to wrack.
Sin and my weight will make a strong one crack.
Exeunt
 

Finit Actus Quartus 
 




Act V. 
 

Loud music. Enter Black Knight Gondomar in his Utter [carried by Black Pawns], as passing in haste over the stage, and the Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn above [in his reverend habit]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
(calls) Hold, hold!
[The litter stops]
Is the Black Bishop’s Pawn, the Jesuit,
Planted above for his concise oration?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Ecce triumphanti me fixum Caesaris arce.
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Art there, my holy boy? Sirrah,
Bishop Tumbrel is snapped i’th’ bag by this time.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Haeretici pereant sic.
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
All Latin?
Sure the oration has infected him. — 
Away, make haste, they’re coming!
[Exeunt Black Pawns carrying his litter]
Oboes again!
Oboes. Enter [from] the Black House Black King Felipe, Black Queen Maria, Black Duke Olivares, [Jesuit Black Bishop], with Pawns, meeting White Knight Charles and White Duke of Buckingham [who enter from the White House], The Jesuit Black Bishop’s Pawn (above) entertains them with this Latin oration
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Si quid mortalibus unquam oculis hilarem et gratum aperuit diem, si quid peramantibus amicorum animis gaudium attulit peperitve Isetitiam (Eques candidissime prselucentissime), felicem profecto tuum a Domo Candoris ad Domum Nigritudinis accessum promisisse, peperisse, attulisse fatemur. Omnes adventus tui conflagrantissimi, onmi qua possumus lsetitia, gaudio, congratulatione, acclamatione, animis observantissimis, affectibus devotissimis, obsequiis venerabundis, te sospitem congratulamur.
 

BLACK
KING FELIPE
[to White Knight Charles]
Sir, in this short congratulatory speech
You may conceive how the whole House affects you.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to White Knight Charles]
The colleges and sanctimonious seed-plots.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[to Black King Felipe]
’Tis clear, and so acknowledged, royal sir.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
What honours, pleasures, rarities, delights,
Your noble thought can think — 
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
[to White Knight Charles]
Your fair eye fix on,
That’s comprehended in the spacious circuit
Of the Black Kingdom, they’re your servants all.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
How amply you endear us!
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
[to Black House]
They are favours
That equally enrich the royal giver
As the receiver in the free donation.
Music
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Hark! To enlarge your welcome, from all parts
Is heard sweet-sounding airs; abstruse things open
Of voluntary freeness, and you altar
 

An altar discovered, richly adorned, with tapers on it, and divers statues standing on each side
 

(The seat of adoration) seems t’adore
The virtues you bring with you.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[aside to White Duke]
There’s a taste
Of the old vessel still.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
[aside to White Knight]
Th’erroneous relish.
[BLACK QUEEN MARIA] ([sings a] song)
Wonder, work some strange delight — 
This place was never yet without — 
To welcome thee, fair White House Knight,
And to bring our hopes about.
May from the altar flames aspire,
Those tapers set themselves on fire.
May senseless things our joys approve
And those brazen statues move,
The statues move
Quickened by some power above,
Or what more strange, to show our love.
The statues dance
 

BLACK
KNIGHT GONDOMAR
A happy omen waits upon this hour:
All move portentously the right-hand way.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
Come, let’s set free all the most choice delights
That ever adorned days or quickened nights.
Exeunt [into the Black House]
 

Enter Virgin White Queen’s Pawn [from the
White House]
 

VIRGIN
WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I see ’twas but a trial of my love now.
H’as a more modest mind, and in that virtue
Most worthily has fate provided for me.
 

Enter [from the Black House] the Jesuit Black
Bishop’s Pawn in his reverend habit, meeting her
Yonder’s the bad man in the reverend habit.
Dares he be seen again? — traitor to holiness,
O marble-fronted impudence! — and knows
How much he’s wronged me? I’m ashamed he blushes not.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Are you yet stored with any woman’s pity?
Are you the mistress of so much devotion,
Kindness, or charity, as to bestow
An alms of love on your poor suffrer yet
For your sake only?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Sir, for the reverence and respect you ought
To give to sanctity — though none to me — 
In being her servant vowed and wear her livery,
If I might counsel you, you should ne’er speak
The language of unchasteness in that habit.
You would not think how ill it does with you.
The world’s a stage, on which all parts are played.
You’d count it strange to have a devil
Presented there not in a devil’s shape,
Or — wanting one — to send him out in yours;
You’d rail at that for an absurdity
No college e’er committed. For decorum’s sake, then,
For pity’s cause, for sacred virtue’s honour,
If you’ll persist still in your dev’lish part,
Present him as you should do, and let one
That carries up the goodness of the play
Come in that habit, and I’ll speak with him.
Then will the parts be fitted, and the spectators
Know which is which; they must have cunning judgements
To find it else, for such a one as you
Is able to deceive a mighty auditory.
Nay, those you have seduced — if there be any
In the assembly — when they see what manner
You play the game with me, they cannot love you.
Is there so little hope of you to smile, sir?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Yes, at your fears, at th’ignorance of your power,
The little use you make of time, youth, fortune.
Knowing you have a husband for lust’s shelter,
You dare not yet make bold with a friend’s comfort — 
Which is the plague of weakness.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
So hot-burning
The syllables of sin fly from his lips
As if the letter came new-cast from hell.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Well, setting by the dish you loathe so much
(Which has been heartily tasted by your betters),
I come to marry you to th’ gentleman
That last enjoyed you. Hope that pleases you.
There’s no immodest relish in that office.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[aside]
Strange, of all others he should light on him
To tie that holy knot that sought t’undo me. — 
Were you requested to perform that office?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
I named you a sure token.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
As for that, sir,
Now you’re most welcome, and my fair hope’s of you
You’ll never break the sacred knot you tie once
With any lewd solicitings hereafter.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
But all the craft’s in getting of it knit.
You’re all on fire to make your coz’ning market.
I am the marrier — and the man. Do you know me?
Do you know me, nice iniquity, strict luxury,
And holy whoredom? Ay, would clap on marriage
With all hot speed to solder up the game?
See what a scourge fate has provided for thee.
You were a ‘maid,’ swear still, you’re no worse now.
I left you as I found you. Have I startled you?
I’m quit with you now for my discovery,
Your outcries and your cunnings. Farewell, brokage.
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Nay, stay and hear me but give thanks a little,
If your ear can endure a work so gracious;
Then you may take your pleasure.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
I have done that!
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
| kneels, praying]
That pow’r that has preserved me from this devil — 
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
How?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[praying]
This, that may challenge the chief chair in hell
And sit above his master — 
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Bring in merit!
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[praying]
That suffered’st him, through blind lust, to be led
Last night to th’action of some common bed — 
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
(Within)
Not over-common neither.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Ha! What voice is that?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[praying]
Of virgins be thou ever honoured. — 
[She rises and addresses Black Bishop’s Pawn]
Now you may go; you hear I’ve given thanks, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Here’s a strange game indeed. Did not I lie with you?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
(within) No.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
What a devil art thou?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
I’ll not answer you, sir,
After thanksgiving.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Why, you made a promise to me
After the contract.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
(within)
Yes.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
A pox confound thee!
I speak not to thee. — And you were prepared for’t,
And set your joys more high — 
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
(Within)
 — than you could reach, sir.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
‘Slid, ’tis a bawdy voice. I’ll slit the throat on’t.
 

Enter Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn [from the
Black House]
 

JESUITESS
BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
What, offer violence to me, your bedfellow?
To one that works so kindly, without rape?
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
My bedfellow?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Do you plant your scorn against me?
Why, when I was probationer at Brussels,
That engine was not seen; then adoration
Filled up the place, and wonder was in fashion.
Is’t turned to th’ wild seed of contempt so soon?
Can five years stamp a bawd? — Pray, look upon me, sir;
I’ve youth enough to take it.  ’Tis no more
Since you were chief agent for the transportation
Of ladies’ daughters, if you be remembered;
Some of their portions I could name; you pursed ‘em, too.
They were soon dispossessed of worldly cares
That came into your fingers.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Shall I hear her?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
Holy derision, yes, till thy ear swells
With thy own venom, thy profane life’s vomit.
Whose niece was she you poisoned with child, twice?
 — Then gave her out ‘possessed with a foul spirit’?
When ’twas indeed your bastard.
 

Enter White Bishop’s Gelded Pawn with White Queen [of Bohemia from the White House]
 

JESUIT
BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
I am taken
In mine own toils.
 

WHITE BISHOP’S GELDED PAWN
Yes, and ’tis just you should be.
[White Bishop’s Pawn takes Black Bishop’s Pawn]
 

WHITE
QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
And thou, lewd Pawn, the shame of womanhood.
[White Queen takes Black Queen’s Pawn]
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
I’m lost of all hands.
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
And I cannot feel
The weight of my affection, now he’s taken;
‘T’as not the burden of a grasshopper.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
Thou whore of order! Cockatrice in voto!
 

Enter Black Knight’s Pawn Gelder [from the Black
House, with a weapon]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
[aside]
Yonder’s the White Bishop’s Pawn. Have at his heart now!
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
Hold, monster-impudence! Wouldst heap a murder
On thy first foul attempt? O merciless bloodhound!
’Tis time that thou art taken.
[White Queen’s Pawn takes Black Knight’s Pawn]
 

BLACK
KNIGHT’S PAWN GELDER
Death! prevented?
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
For thy sake, and you partner in thy shame,
I’ll never know man farther than by name. Exeunt
 

Enter [from] the Black House Black King Felipe, Black Queen Maria, Black Duke Olivares, Jesuit Black Bishop, Black Knight Gondomar, with White Knight Charles and his White Duke of Buckingham
 

WHITE
KNIGHT CHARLES
[to Black King Felipe]
You’ve both enriched my knowledge, royal sir,
And my content together.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
Stead of riot,
We set you only welcome. Surfeit is
A thing that’s seldom heard of in these parts.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
I hear of the more virtue when I miss on’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
We do not use to bury in our bellies
Three hundred thousand ducats, and then boast on’t,
Or exercise th’old Roman painful idleness
With care of fetching fishes far from home:
The golden-headed coracine out of Egypt,
The salpa from Ebusus, or the pelamis
(Which some call ‘summer whiting’) from Chalcedon,
Salmons from Aquitaine, ellops from Rhodes,
Cockles from Chios, franked and fatted up
With far and sapa, flour and cocted wine.
We cram no birds, nor (Epicurean-like)
Enclose some creeks o’th’ sea, as Sergius Orata did — 
He that invented the first stews for oysters
And other sea-fish, who (besides the pleasure
Of his own throat) got large revenues by th’invention,
Whose fat example the nobility followed.
Nor do we imitate that arch-gormandizer
With two-and-twenty courses at one dinner,
And betwixt every course he and his guests
Washed, and used women, then sat down and strengthened,
Lust swimming in their dishes — which no sooner
Was tasted, but was ready to be vented.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Most impious epicures!
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
We commend rather,
Of two extremes, the parsimony of Pertinax,
(Who had half lettuces set up to serve again)
Or his successor Julian (that would make
Three meals of a lean hare, and often sup
With a green fig and wipe his beard, as I can).
The old bewailers of excess in those days
Complained there was more coin bid for a cook
Than for a warhorse, but now cooks are purchased
After the rate of triumphs, and some dishes
After the rate of cooks — which must needs make
Some of your White House gormandizers (specially
Your wealthy plump plebeians) like the hogs
Which Scaliger cites, that could not move for fat,
So insensible of either prick or goad
That mice made holes to needle in their buttocks
And they ne’er felt ‘em. There was once a ruler,
Cyrene’s governor, choked with his own paunch — 
Which death fat Sanctius (King of Castile) fearing
Through his infinite mass of belly, rather chose
To be killed suddenly — by a pernicious herb
Taken to make him lean, which old Cordoba
(King of Morocco) counselled his fear to — 
Than he would hazard to be stunk to death
As that huge cormorant that was choked before him.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Well, you’re as sound a spokesman, sir, for parsimony,
Clean abstinence, and scarce one meal a day,
As ever spoke with tongue.
 

BLACK KING FELIPE
Censure him mildly, sir.
’Twas but to find discourse.
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
He’ll talk of anything.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
I shall be half afraid to feed hereafter.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Or I, beshrew my heart, for I fear fatness,
The fog of fatness, as I fear a dragon.
The comeliness I wish for, that’s as glorious.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
[to Black House]
Your course is wondrous strict. I shall transgress sure,
If I should change my side (as you’ve much wrought me to’t).
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
How you misprize! This is not meant to you-ward.
You, that are wound up to the height of feeding
By clime and custom, are dispensed withal.
You may eat kid, cabrito, calf, and tunas — 
Eat, and eat every day, twice, if you please — 
Nay, the franked hen fattened with milk and corn
(A riot which th’inhabitants of Delos
Were first inventors of), or the crammed cockle.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Well, for the food I’m happily resolved on.
But for the diet of my disposition
There comes a trouble; you will hardly find
Food to please that.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
It must be a strange nature
We cannot find a dish for, having policy
(The master cook of Christendom) to dress it.
Pray, name your nature’s diet.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
The first mess
Is hot ambition.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
That’s but served in puff-paste.
Alas, the meanest of our cardinals’ cooks
Can dress that dinner. Your ambition, sir,
Can fetch no farther compass than the world?
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
That’s certain, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
We’re about that already,
And in the large feast of our vast ambition
We count but the White Kingdom (whence you came from)
The garden for our cook to pick his salads.
The food’s lean France, larded with Germany,
Before which comes the grave chaste signory
Of Venice, served in (capon-like) in whitebroth;
From our chief oven Italy, the bake-meats;
Savoy, the salt; Geneva, the chipped manchet.
Below the salt the Netherlands are placed,
A common dish at lower end o’th’ table
For meaner pride to fall to. For our second course,
A spit of Portugals served in for plovers,
Indians and Moors for blackbirds. All this while
Holland stands ready melted to make sauce
On all occasions; when the voider comes
And with such cheer our crammed hopes we suffice,
Zealand says grace, for fashion, then we rise.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Here’s meat enough, in conscience, for ambition.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
If there be any want, there’s Switzerland,
Polonia, and such pickled things will serve
To furnish out the table.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES You say well, sir.
But here’s the myst’ry — I tell you in private.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
O, we’re your cabinets.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
When I ha’ stopped the mouth
Of one vice, there’s another gapes for food.
I’m as covetous as a barren womb,
The grave, or what’s more ravenous.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
We’re for you, sir.
Call you that heinous that’s good husbandry?
Why, we make money of our faith, our prayers.
We make the very deathbed buy her comforts,
Most dearly pay for all her pious counsels,
Leave rich revenues for a few sale-orisons — 
Or else they pass unreconciled without ‘em.
Did you but view the vaults within our monasteries
You’d swear then Plutus (whom the fiction calls
The ford of riches) is entombed within ‘em.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Is’t possible?
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
You cannot pass for tuns.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
But how shall I bestow the vice I bring, sirs?
You quite forget me. I shall be locked out
By your strict key of life.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Is yours so foul, sir?
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Faith, some that’s pleased to make a wanton on’t
Call it infirmity of blood, flesh-frailty;
But certain there’s a worse name in your book for’t.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
The trifle of all vices, the mere innocent,
The very novice of this house of clay. Venery?
If I but hug thee hard, I show the worst on’t.
It’s all the fruit we have here after supper;
Nay, at the ruins of a nunnery once
Six thousand infants’ heads found in a fishpond.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
How?
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
How? Ay, how? How came they thither, think you?
Ulric, bishop of Augsburg, in’s epistle
To Nicholas the First, can tell you how.
Maybe he was at cleansing of the pond.
I can but smile to think how it would puzzle
All mother-maids that ever lived in those parts
To know their own child’s head. But is this all?
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
[to White Knight Charles]
Are you ours yet?
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
One more, and I am silenced.
But this that comes now will divide us questionless.
’Tis ten times ten times worse than the forerunners.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
Is it so vile there is no name ordained for’t?
Toads have their titles, and creation gave
Serpents and adders those names to be known by.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
This of all vices bears the hidden’st venom,
The secret’st poison. I’m an arch-dissembler, sir.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
How!
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
It’s my nature’s brand. Turn from me, sir.
The time is yet to come that e’er I spoke
What my heart meant.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
And call you that a vice?
Avoid all profanation, I beseech you.
The only prime state-virtue upon earth,
The policy of empires — O take heed, sir,
For fear it take displeasure and forsake you.
It is a jewel of that precious value
Whose worth’s not known but to the skilful lapidary:
The instrument that picks ope princes’ hearts
And locks up ours from them with the same motion.
You never came so near our souls till now.
 

BLACK DUKE OLIVARES
[to White Knight Charles]
Now you’re a brother to us.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
[to White Knight Charles]
What we have done
Has been dissemblance ever.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
There you lie then,
And the game’s ours. We give thee checkmate by
Discovery, King — the noblest mate of all.
 

[White Knight Charles takes Black Knight Gondomar, and White Duke of Buckingham takes Black King Felipe]
 

BLACK
KING FELIPE
I’m lost, I’m taken!
A great shout and flourish
 

WHITE
KNIGHT CHARLES
Ambitious, covetous, luxurious falsehood!
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Dissembler! — that includes all.
 

BLACK KNIGHT GONDOMAR
All hope’s confounded.
 

BLACK QUEEN MARIA
Miserable condition!
 

Enter [from the White House] White King James, White Queen [of Bohemia], White Bishop [of Canterbury], with their White Pawns
 

WHITE
KING JAMES [embracing White Knight Charles]
O let my arms be blessed with this dear treasure,
Truth’s glorious masterpiece. — See, Queen of sweetness,
He’s in my bosom safe, and this fair structure
Of comely honour his true-blest assistant.
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
May their integrities ever possess
That pow’rful sanctuary.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES As ’twas a game, sir,
Won with much hazard, so with much more triumph
We gave him checkmate by discovery, sir.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
Obscurity is now the fittest favour
Falsehood can sue for. It well suits perdition.
It’s their best course that so have lost their fame
To put their heads into the bag for shame — 
The bag opens, and the Black lost [pieces] appear in it. The Jesuit Black Bishop slides in it
And there, behold! The bag, like hell-mouth, opens
To take her due, and the lost sons appear
(Greedily gaping for increase of fellowship
In infamy — the last desire of wretches),
Advancing their perdition-branded foreheads
Like Envy’s issues or a bed of snakes.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[in the bag]
’Tis too apparent. The game’s lost, King taken.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag]
The White House has given us the bag, I thank ‘em.
 

BLACK PAWN [in the bag]
They’d need have given you a whole bag by yourself.
‘Sfoot! This Fat Black Bishop has so squelched and squeezed me,
So overlaid me, I have no verjuice
Left in me. You shall find all my goodness,
If you look for’t, in the bottom of the bag.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag] Thou malapert Pawn!
The Bishop must have room, he will have room,
And room to lie at pleasure.
 

BLACK PAWN
[in the bag] All the bag I think
Is room too scant for your Spalato paunch.
 

JESUIT BLACK BISHOP’S PAWN
[in the bag, to Jesuitess Black Queen’s Pawn]
Down, viper of our Order! Art thou showing
Thy impudent whorish front?
 

JESUITESS BLACK QUEEN’S PAWN
[in the bag]
Yes, monster holiness!
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Contention in the bag? Is hell divided?
 

WHITE KING JAMES
[to Black pieces in the bag]
You’d need have some of majesty and power
To keep good rule amongst you. Make room, Bishop.
[White King James puts Black King Felipe in the bag]
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag]
I’m not so easily moved when I’m once set.
I scorn to stir for any king on earth.
 

WHITE QUEEN [OF BOHEMIA]
Here comes the Queen. What say you then to her?
[White Queen of Bohemia puts Black Queen Maria in the hag]
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag]
Indeed a quean may make a bishop stir.
 

WHITE KNIGHT CHARLES
Room for the mightiest machiavel politician
That e’er the devil hatched of a nun’s egg.
[White Knight Charles beats and kicks Black
Knight Gondomar into the bag]
 

FAT
BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag]
He’ll peck a hole i’th’ bag and get out shortly.
Rut I shall be the last man that creeps out,
And that’s the misery of greatness ever. — 
Foh! the politician is not sound i’th’ vent;
I smell him hither.
 

WHITE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM
Room for a sunburnt, tansy-faced beloved,
An olive-coloured Ganymede.
[White Duke of Buckingham puts Black Duke
Olivares in the bag]
And that’s all
That’s worth the bagging.
 

FAT BISHOP OF SPALATO
[in the bag]
Crowd in all you can,
The Bishop will be still uppermost man,
Maugre King, Queen, or politician.
 

WHITE KING JAMES
So let the bag close now (the fittest womb
For treachery, pride, and malice),
[The bag closes] whilst we winner-like,
Destroying through heaven’s power what would destroy,
Welcome our White Knight with loud peals of joy.
Exeunt
Epilogue.
Enter
the Virgin White Queen’s Pawn Epilogue
 

VIRGIN WHITE QUEEN’S PAWN
[bowing]
My mistress, the White Queen, hath sent me forth
And bade me bow thus low to all of worth
That are true friends of the White House and cause,
Which she hopes most of this assembly draws.
For any else — by envy’s mark denoted,
To those night glow-worms in the bag devoted — 
Where’er they sit, stand, and in corners lurk,
They’ll be soon known by their depraving work.
But she’s assured, what they’d commit to bane
Her White friends’ hands will build up fair again.
Exit
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CHAPTER I. 
 

Wisdom, elixir of the purest life, 
Hath taught her lesson to judicial views, 
To those that judge a cause, and end a strife, 
Which sits in judgment’s seat and justice use; 
A lesson worthy of divinest care, 
Quintessence of a true divinest fear: 
 

Unwilling that exordium should retain 
Her life-infusing speech, doth thus begin: 
You, quoth she, that give remedy or pain, 
Love justice, for injustice is a sin; 
Give unto God his due, his reverend style, 
And rather use simplicity than guile. 
 

For him that guides the radiant eye of day, 
Sitting in his star-chamber of the sky, 
The horizons and hemispheres obey, 
And winds, the fillers of vacuity; 
Much less should man tempt God, when all obey, 
But rather be a guide, and lead the way. 
 

For tempting argues but a sin’s attempt, 
Temptation is to sin associate; 
So doing, thou from God art clean exempt, 
Whose love is never plac’d in his love’s hate: 
He will be found not of a tempting mind, 
But found of those which he doth faithful find. 
 

Temptation rather separates from God, 
Converting goodness from the thing it was, 
Heaping the indignation of his rod 
To bruise our bodies like a brittle glass; 
For wicked thoughts have still a wicked end, 
In making God our foe, which was our friend. 
 

They muster up revenge, encamp our hate, 
Undoing what before they meant to do, 
Stirring up anger and unlucky fate, 
Making the earth their friend, the heaven their foe: 
But when heaven’s guide makes manifest his power, 
The earth their friends doth them like foes devour. 
 

O foolish men, to war against your bliss! 
O hateful hearts, where wisdom never reign’d! 
O wicked thoughts, which ever thought amiss! 
What have you reap’d? what pleasure have you gain’d? 
A fruit in show, a pleasure to decay, 
This have you got by keeping folly’s way. 
 

For wisdom’s harvest is with folly nipt, 
And with the winter of your vice’s frost, 
Her fruit all scatter’d, her implanting ript, 
Her name decayed, her fruition lost: 
Nor can she prosper in a plot of vice, 
Gaining no summer’s warmth, but winter’s ice. 
 

Thou barren earth, where virtues never bud; 
Thou fruitless womb, where never fruits abide; 
And thou dry-wither’d sap which bears no good 
But the dishonour of thy proud heart’s pride: 
A seat of all deceit, — deceit deceiv’d, 
Thy bliss a woe, thy woe of bliss bereav’d! 
 

This place of night hath left no place for day, 
Here never shines the sun of discipline, 
But mischief clad in sable night’s array, 
Thought’s apparition — evil angel’s sign; 
These reign enhoused with their mother night, 
To cloud the day of clearest wisdom’s light. 
 

O you that practise to be chief in sin, 
Love’s hate, hate’s friend, friend’s foe, foe’s follower, 
What do you gain? what merit do you win, 
To be blaspheming vice’s practiser? 
Your gain is wisdom’s everlasting hate, 
Your merit grief, your grief your life’s debate. 
 

Thou canst not hide thy thought — God made thy thought, 
Let this thy caveat be for thinking ill; 
Thou know’st that Christ thy living freedom bought, 
To live on earth according to his will: 
God being thy creator, Christ thy bliss, 
Why dost thou err? why dost thou do amiss? 
 

He is both judge and witness of thy deeds, 
He knows the volume which thy heart contains; 
Christ skips thy faults, only thy virtue reads, 
Redeeming thee from all thy vice’s pains: 
O happy crown of mortal man’s content, 
Sent for our joy, our joy in being sent! 
 

Then sham’st thou not to err, to sin, to stray, 
To come to composition with thy vice, 
With new-purg’d feet to tread the oldest way, 
Leading new sense unto thy old device? 
Thy shame might flow in thy sin-flowing face, 
Rather than ebb to make an ebb of grace. 
 

For he which rules the orb of heaven and earth, 
And the inequal course of every star, 
Did know man’s thoughts and secrets at his birth, 
Whether inclin’d to peace or discord’s jar: 
He knows what man will be ere he be man, 
And all his deeds in his life’s living span. 
 

Then ’tis impossible that earth can hide 
Unrighteous actions from a righteous God, 
For he can see their feet in sin that slide, 
And those that lodge in righteousness’ abode; 
He will extend his mercy on the good, 
His wrath on those in whom no virtues bud. 
 

Many there be, that, after trespass done, 
Will seek a covert for to hide their shame, 
And range about the earth, thinking to shun 
God’s heavy wrath and meritorious blame; 
They, thinking to fly sin, run into sin, 
And think to end when they do new begin. 
 

God made the earth, the earth denies their suit, 
Nor can they harbour in the centre’s womb; 
God knows their thoughts, although their tongues be mute, 
And hears the sounds from forth their bodies’ tomb: 
Sounds? ah! no sounds, but man himself he hears, 
Too true a voice of man’s most falsest fears. 
 

O see destruction hovering o’er thy head, 
Mantling herself in wickedness’ array! 
Hoping to make thy body as her bed, 
Thy vice her nutriment, thy soul her prey: 
Thou hast forsaken him that was thy guide, 
And see what follows to assuage thy pride! 
 

Thy roaring vice’s noise hath cloy’d his ears, 
Like foaming waves they have o’erwhelm’d thy joy; 
Thy murmurings, which thy whole body bears, 
Hath bred thy wail, thy wail thy life’s annoy: 
Unhappy thoughts, to make a soul’s decay, 
Unhappy soul, in suffering thoughts to sway! 
 

Then sith the height of man’s felicity 
Is plung’d within the puddle of misdeeds, 
And wades amongst discredit’s infamy, 
Blasting the merit of his virtues’ seeds; 
Beware of murmuring, — the chiefest ill, 
From whence all sin, all vice, all pains distil. 
 

O heavy doom proceeding from a tongue, 
Heavy-light tongue — tongue to thy own decay, 
In virtue weak, in wickedness too strong, 
To mischief prone, from goodness gone astray; 
Hammer to forge misdeeds, to temper lies, 
Selling thy life to death, thy soul to cries! 
 

Must death needs pay the ransom of thy sin 
With the dead carcass of descending spirit? 
Wilt thou of force be snared in his gin, 
And place thy error in destruction’s merit? 
Life, seek not for thy death; death comes unsought, 
Buying the life which not long since was bought. 
 

Death and destruction never needs a call, 
They are attendants on life’s pilgrimage, 
And life to them is as their playing ball, 
Grounded upon destruction’s anchorage; 
Seek not for that which unsought will betide, 
Ne’er wants destruction a provoking guide. 
 

Will you needs act your own destruction? 
Will you needs harbour your own overthrow? 
Or will you cause your own eversion, 
Beginning with despair, ending with woe? 
Then dye your hearts in tyranny’s array, 
To make acquittance of destruction’s pay. 
 

What do you meditate but on your death? 
What do you practise but your living fall? 
Who of you all have any virtue’s breath, 
But ready armed at a mischief’s call? 
God is not pleased at your vice’s savour, 
But you best pleased when you lose his favour. 
 

He made not death to be your conqueror, 
But you to conquer over death and hell; 
Nor you to be destruction’s servitor, 
Enhoused there where majesty should dwell: 
God made man to obey at his behest, 
And man to be obey’d of every beast. 
 

He made not death to be our labour’s hire, 
But we ourselves made death through our desart; 
Here never was the kingdom of hell-fire, 
Before the brand was kindled in man’s heart: 
Now man defieth God, all creatures man, 
Vice flourisheth, and virtue lieth wan. 
 

O fruitful tree, whose root is always green, 
Whose blossoms ever bud, whose fruits increase, 
Whose top celestial virtue’s seat hath been, 
Defended by the sovereignty of peace! 
This tree is righteousness; O happy tree, 
Immortalised by thine own decree! 
 

O hateful plant, whose root is always dry, 
Whose blossoms never bud, whose fruits decrease, 
On whom sits the infernal deity, 
To take possession of so foul a lease! 
This plant is vice; O too unhappy plant, 
Ever to die, and never fill death’s want! 
 

Accursed in thy growth, dead in thy root, 
Canker’d with sin, shaken with every wind, 
Whose top doth nothing differ from the foot, 
Mischief the sap, and wickedness the rind; 
So the ungodly, like this wither’d tree, 
Is slack in doing good, in ill too free. 
 

Like this their wicked growth, too fast, too slow; 
Too fast in sloth, too slow in virtue’s haste; 
They think their vice a friend when ’tis a foe, 
In good, in wickedness, too slow, too fast: 
And as this tree decays, so do they all, 
Each one copartner of the other’s fall.
 




CHAPTER II. 
 

Indeed they do presage what will betide, 
With the misgiving verdict of misdeeds; 
They know a fall will follow after pride, 
And in so foul a heart grows many weeds: 
Our life is short, quoth they; no, ’tis too long, 
Lengthen’d with evil thoughts and evil tongue. 
 

A life must needs be short to them that dies, 
For life once dead in sin doth weakly live; 
These die in sin, and mask in death’s disguise, 
And never think that death new life can give; 
They say, life dead can never live again: 
O thoughts, O words, O deeds, fond, foolish, vain! 
 

Vild life, to harbour where such death abodes, 
Abodes worse than are thoughts, thoughts worse than words, 
Words half as ill as deeds, deeds sorrow’s odes, 
Odes ill enchanters of too ill records! 
Thoughts, words, and deeds, conjoined in one song 
May cause an echo from destruction’s tongue. 
 

Quoth they, ’tis chance whether we live or die, 
Born or abortive, be or never be; 
We worship Fortune, she’s our deity; 
If she denies, no vital breath have we: 
Here are we placed in this orb of death, 
This breath once gone, we never look for breath. 
 

Between both life and death, both hope and fear, 
Between our joy and grief, bliss and despair, 
We here possess the fruit of what is here, 
Born ever for to die, and die death’s heir: 
Our heritage is death annex’d to life, 
Our portion death, our death an endless strife. 
 

What is our life, but our life’s tragedy, 
Extinguish’d in a momentary time? 
And life to murder life is cruelty, 
Unripely withering in a flowery prime; 
An urn of ashes pleasing but the shows, 
Once dry, the toiling spirit wandering goes. 
 

Like as the traces of appearing clouds 
Gives way when Titan re-salutes the sea, 
With new-chang’d flames gilding the ocean’s floods, 
Kissing the cabinet where Thetis lay: 
So fares our life, when death doth give the wound, 
Our life is led by death, a captive bound. 
 

When Sol bestrides his golden mountain’s top, 
Lightening heaven’s tapers with his living fire, 
All gloomy powers have their diurnal stop, 
And never gains the darkness they desire; 
So perisheth our name when we are dead, 
Ourselves ne’er call’d to mind, our deeds ne’er read. 
 

What is the time we have? what be our days? 
No time, but shadow of what time should be, 
Days in the place of hours, which never stays, 
Beguiling sight of that which sight should see: 
As soon as they begin, they have their fine; 
Ne’er wax, still wane, ne’er stay, but still decline. 
 

Life may be call’d the shadow of effect, 
Because the cloud of death doth shadow it; 
Nor can our life approaching death reject, 
They both in one for our election sit; 
Death follows life in every degree, 
But life to follow death you never see. 
 

Come we, whose old decrepit age doth halt, 
Like limping winter, in our winter, sin; 
Faulty we know we are — tush, what’s a fault? 
A shadow’d vision of destruction’s gin; 
Our life begun with vice, so let it end, 
It is a servile labour to amend. 
 

We joy’d in sin, and let our joys renew; 
We joy’d in vice, and let our joys remain; 
To present pleasures future hopes ensue, 
And joy once lost, let us fetch back again: 
Although our age can lend no youthful pace, 
Yet let our minds follow our youthful race. 
 

What though old age lies heavy on our back, 
Anatomy of an age-crooked clime, 
Let mind perform that which our bodies lack, 
And change old age into a youthful time: 
Two heavy things are more than one can bear; 
Black may the garments be, the body clear. 
 

Decaying things be needful of repair — 
Trees eaten out with years must needs decline; 
Nature in time with foul doth cloud her fair, 
Begirting youthful days with age’s twine: 
We live; and while we live, come let us joy; 
To think of after-life, ’tis but a toy. 
 

We know God made us in a living form, 
But we’ll unmake, and make ourselves again; 
Unmake that which is made, like winter’s storm, 
Make unmade things to aggravate our pain: 
God was our maker, and he made us good, 
But our descent springs from another blood. 
 

He made us for to live, we mean to die; 
He made the heaven our seat, we make the earth; 
Each fashion makes a contrariety, 
God truest God, man falsest from his birth: 
Quoth they, this earth shall be our chiefest heaven, 
Our sin the anchor, and our vice the haven. 
 

Let heaven in earth, and earth in heaven consist, 
This earth is heaven, this heaven is earthly heaven; 
Repugnant earth repugnant heaven resist, 
We joy in earth, of other joys bereaven: 
This is the paradise of our delight; 
Here let us live, and die in heaven’s spite. 
 

Here let the monuments of wanton sports 
Be seated in a wantonness’ disguise; 
Clos’d in the circuit of venereal forts, 
To feed the long-starv’d sight of amour’s eyes; 
Be this the chronicle of our content, 
How we did sport on earth, still sport was spent. 
 

But in the glory of the brightest day, 
Heaven’s smoothest brow sometime is furrowed, 
And clouds usurp the clime in dim array, 
Darkening the light which heaven had borrowed; 
So in this earthly heaven we daily see 
That grief is placed where delight should be. 
 

Here lives the righteous, bane unto their lives, 
O, sound from forth the hollow cave of woe! 
Here lives age-crooked fathers, widow’d wives — 
Poor and yet rich in fortune’s overthrow: 
Let them not live; let us increase their want, 
Make barren their desire, augment their scant. 
 

Our law is correspondent to our doom, 
Our law to doom, is dooming law’s offence; 
Each one agreeth in the other’s room, 
To punish that which strives and wants defence: 
This, cedar-like, doth make the shrub to bend, 
When shrubs doth waste their force but to contend. 
 

The weakest power is subject to obey; 
The mushrooms humbly kiss the cedar’s foot, 
The cedar flourishes when they decay, 
Because her strength is grounded on a root; 
We are the cedars, they the mushrooms be, 
Unabled shrubs unto an abled tree. 
 

Then sith the weaker gives the stronger place, 
The young the elder, and the foot the top, 
The low the high, the hidden powers the face, 
All beasts the lion, every spring his stop; 
Let those which practise contrariety 
Be join’d to us with inequality. 
 

They say that we offend, we say they do; 
Their blame is laid on us, our blame on them; 
They strike, and we retort the strucken blow; 
So in each garment there’s a differing hem: 
We end with contraries, as they begun, 
Unequal sharing of what either won. 
 

In this long conflict between tongue and tongue, 
Tongue new beginning what one tongue did end, 
Made this cold battle hot in either’s wrong, 
And kept no pausing limits to contend; 
One tongue was echo to the other’s sound, 
Which breathed accents between mouth and ground. 
 

He which hath virtue’s arms upon his shield, 
Draws his descent from an eternal king: 
He knows discretion can make folly yield, 
Life conquer death, and vice a captive bring; 
The other, tutor’d by his mother sin, 
Respects not deeds nor words, but hopes to win. 
 

The first, first essence of immortal life, 
Reproves the heart of thought, the eye of sight, 
The ear of hearing ill, the mind of strife, 
The mouth of speech, the body of despite; 
Heart thinks, eyes sees, ears hears, minds meditate, 
Mouth utters both the soul and body’s hate. 
 

But nature, differing in each nature’s kind, 
Makes differing hearts, each heart a differing thought; 
Some hath she made to see, some folly-blind, 
Some famous, some obscure, some good, some naught: 
So these, which differeth in each nature’s reason, 
Had nature’s time when time was out of season. 
 

Quoth they, he doth reprove our heart of thinking, 
Our eyes of sight, our ears of hearing ill, 
Our minds, our hearts, in meditation linking, 
Our mouths in speaking of our body’s will; 
Because heart, sight, and mind do disagree, 
He’d make heart, sight, and mind of their decree. 
 

He says, our heart is blinded with our eyes, 
Our eyes are blinded with our blinded heart, 
Our bodies on both parts defiled lies, 
Our mouths the trumpets of our vices’ smart; 
Quoth he, God is my father, I his son, 
His ways I take, your wicked ways I shun. 
 

As meditated wrongs are deeper plac’d 
Within the deep core of a wronged mind, 
So meditated words is never past 
Before their sounds a settled harbour find; 
The wicked, answering to the latter words, 
Begins to speak as much as speech affords. 
 

One tongue must answer, other tongues reply, 
Beginning boasts require an ending fall; 
Words lively spoke do sometimes wordless die, 
If not, live echoes unto speeches call: 
Let not the shadow smother up the deed, 
The outward leaf differs from inward seed. 
 

The shape and show of substance and effect 
Doth shape the substance in the shadow’s hue, 
And shadow put in substance will neglect 
The wonted shadow of not being true: 
Let substance follow substance, show a show, 
And let not substance for the shadow go. 
 

He that could give such admonition, 
Such vaunting words, such words confirming vaunts, 
As if his tongue had mounted to ambition, 
Or climb’d the turrets which vain-glory haunts, 
Now let his father, if he be his son, 
Undo the knot which his proud boasts have spun. 
 

We are his enemies, his chain our hands, 
Our words his fetters, and our heart his cave, 
Our stern embracements are his servile bands; 
Where is the helper now which he should have? 
In prison like himself, not to be found, 
He wanteth help himself to be unbound. 
 

Then sith thy father bears it patiently, 
To suffer torments, grief, rebuke, and blame, 
’Tis needful thou should’st bear equality, 
To see if meekness harbour in thy name: 
Help, father, for thy son in prison lies! 
Help, son, or else thy helpless father dies! 
 

Thus is the righteous God and righteous man 
Drown’d in oblivion with this vice’s region; 
God wanteth power (say they) of what we can, 
The other would perform that which is vain; 
Both fault in one fault, and both alike 
Must have the stroke which our law’s judgments strike. 
 

He calls himself a son from heaven’s descent; 
What can earth’s force avail ‘gainst heaven’s defence? 
His life by immortality is lent; 
Then how can punishment his wrath incense? 
Though death herself in his arraignment deck, 
He hath his life’s preserver at a beck. 
 

As doth the basilisk with poison’d sight 
Blind every function of a mortal eye, 
Disarm the body’s powers of vital might, 
Rob heart of thought, make living life to die, 
So doth the wicked with their vice’s look 
Infect the spring of clearest virtue’s brook. 
 

This basilisk, mortality’s chief foe, 
And to the heart’s long-knitted artery, 
Doth sometimes perish at her shadow’s show, 
Poisoning herself with her own poison’d eye: 
Needs must the sting fall out with over-harming, 
Needs must the tongue burn out in over-warming. 
 

So fares it with the practisers of vice, 
Laden with many venomous adders’ stings, 
Sometimes are blinded with their own device, 
And tunes that song which their destruction sings; 
Their mischief blindeth their mischievous eyes, 
Like basilisks, which in their shadow dies. 
 

They go, and yet they cannot see their feet, 
Like blinded pilgrims in an unknown way, 
Blind in perceiving things which be most meet, 
But need nor sight nor guide to go astray: 
Tell them of good, they cannot understand; 
But tell them of a mischief, that’s at hand. 
 

The basilisk was made to blind the sight, 
The adder for to sting, the worm to creep, 
The viper to devour, the dog to bite, 
The nightingale to wake when others sleep; 
Only man differs from his Maker’s will, 
Undoing what is good, and doing ill. 
 

A godlike face he had a heavenly hue, 
Without corruption, image without spots; 
But now is metamorphosed anew, 
Full of corruption, image full of blots; 
Blotted by him that is the plot of evil, 
Undone, corrupted, vanquish’d by the devil.
 




CHAPTER III. 
 

But every cloud cannot hide Phaebus’ face, 
Nor shut the casement of his living flame; 
Nor is there every soul which wanteth grace, 
Nor every heart seduc’d with mischief’s name: 
Life cannot live without corruption, 
World cannot be without destruction. 
 

Nor is the body all corrupt, or world 
Bent wholly unto wickedness’ assault; 
The adder is not always seen uncurl’d, 
Nor every soul found guilty in one fault; 
Some good, some bad; but those whom virtues guard, 
Heaven is their haven, comfort their reward. 
 

Thrice-happy habitation of delight, 
Thrice-happy step of immortality, 
Thrice-happy souls to gain such heavenly sight, 
Springing from heaven’s perpetuity! 
O peaceful place! but O thrice-peaceful souls, 
Whom neither threats nor strife nor wars controls! 
 

They are not like the wicked, for they live; 
Nor they like to the righteous, for they die; 
Each of their lives a differing nature give: 
One thinks that life ends with mortality, 
And that the righteous never live again, 
But die as subjects to a grievous pain. 
 

What labouring soul refuseth for to sweat, 
Knowing his hire, his payment, his reward, 
To suffer winter’s cold and summer’s heat, 
Assured of his labour’s due regard? 
The bee with summer’s toil will lade her hive, 
In winter’s frost to keep herself alive. 
 

And what divinest spirit would not toil, 
And suffer many torments, many pains, 
This world’s destruction, heavy labour’s foil, 
When heaven is their hire, heaven’s joy their gains? 
Who would not suffer torments for to die, 
When death’s reward is immortality? 
 

Pain is the entrance to eternal joy; 
Death endeth life, and death beginneth life, 
Beginneth happy, endeth in annoy, 
Begins immortal peace, ends mortal strife; 
Then, seeing death and pains bring joy and heaven, 
What need we fear death’s pain, when life is given? 
 

Say sickness, or infirmity’s disease 
(As many harms hang over mortal heads), 
Should be his world’s reward; yet heaven hath ease, 
A salve to cure, and quiet resting beds: 
God maketh in earth’s world lament our pleasure, 
That in heaven’s world delight might be our treasure. 
 

Fair may the shadow be, the substance foul; 
After the trial followeth the trust; 
The clearest skin may have the foulest soul; 
The purest gold will sooner take the rust; 
The brook, though ne’er so clear, may take some soil; 
The hart, though ne’er so strong, may take some foil. 
 

Wouldst thou be counted just; make thyself just, 
Or purify thy mire-bespotted heart; 
For God doth try thy actions ere he trust, 
Thy faith, thy deeds, thy words, and what thou art; 
He will receive no mud for clearest springs, 
Nor thy unrighteous words for righteous things. 
 

As God is perfect God and perfect good, 
So he accepteth none but perfect minds; 
They ever prosper, flourish, live, and bud, 
Like blessed plants, far from destruction’s winds; 
Still bud, ne’er fade, still flourish, ne’er decay; 
Still rise, ne’er fall, still spring, ne’er fade away. 
 

Who would not covet to be such a plant, 
Who would not wish to stand in such a ground, 
Sith it doth neither fruit nor blessing want, 
Nor aught which in this plant might not be found? 
They are the righteous which enjoy this earth, 
The figure of an ever-bearing birth. 
 

The small is always subject to the great, 
The young to him which is of elder time, 
The lowest place unto the highest seat, 
And pale-fac’d Phaebe to bright Phaebus’ clime; 
Vice is not governor of virtue’s place, 
But blushes for to see so bright a face. 
 

Virtue is chief, and virtue will be chief, 
Chief good, and chief Astraea, justice’ mate, 
Both for to punish and to yield relief, 
And have dominion over every state, 
To right the wrongs which wickedness hath done, 
Delivering nations from life-lasting moan. 
 

O you, whose causes plungeth in despair, 
Sad-fac’d petitioners with grief’s request! 
What seek you? here’s nor justice nor her heir, 
But woe and sorrow, with death’s dumb arrest; 
Turn up your woe-blind eyes unto the sky, 
There sits the judge can yield you remedy. 
 

Trust in his power, he is the truest God, 
True God, true judge, true justice, and true guide; 
All truth is placed in his truth’s abode, 
All virtues seated at his virtuous side; 
He will regard your suit, and ease your plaint, 
And mollify your misery’s constraint. 
 

Then shall you see the judges of the earth 
Summoned with the trumpet of his ire, 
To give account and reckoning from their birth, 
Whe’r worthy or unworthy of their hire: 
The godly shall receive their labour’s trial, 
The wicked shall receive their joy’s denial. 
 

They which did sleep in sin, and not regarded 
The poor man’s fortune prostrate at their feet, 
Even as they dealt, so shall they be rewarded, 
When they their toiled souls’ destruction meet; 
From judges they petitioners shall be, 
Yet want the sight which they do sue to see. 
 

That labour which is grounded on delight, 
That hope which reason doth enrich with hap, 
That merit which is plac’d in wisdom’s might, 
Secure from mischief’s bait or folly’s clap, 
Wit’s labour, reason’s hope, and wisdom’s merit, 
All three in one, make one thrice-happy spirit. 
 

Why set I happiness ‘fore mortal eyes, 
Which covets to be drench’d in misery, 
Mantling their foolish minds in folly’s guise, 
Despising wisdom’s perpetuity? 
Sin’s labour, folly’s hope, and vice’s merit, 
These three in one make a thrice-cursed spirit. 
 

Vain hope must needs consist in what is vain; 
All foolish labours flows from folly’s tears; 
Unprofitable works proceed from pain, 
And pain ill labour’s duest guerdon bears; 
Three vanities in one, and one in three, 
Make three pains one, and one uncertainty. 
 

A wicked king makes a more wicked land; 
Heads once infected soon corrupts the feet; 
If the tree falls, the branches cannot stand, 
Nor children, be their parents indiscreet; 
The man infects the wife, the wife the child, 
Like birds which in one nest be all defil’d. 
 

The field which never was ordain’d to bear 
Is happier far than a still-tilled ground; 
This sleeps with quietness in every year, 
The other curs’d if any tares be found; 
The barren happier than she that bears, 
This brings forth joy, the other tares and tears. 
 

The eunuch never lay in vice’s bed, 
The barren woman never brought forth sin; 
These two in heaven’s happiness are led, 
She fruit in soul, he fruit in faith doth win: 
O rare and happy man, for ever blest! 
O rare and happy woman, heaven’s guest! 
 

Who seeks to reap before the corn be ripe? 
Who looks for harvest among winter’s frost? 
Or who in grief will follow pleasure’s pipe? 
What mariner can sail upon the coast? 
That which is done in time is done in season, 
And things done out of time is out of reason. 
 

The glorious labour is in doing good, 
In time’s observance, and in nature’s will, 
Whose fruit is also glorious for our food, 
If glory may consist in labour’s skill, 
Whose root is wisdom, which shall never wither, 
But spring, and sprout, and love, and live together. 
 

But every ground doth not bear blessed plants, 
Nor every plant brings forth expected fruit; 
What this same ground may have, another wants; 
Nor are all causes answer’d with one suit: 
That tree whose root is sound, whose grounding strong, 
May firmly stand when others lie along. 
 

View nature’s beauty, mark her changing hue, 
She is not always foul, not always fair, 
Chaste and unchaste she is, true and untrue, 
And some springs from her in a lustful air; 
And these adulterers be, whose seed shall perish; 
Never shall lust and wickedness long flourish. 
 

Although the flint be hard, the water soft, 
Yet is it mollified with lightest drops; 
Hard is the water when the wind’s aloft; 
Small things in time may vanquish greatest stops: 
The longer grows the tree, the greater moss; 
The longer soil remains, the more the dross. 
 

The longer that the wicked lives on earth, 
The greater is their pain, their sin, their shame, 
The greater vice’s reign and virtue’s dearth, 
The greater goodness’ lack and mischief’s name; 
When in their youth no honour they could get, 
Old age could never pay so young a debt. 
 

To place an honour in dishonour’s place, 
Were but to make disparagement of both; 
Both enemies, they could not brook the case, 
For honour to subvert dishonour’s growth: 
Dishonour will not change for honour’s room, 
She hopes to stay after their bodies’ doom. 
 

Or live they long, or die they suddenly, 
They have no hope, nor comfort of reward; 
Their hope of comfort is iniquity, 
The bar by which they from their joys are barr’d: 
O old-new end, made to begin new grief! 
O new beginning, end of old relief!
 




CHAPTER IV. 
 

If happiness may harbour in content, 
If life in love, if love in better life, 
Then unto many happiness is lent, 
And long-departed joy might then be rife: 
Some happy if they live, some if they die, 
Happy in life, happy in tragedy. 
 

Content is happiness because content; 
Bareness and barrenness is virtue’s grace, 
Bare because wealth to poverty is bent, 
Barren in that it scorns ill-fortune’s place; 
The barren earth is barren of her tares, 
The barren woman barren of her cares. 
 

The soul of virtue is eternity, 
All-filling essence of divinest rage; 
And virtue’s true eternal memory 
Is barrenness, her soul’s eternal gage: 
O happy soul, that is engaged there, 
And pawns his life that barren badge to wear! 
 

See how the multitude, with humble hearts, 
Lies prostrate for to welcome her return! 
See how they mourn and wail when she departs! 
See how they make their tears her trophy’s urn! 
Being present, they desire her; being gone, 
Their hot desire is turn’d to hotter moan. 
 

As every one hath not one nature’s mould, 
So every one hath not one nature’s mind; 
Some think that dross which others take for gold, 
Each difference cometh from a differing kind; 
Some do despise what others do embrace, 
Some praise the thing which others do disgrace. 
 

The barren doth embrace their barrenness, 
And hold it as a virtue-worthy meed; 
The other calls conception happiness, 
And hold it as a virtue-worthy deed; 
The one is firmly grounded on a rock, 
The other billows’ game and tempests’ mock. 
 

Sometime the nettle groweth with the rose; 
The nettle hath a sting, the rose a thorn; 
This stings the hand, the other pricks the nose, 
Harming that scent which her sweet birth had borne; 
Weeds among herbs, herbs among weeds are found, 
Tares in the mantle of a corny ground. 
 

The nettle’s growth is fast, the rose’s slow, 
The weeds outgrow the herbs, the tares the corn; 
These may be well compar’d to vice’s show, 
Which covets for to grow ere it be born: 
As greatest danger doth pursue fast going, 
So greatest danger doth ensue fast growing. 
 

The tallest cedar hath the greatest wind, 
The highest tree is subject unto falls; 
High-soaring eagles soon are strucken blind; 
The tongue must needs be hoarse with many calls: 
The wicked, thinking for to touch the sky, 
Are blasted with the fire of heaven’s eye. 
 

So like ascending and descending air, 
Both dusky vapours from two humorous clouds, 
Lies withered the glory of their fair; 
Unpleasant branches wrench’d in folly’s floods; 
Unprofitable fruits, like to a weed, 
Made only to infect, and not to feed. 
 

Made for to make a fast, and not a feast, 
Made rather for infection than for meat, 
Not worthy to be eaten of a beast, 
Thy taste so sour, thy poison is so great; 
Thou may’st be well compared to a tree, 
Because thy branches are as ill as thee. 
 

Thou hast begot thine own confusion, 
The witnesses of what thou dost begin, 
Thy doomers in thy life’s conclusion, 
Which will, unask’d and ask’d, reveal thy sin: 
Needs must the new-hatch’d birds bewray the nest, 
When they are nursed in a step-dame’s breast. 
 

But righteousness is of another sex, 
Her root is from an everlasting seed, 
No weak, unable grounding doth connex 
Her never-limited memorial’s deed; 
She hath no branches for a tempest’s prey, 
No deeds but scorns to yield unto decay. 
 

She hath no wither’d fruit, no show of store, 
But perfect essence of a complete power; 
Say that she dies to world, she lives the more, 
As who so righteous but doth wait death’s hour? 
Who knows not death to be the way to rest? 
And he that never dies is never blest. 
 

Happy is he that lives, twice he that dies, 
Thrice happy he which neither liv’d nor died, 
Which never saw the earth with mortal eyes, 
Which never knew what miseries are tried: 
Happy is life, twice happy is our death, 
But three times thrice he which had never breath. 
 

Some thinks that pleasure is achiev’d by years, 
Or by maintaining of a wretched life, 
When, out, alas! it heapeth tears on tears, 
Grief upon grief, strife on beginning strife: 
Pleasure is weak, if measured by length; 
The oldest ages hath the weaker strength. 
 

Three turnings are contain’d in mortal course, 
Old, mean, and young; mean and old brings age; 
The youth hath strength, the mean decaying force, 
The old are weak, yet strong in anger’s rage: 
Three turnings in one age, strong, weak, and weaker, 
Yet age nor youth is youth’s or age’s breaker. 
 

Some says that youth is quick in judging causes, 
Some says that age is witty, grave, and wise: 
I hold of age’s side, with their applauses, 
Which judges with their hearts, not with their eyes; 
I say grave wisdom lies in grayest heads, 
And undefiled lives in age’s beds. 
 

God is both grave and old, yet young and new, 
Grave because aged, aged because young; 
Long youth may well be called age’s hue, 
And hath no differing sound upon the tongue: 
God old, because eternities are old; 
Young, for eternities one motion hold. 
 

Some in their birth, some dies when they are born, 
Some born, and some abortive, yet all die; 
Some in their youth, some in old age forlorn, 
Some neither young nor old, but equally: 
The righteous, when he liveth with the sinner, 
Doth hope for death, his better life’s beginner. 
 

The swine delights to wallow in the mire, 
The giddy drunkard in excess of wine; 
He may corrupt the purest reason’s gyre, 
And she turn virtue into vice’s sign: 
Mischief is mire, and may infect that spring 
Which every flow and ebb of vice doth bring. 
 

Fishes are oft deceived by the bait, 
The bait deceiving fish doth fish deceive; 
So righteous are allur’d by sin’s deceit, 
And oft enticed into sinners’ weave: 
The righteous be as fishes to their gin, 
Beguil’d, deceiv’d, allured into sin. 
 

The fisher hath a bait deceiving fish, 
The fowler hath a net deceiving fowls; 
Both wisheth to obtain their snaring wish, 
Observing time, like night-observing owls; 
The fisher lays his bait, fowler his net, 
He hopes for fish, the other birds to get. 
 

This fisher is the wicked, vice his bait, 
This fowler is the sinner, sin his net; 
The simple righteous falls in their deceit, 
And like a prey, a fish, a fowl beset: 
A bait, a net, obscuring what is good, 
Like fish and fowl took up for vice’s food. 
 

But baits nor nets, gins nor beguiling snares, 
Vice nor the vicious sinner, nor the sin, 
Can shut the righteous into prison’s cares, 
Or set deceiving baits to mew them in; 
They know their life’s deliverer, heaven’s God, 
Can break their baits and snares with justice’ rod. 
 

When vice abounds on earth, and earth in vice, 
When virtue keeps her chamber in the sky, 
To shun the mischief which her baits entice, 
Her snares, her nets, her guiles, her company; 
As soon as mischief reigns upon the earth, 
Heaven calls the righteous to a better birth. 
 

The blinded eyes can never see the way, 
The blinded heart can never see to see, 
The blinded soul doth always go astray; 
All three want sight, in being blind all three: 
Blind and yet see, they see and yet are blind, 
The face hath eyes, but eyeless is the mind. 
 

They see with outward sight God’s heavenly grace, 
His grace, his love, his mercy on his saints; 
With outward-faced eye and eyed face, 
Their outward body inward soul depaints: 
Of heart’s chief eye they chiefly are bereft, 
And yet the shadow of two eyes are left. 
 

Some blinded be in face, and some in soul: 
The face’s eyes are not incurable; 
The other wanteth healing to be whole, 
Or seems to some to be endurable; 
Look in a blinded eye, bright is the glass, 
Though brightness banished from what it was. 
 

So, quoth the righteous, are these blinded hearts; 
The outward glass is clear, the substance dark, 
Both seem as if one took the other’s parts, 
Yet both in one have not one brightness’ spark: 
The outward eye is but destruction’s reader, 
Wanting the inward eye to be the leader. 
 

Our body may be call’d a commonweal, 
Our head the chief, for reason harbours there, 
From thence comes heart’s and soul’s united zeal; 
All else inferiors be, which stand in fear: 
This commonweal, rul’d by discretion’s eye, 
Lives likewise if she live, dies if she die. 
 

Then how can weal or wealth, common or proper, 
Long stand, long flow, long flourish, long remain, 
When wail is weal’s, and stealth is wealth’s chief stopper, 
When sight is gone, which never comes again? 
The wicked sees the righteous lose their breath, 
But know not what reward they gain by death. 
 

Though blind in sight, yet can they see to harm, 
See to despise, see to deride and mock; 
But their revenge lies in God’s mighty arm, 
Scorning to choose them for his chosen flock: 
He is the shepherd, godly are his sheep, 
They wake in joy, these in destruction sleep. 
 

The godly sleep in eyes, but wake in hearts; 
The wicked sleep in hearts, but wake in eyes: 
These ever wake, eyes are no sleepy parts; 
These ever sleep, for sleep is heart’s disguise: 
Their waking eyes do see their heart’s lament, 
While heart securely sleeps in eyes’ content. 
 

If they awake, sleep’s image doth molest them, 
And beats into their waking memories; 
If they do sleep, joy waking doth detest them, 
Yet beats into their sleeping arteries: 
Sleeping or waking, they have fear on fear, 
Waking or sleeping, they are ne’er the near. 
 

If waking, they remember what they are, 
What sins they have committed in their waking; 
If sleeping, they forget tormenting’s fare, 
How ready they have been in mischief’s making: 
When they awake, their wickedness betrays them; 
When they do sleep, destruction dismays them.
 




CHAPTER V. 
 

As these two slumbers have two contraries, 
One slumber in the face, one in the mind; 
So their two casements two varieties, 
One unto heaven, and one to hell combin’d: 
The face is flattery, and her mansion hell; 
The mind is just, this doth in heaven dwell. 
 

The face, heaving her heavy eyelids up 
From forth the chamber of eternal night, 
Sees virtue hold plenty’s replenish’d cup, 
And boldly stand in God’s and heaven’s sight; 
She, opening the windows of her breast, 
Sees how the wicked rest in their unrest. 
 

Quoth she, Those whom the curtain of decay 
Hath tragically summoned to pain, 
Were once the clouds and clouders of my day, 
Depravers and deprivers of my gain. 
The wicked hearing this descending sound, 
Fear struck their limbs to the pale-clothed ground. 
 

Amazed at the freedom of her words, 
Their tongue-tied accents drove them to despair, 
And made them change their minds to woe’s records, 
And say within themselves, Lo, what we are! 
We have had virtue in derision’s place, 
And made a parable of her disgrace. 
 

See where she sits enthronis’d in the sky! 
See, see her labour’s crown upon her head! 
See how the righteous live, which erst did die, 
From death to life with virtue’s foadstar led! 
See those whom we derided, they are blest, 
They heaven’s, not hell’s, we hell’s, not heaven’s guest! 
 

We thought the righteous had been fury’s son, 
With inconsiderate speech, unstayed way; 
We thought that death had his dishonour won, 
And would have made his life destruction’s prey: 
But we were mad, they just; we fools, they wise; 
We shame, they praise; we loss, they have the prize. 
 

We thought them fools, when we ourselves were fools; 
We thought them mad, when we ourselves were mad; 
The heat which sprang from them, our folly cools; 
We find in us which we but thought they had: 
We thought their end had been dishonour’s pledge; 
They but survey’d the place, we made the hedge. 
 

We see how they are blest, how we are curst; 
How they accepted are, and we refus’d; 
And how our bands are tied, their bands are burst; 
Our faults are hourly blam’d, their faults excus’d; 
See how heavens gratulate their welcom’d sight, 
Which comes to take possession of their right! 
 

But O too late we see our wickedness, 
Too late we lie in a repentant tomb, 
Too late we smooth old hairs with happiness, 
Too late we seek to ease our bodies’ doom! 
Now falsehood hath advanc’d her forged banner, 
Too late we seem to verify truth’s manner. 
 

The sun of righteousness, which should have shin’d, 
And made our hearts the cabins of his east, 
Is now made cloudy night through vice’s wind, 
And lodgeth with his downfall in the west; 
That summer’s day, which should have been night’s bar, 
Is now made winter in her icy car. 
 

Too much our feet have gone, but never right; 
Much labour we have took, but none in good; 
We wearied ourselves with our delight, 
Endangering ourselves to please our mood; 
Our feet did labour much, ’twas for our pleasure; 
We wearied ourselves, ’twas for our leisure. 
 

In sin’s perfection was our labour spent, 
In wickedness’ preferment we did haste; 
To suffer perils we were all content 
For the advancement of our vices past: 
Through many dangerous ways our feet have gone, 
But yet the way of God we have not known. 
 

We which have made our hearts a sea of pride, 
With huge risse billows of a swelling mind, 
With tossing tumults of a flowing tide, 
Leaving our laden bodies plung’d behind; 
What traffic have we got? ourselves are drown’d, 
Our souls in hell, our bodies in the ground. 
 

Where are our riches now? like us consum’d; 
Where is our pomp? decay’d; where’s glory? dead; 
Where is the wealth of which we all presum’d? 
Where is our profit? gone; ourselves? misled: 
All these are like to shadows what they were; 
There is nor wealth, nor pomp, nor glory here. 
 

The dial gives a caveat of the hour; 
Thou canst not see it go, yet it is gone; 
Like this the dial of thy fortune’s power, 
Which fades by stealth, till thou art left alone: 
Thy eyes may well perceive thy goods are spent, 
Yet can they not perceive which way they went. 
 

Lo, even as ships sailing on Tethys’ lap 
Ploughs up the furrows of hard-grounded waves, 
Enforced for to go by Æol’s clap, 
Making with sharpest team the water graves; 
The ship once past, the trace cannot be found, 
Although she digged in the water’s ground: 
 

Or as an eagle, with her soaring wings, 
Scorning the dusty carpet of the earth, 
Exempt from all her clogging jesses, flings 
Up to the air, to show her mounting birth; 
And every flight doth take a higher pitch, 
To have the golden sun her wings enrich; 
 

Yet none can see the passage of her flight, 
But only hear her hovering in the sky, 
Beating the light wind with her being light, 
Or parting through the air where she might fly; 
The ear may hear, the eye can never see 
What course she takes, or where she means to be: 
 

Or as an arrow which is made to go 
Through the transparent and cool-blowing air, 
Feeding upon the forces of the bow, 
Else forceless lies in wanting her repair; 
Like as the branches when the tree is lopt, 
Wanteth the forces which they forceless cropt; 
 

The arrow, being fed with strongest shot, 
Doth part the lowest elemental breath, 
Yet never separates the soft air’s knot, 
Nor never wounds the still-foot winds to death; 
It doth sejoin and join the air together, 
Yet none there is can tell or where or whither: 
 

So are our lives; now they begin, now end, 
Now live, now die, now born, now fit for grave; 
As soon as we have breath, so soon we spend, 
Not having that which our content would have: 
As ships, as birds, as arrows, all as one, 
Even so the traces of our lives are gone: 
 

A thing not seen to go, yet going seen, 
And yet not showing any sign to go; 
Even thus the shadows of our lives have been, 
Which shows to fade, and yet no virtues show; 
How can a thing consum’d with vice be good? 
Or how can falsehood bear true virtue’s food? 
 

Vain hope, to think that wickedness hath bearing 
When she is drowned in oblivion’s sea 
Yet can she not forget presumption’s wearing, 
Nor yet the badge of vanity’s decay: 
Her fruits are cares, her cares are vanities, 
Two both in one destruction’s liveries. 
 

Vain hope is like a vane turn’d with each wind; 
’Tis like a smoke scatter’d with every storm; 
Like dust, sometime before, sometime behind; 
Like a thin foam made in the vainest form: 
This hope is like to them which never stay, 
But comes and goes again all in one day. 
 

View nature’s gifts; some gifts are rich, some poor; 
Some barren grounds there are, some cloth’d with fruit; 
Nor hath all nothing, nor hath all her store; 
Nor can all creatures speak, nor are all mute; 
All die by nature, being born by nature; 
So all change feature, being born with feature. 
 

This life is hers; this dead, dead is her power, 
Her bounds begins and ends in mortal state; 
Whom she on earth accounteth as her flower 
May be in heaven condemn’d of mortal hate; 
But he whom virtue judges for to live, 
The Lord his life and due reward will give. 
 

The servant of a king may be a king, 
And he that was a king a servile slave; 
Swans before death a funeral dirge do sing, 
And waves their wings again ill fortune’s wave: 
He that is lowest in this lowly earth 
May be the highest in celestial birth. 
 

The rich may be unjust in being rich, 
For riches do corrupt and not correct; 
The poor may come to highest honour’s pitch, 
And have heaven’s crown for mortal life’s respect: 
God’s hands shall cover them from all their foes, 
God’s arm defend them from misfortune’s blows: 
 

His hand eternity, his arm his force, 
His armour zealousy, his breast-plate heaven, 
His helmet judgment, justice, and remorse, 
His shield is victory’s immortal steven; 
The world his challenge, and his wrath his sword, 
Mischief his foe, his aid his gospel’s word; 
 

His arm doth overthrow his enemy, 
His breast-plate sin, his helmet death and hell, 
His shield prepar’d against mortality, 
His sword ‘gainst them which in the world do dwell: 
So shall vice, sin, and death, world and the devil, 
Be slain by him which slayeth every evil. 
 

All heaven shall be in arms against earth’s world; 
The sun shall dart forth fire commix’d with blood, 
The blazing stars from heaven shall be hurl’d, 
The pale-fac’d moon against the ocean-flood; 
Then shall the thundering chambers of the sky 
Be lighten’d with the blaze of Titan’s eye. 
 

The clouds shall then be bent like bended bows, 
To shoot the thundering arrows of the air; 
Thick hail and stones shall fall on heaven’s foes, 
And Tethys overflow in her despair; 
The moon shall overfill her horny hood 
With Neptune’s ocean’s overflowing flood. 
 

The wind shall be no longer kept in caves, 
But burst the iron cages of the clouds; 
And Æol shall resign his office-staves, 
Suffering the winds to combat with the floods: 
So shall the earth with seas be paled in, 
As erst it hath been overflow’d with sin. 
 

Thus shall the earth weep for her wicked sons, 
And curse the concave of her tired womb, 
Into whose hollow mouth the water runs, 
Making wet wilderness her driest tomb; 
Thus, thus iniquity hath reign’d so long, 
That earth on earth is punish’d for her wrong.
 




CHAPTER VI. 
 

After this conflict between God and man, 
Remorse took harbour in God’s angry breast; 
Astraea to be pitiful began, 
All heavenly powers to lie in mercy’s rest; 
Forthwith the voice of God did redescend, 
And his Astraea warn’d all to amend. 
 

To you I speak, quoth she; hear, learn, and mark, 
You that be kings, judges, and potentates, 
Give ear, I say; wisdom, your strongest ark, 
Sends me as messenger to end debates; 
Give ear, I say, you judges of the earth, 
Wisdom is born, seek out for wisdom’s birth. 
 

This heavenly embassage from wisdom’s tongue, 
Worthy the volume of all heaven’s sky, 
I bring as messenger to right your wrong; 
If so, her sacred name might never die: 
I bring you happy tidings; she is born, 
Like golden sunbeams from a silver morn. 
 

The lord hath seated you in judgment’s seat, 
Let wisdom place you in discretion’s places; 
Two virtues, one will make one virtue great, 
And draw more virtues with attractive faces: 
Be just and wise, for God is just and wise; 
He thoughts, he words, he words and actions tries. 
 

If you neglect your office’s decrees, 
Heap new lament on long-toss’d miseries, 
Do and undo by reason of degrees, 
And drown your sentences in briberies, 
Favour and punish, spare and keep in awe, 
Set and unset, plant and supplant the law; 
 

O be assur’d there is a judge above, 
Which will not let injustice flourish long; 
If tempt him, you your own temptation move, 
Proceeding from the judgment of his tongue: 
Hard judgment shall he have which judgeth hard, 
And he that barreth others shall be barr’d. 
 

For God hath no respect of rich from poor, 
For he hath made the poor and made the rich; 
Their bodies be alike, though their minds soar, 
Their difference nought but in presumption’s pitch; 
The carcass of a king is kept from foul, 
The beggar yet may have the cleaner soul. 
 

The highest men do bear the highest minds; 
The cedars scorn to bow, the mushrooms bend; 
The highest often superstition blinds, 
But yet their fall is greatest in the end; 
The winds have not such power of the grass, 
Because it lowly stoopeth whenas they pass. 
 

The old should teach the young observance’ way, 
But now the young doth teach the elder grace; 
The shrubs do teach the cedars to obey, 
These yield to winds, but these the winds outface: 
Yet he that made the winds to cease and blow, 
Can make the highest fall, the lowest grow. 
 

He made the great to stoop as well as small, 
The lions to obey as other beasts; 
He cares for all alike, yet cares for all, 
And looks that all should answer his behests; 
But yet the greater hath the sorer trial, 
If once he finds them with his law’s denial. 
 

Be warn’d, you tyrants, at the fall of pride; 
You see how surges change to quiet calm, 
You see both flow and ebb in folly’s tide, 
How fingers are infected by their palm: 
This may your caveat be, you being kings, 
Infect your subjects, which are lesser things. 
 

Ill scents of vice once crept into the head 
Doth pierce into the chamber of the brain, 
Making the outward skin disease’s bed, 
The inward powers as nourishers of pain; 
So if that mischief reigns in wisdom’s place, 
The inward thought lies figur’d in the face. 
 

Wisdom should clothe herself in king’s attire, 
Being the portraiture of heaven’s queen; 
But tyrants are no kings, but mischief’s mire, 
Not sage, but shows of what they should have been; 
They seek for vice, and how to go amiss, 
But do not once regard what wisdom is. 
 

They which are kings by name are kings by deed, 
Both rulers of themselves and of their land; 
They know that heaven is virtue’s duest meed, 
And holiness is knit in holy band: 
These may be rightly called by their name, 
Whose words and works are blaz’d in wisdom’s flame. 
 

To nurse up cruelty with mild aspect, 
Were to begin, but never for to end; 
Kindness with tigers never takes effect, 
Nor proffer’d friendship with a foelike friend: 
Tyrants and tigers have all natural mothers, 
Tyrants her sons, tigers the tyrants’ brothers. 
 

No words’ delight can move delight in them, 
But rather plough the traces of their ire; 
Like swine, that take the dirt before the gem, 
And scorns that pearl which they should most desire: 
But kings whose names proceed from kindness’ sound 
Do plant their hearts and thoughts on wisdom’s ground. 
 

A grounding ever moist, and never dry, 
An ever-fruitful earth, no fruitless way, 
In whose dear womb the tender springs do lie, 
Which ever flows and never ebbs away; 
The sun but shines by day, she day and night 
Doth keep one stayed essence of her light. 
 

Her beams are conducts to her substance’ view, 
Her eye is adamant’s attractive force; 
A shadow hath she none, but substance true, 
Substance outliving life of mortal course: 
Her sight is easy unto them which love her, 
Her finding easy unto them which prove her. 
 

The far-fet chastity of female sex 
Is nothing but allurement into lust, 
Which will forswear and take, scorn and annex, 
Deny and practise it, mistrust and trust: 
Wisdom is chaste, and of another kind; 
She loves, she likes, and yet not lustful blind. 
 

She is true love, the other love a toy; 
Her love hath eyes, the other love is blind; 
This doth proceed from God, this from a boy; 
This constant is, the other vain-combin’d: 
If longing passions follow her desire, 
She offereth herself as labour’s hire. 
 

She is not coyish she, won by delay, 
With sighs and passions, which all lovers use, 
With not affection, death, or life’s decay, 
With lovers’ toys, which might their loves excuse: 
Wisdom is poor, her dowry is content; 
She nothing hath, because she nothing spent. 
 

She is not woo’d to love, nor won by wooing; 
Nor got by labour, nor possess’d by pain; 
The gain of her consists in honest doing; 
Her gain is great in that she hath no gain: 
He that betimes follows repentance’ way 
Shall meet with her his virtue’s worthy pay. 
 

To think upon her is to think of bliss, 
The very thought of her is mischief’s bar, 
Depeller of misdeeds which do amiss, 
The blot of vanity, misfortune’s scar: 
Who would not think, to reap such gain by thought; 
Who would not love, when such a life is bought? 
 

If thought be understanding, what is she? 
The full perfection of a perfect power, 
A heavenly branch from God’s immortal tree, 
Which death, nor hell, nor mischief can devour: 
Herself is wisdom, and her thought is so; 
Thrice happy he which doth desire to know! 
 

She man-like woos, men women-like refuses 
She offers love, they offer’d love deny, 
And hold her promises as love’s abuses, 
Because she pleads with an indifferent eye; 
They think that she is light, vain, and unjust, 
When she doth plead for love, and not for lust. 
 

Hard-hearted men, quoth she, can you not love? 
Behold my substance, cannot substance please? 
Behold my feature, cannot feature move? 
Can substance nor my feature help or ease? 
See heaven’s joy defigur’d in my face, 
Can neither heaven nor joy turn you to grace? 
 

O, how desire sways her pleading tongue, 
Her tongue her heart, her heart her soul’s affection! 
Fain would she make mortality be strong, 
But mortal weakness yields rejection: 
Her care is care of them, they careless are; 
Her love loves them, they neither love nor care. 
 

Fain would she make them clients in her law, 
Whose law’s assurance is immortal honour; 
But them nor words, nor love, nor care can awe, 
But still will fight under destruction’s bonner: 
Though immortality be their reward, 
Yet neither words nor deeds will they regard. 
 

Her tongue is hoarse with pleading, yet doth plead, 
Pleading for that which they should all desire; 
Their appetite is heavy, made of lead, 
And lead can never melt without a fire: 
Her words are mild, and cannot raise a heat, 
Whilst they with hard repulse her speeches beat. 
 

Requested they, for what they should request; 
Entreated they, for what they should entreat; 
Requested to enjoy their quiet rest, 
Entreated like a sullen bird to eat; 
Their eyes behold joy’s maker which doth make it, 
Yet must they be entreated for to take it. 
 

You whose delight is plac’d in honour’s game, 
Whose game in majesty’s imperial throne, 
Majestic portraitures of earthly fame, 
Relievers of the poor in age’s moan; 
If your content be seated on a crown, 
Love wisdom, and your state shall never down. 
 

Her crowns are not as earthly diadems, 
But diapasons of eternal rest; 
Her essence comes not from terrestrial stems, 
But planted on the heaven’s immortal breast: 
If you delight in sceptres and in reigning, 
Delight in her, your crown’s immortal gaining. 
 

Although the shadow of her glorious view 
Hath been as accessary to your eyes, 
Now will I show you the true substance’ hue, 
And what she is, which without knowledge lies; 
From whence she is deriv’d, whence her descent, 
And whence the lineage of her birth is lent: 
 

Now will I show the sky, and not the cloud; 
The sun, and not the shade; day, not the night; 
Tethys herself, not Tethys in her flood; 
Light, and not shadow of suppressing light; 
Wisdom herself, true type of wisdom’s grace, 
Shall be apparent before heart and face. 
 

Had I still fed you with the shade of life, 
And hid the sun itself in envy’s air, 
Myself might well be called nature’s strife, 
Striving to cloud that which all clouds impair; 
But envy, haste thee hence! I loathe thy eye, 
Thy love, thy life, thyself, thy company. 
 

Here is the banner of discretion’s name, 
Advanc’d on wisdom’s ever-standing tower; 
Here is no place for envy or her shame, 
For Nemesis, or black Megaera’s power: 
He that is envious is not wisdom’s friend; 
She ever lives, he dies when envies end. 
 

Happy, thrice-happy land, where wisdom reigns! 
Happy, thrice-happy king, whom wisdom sways! 
Where never poor laments, or souls complains, 
Where folly never keeps discretion’s ways; 
That land, that king doth flourish, live, and joy, 
Far from ill-fortune’s reach or sin’s annoy. 
 

That land is happy, that king fortunate, 
She in her days, he in his wisdom’s force; 
For fortitude is wisdom’s sociate, 
And wisdom truest fortitude’s remorse: 
Be therefore rul’d by wisdom, she is chief, 
That you may rule in joy, and not in grief.
 




CHAPTER VII. 
 

What am I? man; O what is man? O nought! 
What, am I nought? yes; what? sin and debate: 
Three vices all in one, of one life bought: 
Man am I not; what then? I am man’s hate: 
Yes, man I am; man, because mortal, dead; 
Mortality my guide, by mischief led. 
 

Man, because like to man, man, because born; 
In birth no man, a child, child, because weak; 
Weak, because weaken’d by ill-fortune’s scorn; 
Scorn’d, because mortal, mortal, in wrong’s wreak; 
My father, like myself, did live on earth; 
I, like myself and him, follow his birth. 
 

My mother’s matrice was my body’s maker, 
There had I this same shape of infamies; 
Shape? ah, no shape, but substance mischief’s taker! 
In ten months’ fashion; months? ah, miseries! 
The shame of shape, the very shape of shame; 
Calamity myself, lament my name. 
 

I was conceiv’d with seed, deceiv’d with sin; 
Deceiv’d, because my seed was sin’s deceit; 
My seed deceit, because it clos’d me in, 
Hemm’d me about, for sin’s and mischief’s bait: 
The seed of man did bring me into blood, 
And now I bring myself, in what? no good. 
 

When I was born, when I was, then I was; 
Born? when? yet born I was, but now I bear, 
Bear my own vices, which my joys surpass, 
Bear mine own burden full of mischief’s fear: 
When I was born, I did not bear lament; 
But now unborn, I bear what birth hath spent. 
 

When I was born, my breath was born to me, 
The common air which airs my body’s form; 
Then fell I on the earth with feeble knee, 
Lamenting for my life’s ill-fortune’s storm; 
Making myself the index of my woe, 
Commencing what I could, ere I could go. 
 

Fed was I with lament, as well as meat; 
My milk was sweet, but tears did make it sour; 
Meat and lament, milk and my tears I eat, 
As bitter herbs commix’d with sweetest flower; 
Care was my swaddling clothes, as well as cloth, 
For I was swaddled and cloth’d in both. 
 

Why do I make myself more than I am? 
Why say I, I am nourished with cares, 
When every one is clothed with the same, 
Sith as I fare myself, another fares? 
No king hath any other birth than I, 
But wail’d his fortune with a watery eye. 
 

Say, what is mirth? an entrance unto woe; 
Say, what is woe? an entrance unto mirth; 
That which begins with joy doth not end so, 
These go by change, because a changing birth; 
Our birth is as our death, both barren, bare; 
Our entrance wail, our going out with care. 
 

Naked we came into the world, as naked, 
We had not wealth nor riches to possess; 
Now differ we, which difference riches maked, 
Yet in the end we naked ne’ertheless; 
As our beginning is, so is our end, 
Naked and poor, which needs no wealth to spend. 
 

Thus weighing in the balance of my mind 
My state, all states, my birth, all births alike, 
My meditated passions could not find 
One freed thought which sorrow did not strike; 
But knowing every ill is cur’d by prayer, 
My mind besought the Lord, my grief’s allayer. 
 

Wherefore I pray’d; my prayer took effect, 
And my effect was good, my good was gain; 
My gain was sacred wisdom’s bright aspect, 
And her aspect in my respect did reign; 
Wisdom, that heavenly spirit of content, 
Was unto me from heaven by prayer sent: 
 

A present far more worthy than a crown, 
Because the crown of an eternal rest; 
A present far more worthy than a throne, 
Because the throne of heaven, which makes us blest; 
The crown of bliss, the throne of God is she; 
Compared unto heaven, not, earth, to thee. 
 

Her footstool is thy face, her face thy shame; 
Thy shame her living praise, her praise thy scorn; 
Thy scorn her love, her love thy merit’s blame; 
Thy blame her worth, her worth thy being born: 
Thyself art dross to her comparison; 
Thy valour weak unto her garrison. 
 

To liken gold unto her radiant face, 
Were likening day to night, and night to day, 
The king’s high seat to the low subject’s place, 
And heaven’s translucent breast to earthly way: 
For what is gold? her scorn; her scorn? her ire; 
Melting that dross with nought but anger’s fire. 
 

In her respect ’tis dust, in her aspects 
Earth, in respect of her ’tis little gravel; 
As dust, as earth, as gravel she rejects 
The hope, the gain, the sight, the price, the travel; 
Silver, because inferior to the other, 
Is clay, which two she in one look doth smother. 
 

Her sight I called health, herself my beauty; 
Health as my life, and beauty as my light; 
Each in performance of the other’s duty, 
This curing grief, this leading me aright; 
Two sovereign eyes, belonging to two places, 
This guides the soul, and this the body graces. 
 

The heart-sick soul is cur’d by heart-strong health, 
The heart-strong health is the soul’s brightest eye 
The heart-sick body healed by beauty’s wealth; 
Two sunny windolets of either’s sky, 
Whose beams cannot be clouded by reproach, 
Nor yet dismounted from so bright a coach. 
 

What dowry could I wish more than I have? 
What wealth, what honour, more than I possess? 
My soul’s request is mine, which I did crave; 
For sole redress in soul I have redress: 
The bodily expenses which I spend, 
Is lent by her which my delight doth lend. 
 

Then I may call her author of my good, 
Sith good and goods are portions for my love; 
I love her well; who would not love his food, 
His joy’s maintainer, which all woes remove? 
I richest am, because I do possess her; 
I strongest am, in that none can oppress her. 
 

It made me glad to think that I was rich, 
More gladder for to think that I was strong; 
For lowest minds do covet highest pitch, 
As highest braves proceed from lowest tongue: 
Her first arrival first did make me glad, 
Yet ignorant at first, first made me sad. 
 

Joyful I was, because I saw her power, 
Woeful I was, because I knew her not; 
Glad that her face was in mine eyes-lock’d bower, 
Sad that my senses never drew her plot: 
I knew not that she was discretion’s mother, 
Though I professed myself to be her brother. 
 

Like a rash wooer feeding on the looks, 
Disgesting beauty, apparition’s show, 
Viewing the painted outside of the books, 
And inward works little regards to know; 
So I, feeding my fancies with her sight, 
Forgot to make inquiry of her might. 
 

External powers I knew, riches I had, 
Internal powers I scarcely had discern’d; 
Unfeignedly I learned to be glad, 
Feigning I hated, verity I learn’d: 
I was not envious-learned to forsake her, 
But I was loving-learned for to take her. 
 

And had I not, my treasure had been lost, 
My loss my peril’s hazard had proclaim’d, 
My peril had my life’s destruction tost, 
My life’s destruction at my soul had aim’d: 
Great perils hazarded from one poor loss, 
As greatest filth doth come with smallest dross. 
 

This righteous treasure whoso rightly useth, 
Shall be an heir in heaven’s eternity; 
All earthly fruits her heritage excuseth, 
All happiness in her felicity: 
The love of God consists in her embracing, 
The gifts of knowledge in her wisdom’s placing. 
 

I speak as I am prompted by my mind, 
My soul’s chief agent, pleader of my cause; 
I speak these things, and what I speak I find, 
By heaven’s judgment, not mine own applause: 
God he is judge; I next, because I have her; 
God he doth know; I next, because I crave her. 
 

Should I direct, and God subvert my tongue, 
I worthy were of an unworthy name, 
Unworthy of my right, not of my wrong, 
Unworthy of my praise, not of my shame; 
But seeing God directs my tongue from missing, 
I rather look for clapping than for hissing. 
 

He is the prompter of my tongue and me, 
My tongue doth utter what his tongue applies; 
He sets before my sight what I should see, 
He breathes into my heart his verities; 
He tells me what I think, or see, or hear; 
His tongue a part, my tongue a part doth bear. 
 

Our words he knows in telling of our hearts, 
Our hearts he knows in telling of our words; 
All in his hands, words, wisdom, works, and arts, 
And every power which influence affords; 
He knows what we will speak, what we will do, 
And how our minds and actions will go. 
 

The wisdom which I have is heaven’s gift, 
The knowledge which I have is God’s reward; 
Both presents my forewarned senses lift, 
And of my preservation had regard: 
This teaches me to know, this to be wise; 
Knowledge is wit’s, and wit is knowledge’ guise. 
 

Now know I how the world was first created, 
How every motion of the air was fram’d, 
How man was made, the devil’s pride abated, 
How time’s beginning, midst, and end was nam’d; 
Now know I time, time’s change, time’s date, time’s show, 
And when the seasons come, and when they go: 
 

I know the changing courses of the years, 
And the division of all differing climes, 
The situation of the stars and spheres, 
The flowing tides, and the flow-ebbing times; 
I know that every year hath his four courses, 
I know that every course hath several forces. 
 

I know that nature is in everything, 
Beasts furious, winds rough, men wicked are, 
Whose thoughts their scourge, whose deeds their judgment’s sting, 
Whose words and works their peril and their care; 
I know that every plant hath difference, 
I know that every root hath influence. 
 

True knowledge have I got in knowing truth, 
True wisdom purchased in wisest wit; 
A knowledge fitting age, wit fitting youth, 
Which makes me young, though old with gain of it: 
True knowledge have I, and true wisdom’s store, 
True hap, true hope; what wish, what would I more? 
 

Known things I needs must know, sith not unknown, 
My care is knowledge, she doth hear for me; 
All secrets know I more because not shown; 
My wisdom secret is, and her I see: 
Knowledge hath taught me how to hear known causes, 
Wisdom hath taught me secrecy’s applauses. 
 

Knowledge and wisdom known in wisest things 
Is reason’s mate, discretion’s sentinel; 
More than a trine of joys from virtues springs, 
More than one union, yet in union dwell: 
One for to guide the spring, summer the other; 
One harvest’s nurse, the other winter’s mother. 
 

Four mounts and four high mounters, all four one, 
One holy union, one begotten life, 
One manifold affection, yet alone, 
All one in peace’s rest, all none in strife; 
Sure, stable, without care, having all power, 
Not hurtful, doing good, as one all four. 
 

This peaceful army of four-knitted souls 
Is marching unto peace’s endless war, 
Their weapons are discretion’s written rolls, 
Their quarrel love, and amity their jar: 
Wisdom director is, captain and guide; 
All other take their places side by side. 
 

Wisdom divides the conflict of her peace 
Into four squadrons of four mutual loves; 
Each bent to war, and never means to cease; 
Her wings of shot her disputation moves: 
She wars unseen, and pacifies unseen; 
She is war’s victory, yet peace’s queen. 
 

She is the martial trumpet of alarms, 
And yet the quiet rest in peace’s night; 
She guideth martial troops, she honours arms, 
Yet joins she fight with peace, and peace with fight; 
She is the breath of God’s and heaven’s power, 
Yet peace’s nurse in being peace’s flower. 
 

A flowing in of that which ebbeth out, 
An ebbing out of that which floweth in; 
Presumption she doth hate in being stout, 
Humility, though poor, her favours win: 
She is the influence of heaven’s flow; 
No filth doth follow her where’er she go. 
 

She is that spring which never hath an ebb, 
That silver-colour’d brook which hath no mud, 
That loom which weaves and never cuts the web, 
That tree which grows and never leaves to bud; 
She constant is, inconstancy her foe; 
She doth not flow and ebb, nor come and go. 
 

Phaebus doth weep when watery clouds approach, 
She keeps her brightness everlastingly; 
Phaebe, when Phaebus shines, forsakes night’s coach, 
Her day is night and day immortally; 
The undefiled mirror of renown, 
The image of God’s power, her virtue’s crown. 
 

Discretion, knowledge, wit, and reason’s skill, 
All four are places in one only grace; 
They wisdom are, obedient to her will, 
All four are one, one in all four’s place; 
And wisdom being one, she can do all, 
Sith one hath four, all subject to one call. 
 

Herself remaining self, the world renews, 
Renewing ages with perpetual youth, 
Entering into the souls which death pursues, 
Making them God’s friends which were friends to truth: 
If wisdom doth not harbour in thy mind, 
God loves thee not, and that thy soul shall find. 
 

For how canst thou be led without thy light? 
How can thy eyeless soul direct her way, 
If wanting her which guides thy steps aright, 
Thy steps from night into a path of day? 
More beautiful then is the eye of heaven, 
Gilding herself with her self-changing steven. 
 

The stars are twinkling handmaids to the moon, 
Both moon and stars handmaids to wisdom’s sun; 
These shine at middest night, this at midnoon, 
Each new-begins their light when each hath done; 
Pale-mantled night follows red-mantled day, 
Vice follows both, but to her own decay.
 




CHAPTER VIII. 
 

Who is the empress of the world’s confine, 
The monarchess of the four-corner’d earth, 
The princess of the seas, life without fine, 
Commixer of delight with sorrow’s mirth? 
What sovereign is she which ever reigns, 
Which queen-like governs all, yet none constrains? 
 

Wisdom; O fly, my spirit, with that word! 
Wisdom; O lodge, my spirit, in that name! 
Fly, soul, unto the mansion of her lord, 
Although thy wings be singed in her flame: 
Tell her my blackness doth admire her beauty; 
I’ll marry her in love, serve her in duty. 
 

If marry her, God is my father God, 
Christ is my brother, angels are my kin, 
The earth my dowry, heaven my abode, 
My rule the world, my life without my sin: 
She is the daughter of immortal Jove; 
My wife in heart, in thought, in soul, in love. 
 

Happy for ever he that thought in heart, 
Happy for ever he that heart in thought; 
Happy the soul of both which bears both part, 
Happy that love which thought, heart, soul hath sought: 
The name of love is happiest, for I love her; 
Soul, heart, and thoughts, love’s agents are to prove her. 
 

Ye parents, that would have your children rul’d, 
Here may they be instructed, rul’d, and taught; 
Ye children, that would have your parents school’d, 
Feeding their wanton thirst with folly’s draught, 
See here the school of discipline erected! 
See here how young and old are both corrected! 
 

Children, this is the mistress of your bliss, 
Your schoolmistress, reformer of your lives; 
Parents, you that do speak, think, do amiss, 
Here’s she which love’s and life’s direction gives; 
She teacheth that which God knows to be true, 
She chooseth that which God would choose for you. 
 

What is our birth? poor, naked, needy, cold; 
What is our life? poor as our birth has been; 
What is our age? forlorn in being old; 
What is our end? as our beginning’s scene: 
Our birth, our life, our age, our end is poor; 
What birth, what life, what age, what end hath more? 
 

Made rich it is with vanity’s vain show; 
If wanting wisdom, it is folly’s game; 
Or like a bended or unbended bow, 
Ill fortune’s scoff it is, good fortune’s shame: 
If wisdom be the riches of thy mind, 
Then can thy fortune see, not seeing, blind. 
 

Then if good fortune doth begin thy state, 
Ill fortune cannot end what she begins; 
Thy fate at first will still remain thy fate, 
Thy conduct unto joys, not unto sins: 
If thou the bridegroom art, wisdom the bride, 
Ill fortune cannot swim against thy tide. 
 

Thou marrying her dost marry more than she, 
Thy portion is not faculties, but bliss; 
Thou need’st not teaching, for she teacheth thee, 
Nor no reformer, she thy mistress is; 
The lesson which she gives thee for thy learning 
Is every virtue’s love, and sin’s discerning. 
 

Dost thou desire experience for to know? 
Why, how can she be less than what she is? 
The growth of knowledge doth from wisdom grow, 
The growth of wisdom is in knowing this: 
Wisdom can tell all things, what things are past, 
What done, what undone, what are doing last: 
 

Nay, more, what things are come, what are to come, 
Or words, or works, or shows, or actions, 
In her brain’s table-book she hath the sum, 
And knows dark sentences’ solutions; 
She knows what signs and wonders will ensue, 
And when success of seasons will be new. 
 

Who would not be a bridegroom? who not wed? 
Who would not have a bride so wise, so fair? 
Who would not lie in such a peaceful bed, 
Whose canopy is heaven, whose shade the air? 
How can it be that any of the skies 
Can there be missing, where heaven’s kingdom lies? 
 

If care-sick, I am comforted with joy; 
If surfeiting on joy, she bids me care; 
She says that overmuch will soon annoy, 
Too much of joy, too much of sorrow’s fare: 
She always counsels me to keep a mean, 
And not with joy too fat, with grief too lean. 
 

Fain would the shrub grow by the highest tree, 
Fain would the mushroom kiss the cedar’s bark, 
Fain would the seely worm a-sporting be, 
Fain would the sparrow imitate the lark: 
Though I a tender shrub, a mushroom be, 
Yet covet I the honour of a tree. 
 

And may I not? may not the blossoms bud? 
Doth not the little seed make ears of corn? 
Doth not a sprig, in time, bear greatest wood? 
Doth not young evenings make an elder morn? 
For wisdom’s sake, I know, though I be young, 
I shall have praises from my elders’ tongue. 
 

And as my growth doth rise, so shall my wit, 
And as my with doth rise, so shall my growth; 
In wit I grow, both growths grow to be fit, 
Both fitting in one growth be fittest both: 
Experience follows age, and nature youth; 
Some aged be in wit, though young in ruth. 
 

The wisdom which I have springs from above, 
The wisdom from above is that I have; 
Her I adore, I reverence, I love, 
She’s my pure soul, lock’d in my body’s grave; 
The judgment which I use from her proceeds, 
Which makes me marvell’d at in all my deeds. 
 

Although mute silence tie my judgment’s tongue, 
Sad secretary of dumb action, 
Yet shall they give me place, though I be young, 
And stay my leisure’s satisfaction; 
Even as a judge, which keeps his judgments mute, 
When clients have no answer of their suit. 
 

But if the closure of my mouth unmeets, 
And dives within the freedom of my words, 
They like petitioners’ tongues welcome greets, 
And with attentive ear hears my accords; 
But if my words into no limits go, 
Their speech shall ebb, mine in their ebbing flow. 
 

And what of this vain world, vain hope, vain show, 
Vain glory seated in a shade of praise, 
Mortality’s descent and folly’s flow, 
The badge of vanity, the hour of days; 
What glory is it for to be a king, 
When care is crown, and crown is fortune’s sling? 
 

Wisdom is immortality’s alline, 
And immortality is wisdom’s gain, 
By her the heaven’s lineage is mine, 
By her I immortality obtain; 
The earth is made immortal in my name, 
The heavens are made immortal in my fame. 
 

Two spacious orbs of two as spacious climes 
Shall be the heritage which I possess; 
My rule in heaven, directing earthly times, 
My reign in earth, commencing earth’s redress; 
One king made two, one crown a double crown, 
One rule two rules, one fame a twice renown. 
 

What heaven is this, which every thought contains? 
Wisdom my heaven, my heaven is wisdom’s heaven; 
What earth is this, wherein my body reigns? 
Wisdom my earth, all rule from wisdom given; 
Through her I rule, through her I do subdue, 
Through her I reign, through her my empire grew. 
 

A rule, not tyranny, a reign, not blood, 
An empire, not a slaughter-house of lives, 
A crown, not cruelty in fury’s mood, 
A sceptre which restores, and not deprives; 
All made to make a peace, and not a war, 
By wisdom, concord’s queen and discord’s bar. 
 

The coldest word oft cools the hottest threat, 
The tyrant’s menaces the calms of peace; 
Two colds augmenteth one, two heats one heat, 
And makes both too extreme when both increase: 
My peaceful reign shall conquer tyrants’ force, 
Not arms, but words, not battle, but remorse. 
 

Yet mighty shall I be, though war in peace, 
Strong, though ability hath left his clime, 
And good, because my wars and battles cease, 
Or, at the least, lie smother’d in their prime: 
The fence once digged up with fear’s amaze, 
Doth rage untam’d with folly’s fenceless gaze. 
 

If wisdom doth not harbour in delight, 
It breaks the outward passage of the mind; 
Therefore I place my war in wisdom’s might, 
Whose heavy labours easy harbours find; 
Her company is pleasure, mirth, and joy, 
Not bitterness, not mourning, not annoy. 
 

When every thought was balanced by weight 
Within the concave of my body’s scale, 
My heart and soul did hold the balance straight, 
To see what thought was joy, what thought was wail; 
But when I saw that grief did weigh down pleasure, 
I put in wisdom to augment her treasure: 
 

Wisdom, the weight of immortality; 
Wisdom, the balance of all happiness; 
Wisdom, the weigher of felicity; 
Wisdom, the paragon of blessedness; 
When in her hands their lies such plenty’s store, 
Needs must her heart have twice as much and more. 
 

Her heart have I conjoined with her hand, 
Her hand hath she conjoined with my heart; 
Two souls one soul, two hands one body’s band, 
And two hands made of four, by amour’s art: 
Was I not wise in choosing earthly life? 
Nay, wise, thrice wise, in choosing such a wife? 
 

Was I not good? good, then the sooner bad; 
Bad, because earth is full of wickedness, 
Because my body is with vices clad, 
Anatomy of my sin’s heaviness: 
As doth unseemly clothes make the skin foul, 
So the sin-inked body blots the soul. 
 

Thus lay my heart plung’d in destruction’s mire, 
Thus lay my soul bespotted with my sin, 
Thus lay myself consum’d in my desire, 
Thus lay all parts ensnared in one gin; 
At last my heart, mounting above the mud, 
Lay between hope and death, mischief and good. 
 

Thus panting, ignorant to live or die, 
To rise or fall, to stand or else to sink, 
I cast a fainting look unto the sky, 
And saw the thought which my poor heart did think; 
Wisdom my thought, at whose seen sight I pray’d, 
And with my heart, my mind, my soul, I said:
 




CHAPTER IX. 
 

O God of fathers, Lord of heaven and earth, 
Mercy’s true sovereign, pity’s portraiture, 
King of all kings, a birth surpassing birth, 
A life immortal, essence ever pure, 
Which with a breath ascending from thy thought, 
Hast made the heavens of earth, the earth of nought! 
 

Thou which hast made mortality for man, 
Beginning life to make an end of woe, 
Ending in him what in himself began, 
His earth’s dominion through thy wisdom’s flow: 
Made for to rule according to desert, 
And execute revenge with upright heart; 
 

Behold a crown, but yet a crown of care, 
Behold a sceptre, yet a sorrow’s guise, 
More than the balance of my head can bear, 
More than my hands can hold, wherein it lies; 
My crown doth want supportance for to bear, 
My sceptre wanteth empire for to wear. 
 

A legless body is my kingdom’s map, 
Limping in folly, halting in distress; 
Give me thy wisdom, Lord, my better hap, 
Which may my folly cure, my grief redress; 
O let me not fall in oblivion’s cave! 
Let wisdom be my bail, for her I crave. 
 

Behold thy servant pleading for his hire, 
As an apprentice to thy gospel’s word! 
Behold his poor estate, his hot-cold fire, 
His weak-strong limbs, his merry woes’ record! 
Born of a woman, woman-like in woe, 
They weak, they feeble are, and I am so. 
 

My time of life is as an hour of day, 
’Tis as a day of months, a month of years; 
It never comes again, but fades away, 
As one morn’s sun about the hemispheres: 
Little my memory, lesser my time, 
But least of all my understanding’s prime. 
 

Say that my memory should never die, 
Say that my time should never lose a glide, 
Say that myself had earthly majesty, 
Seated in all the glory of my pride; 
Yet if discretion did not rule my mind, 
My reign would be like fortune’s, folly-blind: 
 

My memory a pathway to my shame, 
My time the looking-glass of my disgrace, 
Myself resemblance of my scorned name, 
My pride the puffed shadow of my face: 
Thus should I be remember’d, not regarded; 
Thus should my labours end, but not rewarded. 
 

What were it to be shadow of a king? 
A vanity; to wear a shadow’d crown? 
A vanity; to love an outward thing? 
A vanity; vain shadows of renown: 
This king is king of shades, because a shade, 
A king in show, though not in action made. 
 

His shape have I, his cognizance I wear, 
A smoky vapour hemm’d with vanity; 
Himself I am, his kingdom’s crown I bear, 
Unless that wisdom change my livery: 
A king I am, God hath inflamed me, 
And lesser than I am I cannot be. 
 

When I command, the people do obey, 
Submissive subjects to my votive will; 
A prince I am, and do what princes may, 
Decree, command, rule, judge, perform, fulfil; 
Yet I myself am subject unto God, 
As are all others to my judgment’s rod. 
 

As do my subject[s] honour my command, 
So I at his command a subject am; 
I build a temple on mount Sion’s sand, 
Erect an altar in thy city’s name; 
Resemblances these are where thou dost dwell, 
Made when thou framed’st heaven, earth, and hell. 
 

All these three casements were contain’d in wit; 
’Twas wisdom for to frame the heaven’s sky, 
’Twas wisdom for to make the earth so fit, 
And hell within the lowest orb to lie, 
To make a heavenly clime, an earthly course, 
And hell, although the name of it be worse. 
 

Before the world was made wisdom was born, 
Born of heaven’s God, conceived in his breast, 
Which knew what works would be, what ages worn, 
What labours life should have, what quiet rest, 
What should displease and please, in vice, in good, 
What should be clearest spring, what foulest mud. 
 

O make my sinful body’s world anew, 
Erect new elements, new airs, new skies! 
The time I have is frail, the course untrue, 
The globe unconstant, like ill fortune’s eyes: 
First make the world, which doth my soul contain, 
And next my wisdom, in whose power I reign. 
 

Illumine earth with wisdom’s heavenly sight, 
Make her ambassador to grace the earth; 
O let her rest by day and lodge by night 
Within the closure of my body’s hearth! 
That in her sacred self I may perceive 
What things are good to take, what ill to leave. 
 

The body’s heat will flow into the face, 
The outward index of an outward deed; 
The inward sins do keep an inward place, 
Eyes, face, mouth, tongue, and every function feed: 
She is my face; if I do any ill, 
I see my shame in her repugnant will. 
 

She is my glass, my type, my form, my map, 
The figure of my deed, shape of my thought, 
My life’s character, fortune to my hap, 
Which understandeth all that heart hath wrought; 
What works I take in hand she finisheth, 
And all my vicious thoughts diminisheth. 
 

My facts are written in her forehead’s book, 
The volume of my thoughts, lines of my words; 
The sins I have she murders with a look, 
And what one cheek denies, th’ other affords; 
As white and red, like battles and retreats, 
One doth defend the blows, the other beats: 
 

So is her furious mood commix’d with smile, 
Her rod is profit, her correction mirth; 
She makes me keep an acceptable style, 
And govern every limit of the earth: 
Through her the state of monarchy is known, 
Through her I rule, and guide my father’s throne. 
 

Mortality itself, without repair, 
Is ever falling feebly on the ground; 
Submissive body, heart above the air, 
Which fain would know, when knowledge is not found; 
Fain would it soar above the eagle’s eye, 
Though it be made of lead, and cannot fly. 
 

The soul and body are the wings of man; 
The soul should mount, but that lies drown’d in sin, 
With leaden spirit, but doth what it can, 
Yet scarcely can it rise when it is in; 
Then how can man so weak know God so strong? 
What heart from thought, what thought from heart hath sprung? 
 

We think that every judgment is alike, 
That every purpose hath one final end; 
Our thoughts, alas! are fears, fears horrors strike, 
Horrors our life’s uncertain course do spend; 
Fear follows negligence, both death and hell; 
Unconstant are the paths wherein we dwell. 
 

The hollow concave of our body’s vaults 
Once laden up with sin’s eternal graves, 
Straight bursts into the soul the slime of faults, 
And overfloweth like a sea of waves; 
The earth, as neighbour to our privy thought, 
Keeps fast the mansion which our cares have bought. 
 

Say, can we see ourselves? are we so wise? 
Or can we judge our own with our own hearts? 
Alas, we cannot! folly blinds our eyes, 
Mischief our minds, with her mischievous arts: 
Folly reigns there where wisdom should bear sway, 
And folly’s mischief bars discretion’s way. 
 

O weak capacity of strongest wit! 
O strong capacity of weaker sense! 
To guide, to meditate, unapt, unfit, 
Blind in perceiving earth’s circumfluence: 
If labour doth consist in mortal skill, 
’Tis greater labour to know heaven’s will. 
 

The toiling spirit of a labouring man 
Is toss’d in casualties of fortune’s seas; 
He thinks it greater labour than he can, 
To run his mortal course without an ease: 
Then who can gain or find celestial things, 
Unless their hopes a greater labour brings? 
 

What volume of thy mind can then contain 
Thoughts, words, and works, which God thinks, speaks, and makes, 
When heaven itself cannot such honour gain, 
Nor angels know the counsel which God takes? 
Yet if thy heart be wisdom’s mansion, 
Thy soul shall gain thy heart’s made mention. 
 

Who can in one day’s space make two days’ toil? 
Or who in two days’ space will spend but one? 
The one doth keep his mean in overbroil, 
The other under mean, because alone: 
Say, what is man without his spirit sways him? 
Say, what’s the spirit if the man decays him? 
 

An ill-reformed breath, a life, a hell, 
A going out worse than a coming in; 
For wisdom is the body’s sentinel, 
Set to guard life, which else would fall in sin; 
She doth correct and love, sways and preserves, 
Teaches and favours, rules and yet observes.
 




CHAPTER X. 
 

Correction follows love, love follows hate, 
For love in hate is hate in too much love; 
So chastisement is preservation’s mate, 
Instructing and preserving those we prove: 
So wisdom first corrects, then favoureth, 
But fortune favours first, then wavereth. 
 

First, the first father of this earthly world, 
First man, first father call’d for after-time, 
Unfashioned and like a heap was hurl’d, 
Form’d and reform’d by wisdom out of slime; 
By nature ill reform’d, by wisdom purer, 
She mortal life, she better life’s procurer. 
 

Alas, what was he but a clod of clay? 
What ever was he but an ashy cask? 
By wisdom clothed in his best array, 
If better may be best to choose a task: 
One gave him time to live, she power to reign, 
Making two powers one, one power twain. 
 

But, O malign, ill-boding wickedness, 
Like bursting gulfs o’erwhelming virtue’s seed! 
Too furious wrath, forsaking happiness, 
Losing ten thousand joys with one dire deed: 
Cain could see, but folly struck him blind, 
To kill his brother in a raging mind. 
 

O too unhappy stroke to end two lives! 
Unhappy actor in death’s tragedy, 
Murdering a brother whose name murder gives, 
Whose slaying action slaughters butchery: 
A weeping part had earth in that same play, 
For she did weep herself to death that day. 
 

Water distill’d from millions of her eyes, 
Upon the long-dried carcass of her time; 
Her watery conduits were the weeping skies, 
Which made her womb an overflowing clime: 
Wisdom preserv’d it, which preserves all good, 
And taught it how to make an ark of wood. 
 

O that one board should save so many lives, 
Upon the world’s huge billow-tossing sea! 
’Twas not the board, ’twas wisdom which survives, 
Wisdom that ark, that board, that fence, that bay: 
The world was made a water-rolling wave, 
But wisdom better hope’s assurance gave. 
 

And when pale malice did advance her flag 
Upon the raging standard of despite, 
Fiend’s sovereign, sin’s mistress, and hell’s hag, 
Dun Pluto’s lady, empress of the night; 
Wisdom, from whom immortal joy begun, 
Preserv’d the righteous as her faultless son. 
 

The wicked perished, but they surviv’d; 
The wicked were ensnar’d, they were preserv’d; 
One kept in joy, the one of joy depriv’d; 
One feeding, fed, the other feeding, starv’d: 
The food which wisdom gives is nourishment, 
The food which malice gives is languishment. 
 

One feeds, the other feeds, but choking feeds; 
Two contraries in meat, two differing meats; 
This brings forth hate, and this repentance’ seeds; 
This war, this peace, this battles, this retreats: 
And that example may be truly tried, 
These liv’d in Sodom’s fire, the other died. 
 

The land will bear me witness they are dead, 
Which, for their sakes, bear[s] nothing else but death; 
The witness of itself with vices fed, 
A smoky testimony of sin’s breath: 
This is my witness, my certificate, 
And this is my sin-weeping sociate. 
 

My pen will scarce hold ink to write these woes, 
These woes, the blotted inky lines of sin; 
My paper wrinkles at my sorrow’s shows, 
And like that land will bring no harvest in: 
Had Lot’s unfaithful wife been without fault, 
My fresh-ink’d pen had never call’d her salt. 
 

But now my quill, the tell-tale of all moans, 
Is savoury bent to aggravate salt tears, 
And wets my paper with salt-water groans, 
Making me stick in agonising fears: 
My paper now is grown to billows’ might; 
Sometimes I stay my pen, sometimes I write. 
 

O foolish pilot I, blind-hearted guide, 
Can I not see the clifts, but rent my bark! 
Must I needs hoist up sails ‘gainst wind and tide, 
And leave my soul behind, my wisdom’s ark? 
Well may I be the glass of my disgrace, 
And set my sin in other sinners’ place. 
 

But why despair I? here comes wisdom’s grace, 
Whose hope doth lead me unto better hap, 
Whose presence doth direct my fore-run race, 
Because I serve her as my beauty’s map: 
Like Cain I shall be restor’d to heaven, 
From shipwreck’s peril to a quiet haven. 
 

When that by Cain’s hand Abel was slain, 
His brother Abel, brother to his ire, 
Then Cain fled, to fly destruction’s pain, 
God’s heavy wrath, against his blood’s desire; 
But being fetcht again by wisdom’s power, 
Had pardon for his deed, love for his lour. 
 

By his repentance he remission had, 
And relaxation from the clog of sin; 
His painful labour labour’s riches made, 
His labouring pain did pleasure’s profit win: 
’Twas wisdom, wisdom made him to repent, 
And newly plac’d him in his old content. 
 

His body, which was once destruction’s cave, 
Black murder’s territory, mischief’s house, 
By her these wicked sins were made his slave, 
And she became his bride, his wife, his spouse; 
Enriching him which was too rich before, 
Too rich in vice, in happiness too poor. 
 

Megaera, which did rule within his breast, 
And kept foul Lerna’s fen within his mind, 
Both now displease him which once pleas’d him best, 
Now murdering murder with his being kind; 
These which were once his friends are now his foes, 
Whose practice he retorts with wisdom’s blows. 
 

Yet still lie they in ambush for his soul, 
But he, more wiser, keeps a wiser way; 
They see him, and they bark, snarl, grin, and howl, 
But wisdom guides his steps, he cannot stray; 
By whom he conquers, and through whom he knows 
The fear of God is stronger than his foes. 
 

When man was clad in vice’s livery, 
And sold as bondman unto sin’s command, 
She, she forsook him not for infamy, 
But freed him from his heart’s imprison’d band; 
And when he lay in dungeon of despite, 
She interlin’d his grief with her delight. 
 

Though servile she with him, she was content; 
The prison was her lodge as well as his, 
Till she the sceptre of the world had lent, 
To glad his fortune, to augment his bliss; 
To punish false accusers of true deeds, 
And raise in him immortal glory’s seeds. 
 

Say, shall we call her wisdom, by her name, 
Or new-invent a nominating style, 
Reciting ancient worth to make new fame, 
Or new-old hierarchy from honour’s file? 
Say, shall we file out fame for virtue’s store, 
And give a name not thought nor heard before? 
 

Then should we make her two, where now but one, 
Then should we make her common to each tongue: 
Wisdom shall be her name, she wise alone; 
If alter old for new, we do old wrong; 
Call her still wisdom, mistress of our souls, 
Our lives’ deliverer from our foes’ controls. 
 

To make that better which is best of all, 
Were to disarm the title of the power, 
And think to make a raise, and make a fall, 
Turn best to worst, a day unto an hour; 
To give two sundry names unto one thing, 
Makes it more commoner in echo’s sling. 
 

She guides man’s soul, let her be call’d a queen; 
She enters into man, call her a sprite; 
She makes them godly which have never been; 
Call her herself, the image of her might: 
Those which for virtue plead, she prompts their tongue, 
Whose suit no tyrant nor no king can wrong. 
 

She stands as bar between their mouth and them; 
She prompts their thoughts, their thoughts prompts speech’s sound; 
Their tongue’s reward is honour’s diadem, 
Their labour’s hire with duest merit crown’d: 
She is as judge and witness of each heart, 
Condemning falsehood, taking virtue’s part. 
 

A shadow in the day, star in the night; 
A shadow for to shade them from the sun, 
A star in darkness for to give them light, 
A shade in day, a star when day is done; 
Keeping both courses true in being true, 
A shade, a star, to shade and lighten you. 
 

And had she not, the sun’s hot-burning fire 
Had scorch’d the inward palace of your powers, 
Your hot affection cool’d your hot desire; 
Two heats once met make cool-distilling showers; 
So likewise had not wisdom been your star, 
You had been prisoner unto Phaebe’s car. 
 

She made the Red Sea subject to your craves, 
The surges calms, the billows smoothest ways; 
She made rough winds sleep silent in their caves, 
And Æol watch, whom all the winds obeys; 
Their foes, pursuing them with death and doom, 
Did make the sea their church, the waves their tomb. 
 

They furrow’d up a grave to lie therein, 
Burying themselves with their own handy deed; 
Sin digg’d a pit itself to bury sin, 
Seed ploughed up the ground to scatter seed: 
The righteous, seeing this same sudden fall, 
Did praise the Lord, and seiz’d upon them all. 
 

A glorious prize, though from inglorious hands, 
A worthy spoil, though from unworthy hearts; 
Toss’d with the ocean’s rage upon the sands, 
Victorious gain, gained by wisdom’s arts, 
Which makes the dumb to speak, the blind to see, 
The deaf to hear, the babes have gravity.
 




CHAPTER XI. 
 

What he could have a heart, what heart a thought, 
What thought a tongue, what tongue a show of fears, 
Having his ship ballass’d with such a fraught, 
Which calms the ever-weeping ocean’s tears, 
Which prospers every enterprise of war, 
And leads their fortune by good fortune’s star? 
 

A pilot on the seas, guide on the land, 
Through uncouth, desolate, untrodden way, 
Through wilderness of woe, which in woes stand, 
Pitching their tents where desolation lay; 
In just revenge encountering with their foes, 
Annexing wrath to wrath, and blows to blows. 
 

But when the heat of overmuch alarms 
Had made their bodies subject unto thirst, 
And broil’d their hearts in wrath- allaying harms, 
With fiery surges which from body burst, 
That time had made the total sum of life, 
Had not affection strove to end the strife. 
 

Wisdom, affectionating power of zeal, 
Did cool the passion of tormenting heat 
With water from a rock, which did reveal 
Her dear, dear love, plac’d in affection’s seat; 
She was their mother twice, she nurs’d them twice, 
Mingling their heat with cold, their fire with ice. 
 

From whence receiv’d they life, from a dead stone? 
From whence receiv’d they speech, from a mute rock? 
As if all pleasure did proceed from moan, 
Or all discretion from a senseless block; 
For what was each but silent, dead, and mute? 
As if a thorny thistle should bear fruit. 
 

’Tis strange how that should cure which erst did kill, 
Give life in whom destruction is enshrin’d; 
Alas, the stone is dead, and hath no skill! 
Wisdom gave life and love, ’twas wisdom’s mind; 
She made the store which poisoned her foes, 
Give life, give cure, give remedy to those. 
 

Blood-quaffing Mars, which wash’d himself in gore, 
Reign’d in her foes’ thirst slaughter-drinking hearts; 
Their heads the bloody store-house of blood’s store, 
Their minds made bloody streams disburs’d in parts 
What was it else but butchery and hate, 
To prize young infants’ blood at murder’s rate? 
 

But let them surfeit on their bloody cup, 
Carousing to their own destruction’s health, 
We drink the silver-streamed water up, 
Which unexpected flow’d from wisdom’s wealth; 
Declaring, by the thirst of our dry souls, 
How all our foes did swim in murder’s bowls. 
 

What greater ill than famine? or what ill 
Can be compared to the fire of thirst? 
One be as both, for both the body kill, 
And first brings torments in tormenting first: 
Famine is death itself, and thirst no less, 
If bread and water do not yield redress. 
 

Yet this affliction is but virtue’s trial, 
Proceeding from the mercy of God’s ire; 
To see if it can find his truth’s denial, 
His judgment’s breach, attempts contempt’s desire: 
But O, the wicked sleeping is misdeed, 
Had death on whom they fed, on whom they feed! 
 

Adjudg’d, condemn’d, and punish’d in one breath, 
Arraign’d, tormented, tortur’d in one law; 
Adjudg’d like captives with destruction’s wreath, 
Arraign’d like thieves before the bar of awe; 
Condemn’d, tormented, tortur’d, punished, 
Like captives bold, thieves unastonished. 
 

Say God did suffer famine for to reign, 
And thirst to rule amongst the choicest heart, 
Yet, father-like, he eas’d them of their pain, 
And prov’d them how they could endure a smart; 
But, as a righteous king, condemn’d the others, 
As wicked sons unto as wicked mothers. 
 

For where the devil reigns, there, sure, is hell; 
Because the tabernacle of his name, 
His mansion-house, the place where he doth dwell, 
The coal-black visage of his nigrum fame; 
So, if the wicked live upon the earth, 
Earth is their hell, from good to worser birth. 
 

If present, they are present to their tears; 
If absent, they are present to their woes; 
Like as the snail, which shows all that she bears, 
Making her back the mountain of her shows; 
Present to their death, not absent to their care, 
Their punishment alike where’er they are. 
 

Why, say they mourn’d, lamented, griev’d, and wail’d, 
And fed lament with care, care with lament; 
Say, how can sorrow be with sorrow bail’d, 
When tears consumeth that which smiles hath lent? 
This makes a double prison, double chain, 
A double mourning, and a double pain. 
 

Captivity, hoping for freedom’s hap, 
At length doth pay the ransom of her hope, 
Yet frees her thought from any clogging clap, 
Though back be almost burst with iron’s cope; 
So they endur’d the more, because they knew 
That never till the spring the flowers grew; 
 

And that by patience cometh heart’s delight, 
Long-sought-for bliss, long-far-fet happiness; 
Content they were to die for virtue’s right, 
Sith joy should be the pledge of heaviness: 
When unexpected things were brought to pass, 
They were amaz’d, and wonder’d where God was. 
 

He whom they did deny, now they extol; 
He whom they do extol, they did deny; 
He whom they did deride, they do enroll 
In register of heavenly majesty; 
Their thirst was ever thirst, repentance stopt it; 
Their life was ever dead, repentance propt it. 
 

And had it not, their thirst had burn’d their hearts, 
Their hearts had cried out for their tongues’ reply, 
Their tongues had raised all their bodies’ parts, 
Their bodies, once in arms, had made all die: 
Their foolish practices had made them wise, 
Wise in their hearts, though foolish in their eyes. 
 

But they, alas! were dead, to worship death, 
Senseless in worshipping all shadow’d shows, 
Breathless in wasting of so vain a breath, 
Dumb in performance of their tongues’ suppose: 
They in adoring death, in death’s behests, 
Were punished with life and living beasts. 
 

Thus for a show of beasts they substance have, 
The thing itself against the shadow’s will, 
Which makes the shadows, sad woes in life’s grave, 
As nought impossible in heaven’s skill: 
God sent sad Ohs for shadows of lament, 
Lions and bears in multitudes he sent: 
 

Newly created beasts, which sight ne’er saw, 
Unknown, which neither eye nor ear did know, 
To breathe out blasts of fire against their law, 
And cast out smoke with a tempestuous blow: 
Making their eyes the chambers of their fears, 
Darting forth fire as lightning from the spheres. 
 

Thus marching one by one, and side by side, 
By the profane, ill-limn’d, pale spectacles, 
Making both fire and fear to be their guide, 
Pull’d down their vain-adoring chronicles; 
Then staring in their faces, spit forth fire, 
Which heats and cools their frosty-hot desire: 
 

Frosty in fear, unfrosty in their shame, 
Cool in lament, hot in their power’s disgraces; 
Like lukewarm coals, half kindled with the flame, 
Sate white and red mustering within their faces: 
The beasts themselves did not so much dismay them, 
As did their ugly eyes’ aspects decay them. 
 

Yet what are beasts, but subjects unto man, 
By the decree of heaven, degree of earth? 
They have more strength than he, yet more he can, 
He having reason’s store, they reason’s dearth; 
But these were made to break subjection’s rod, 
And show the stubbornness of man to God. 
 

Had they not been ordain’d to such intent, 
God’s word was able to supplant their powers, 
And root out them which were to mischief bent, 
With wrath and vengeance, minutes in death’s hours; 
But God doth keep a full, direct, true course, 
And measures pity’s love with mercy’s force. 
 

The wicked thinks God hath no might at all, 
Because he makes no show of what he is, 
When God is loath to give their pride a fall, 
Or cloud the day wherein they do amiss; 
But should his strength be shown, his anger rise, 
Who could withstand the sun-caves of his eyes? 
 

Alas, what is the world against his ire! 
As snowy mountains ‘gainst the golden sun, 
Forc’d for to melt and thaw with frosty fire, 
Fire hid in frost, though frost of cold begun: 
As dew-distilling drops fall from the morn, 
So n[e]w destruction’s claps fall from his scorn. 
 

But his revenge lies smother’d in his smiles, 
His wrath lies sleeping in his mercy’s joy, 
Which very seldom rise at mischief’s coils, 
And will not wake for every sinner’s toy: 
Boundless his mercies are, like heaven’s grounds, 
They have no limits they, nor heaven no bounds. 
 

The promontory-top of his true love 
Is like the end of never-ending streams, 
Like Nilus’ water-springs, which inward move, 
And have no outward show of shadows’ beams: 
God sees, and will not see, the sins of men, 
Because they should amend: amend! O when? 
 

The mother loves the issues of her womb, 
As doth the father his begotten son; 
She makes her lap their quiet sleeping tomb, 
He seeks to care for life which new begun; 
What care hath He, think, then, that cares for all, 
For aged and for young, for great and small! 
 

Is not that father careful, fill’d with care, 
Loving, long-suffering, merciful, and kind, 
Which made with love all things that in love are, 
Unmerciful to none, to none unkind? 
Had man been hateful, man had never been, 
But perish’d in the spring-time of his green. 
 

But how can hate abide where love remains? 
Or how can anger follow mercy’s path? 
How can unkindness hinder kindness’ gains? 
Or how can murder bathe in pity’s bath? 
Love, mercy, kindness, pity, either’s mate, 
Doth scorn unkindness, anger, murder, hate. 
 

Had it not been thy will to make the earth, 
It still had been a chaos unto time; 
But ’twas thy will that man should have a birth, 
And be preserv’d by good, condemn’d by crime: 
Yet pity reigns within thy mercies’ store, 
Thou spar’st and lov’st us all; what would we more?
 




CHAPTER XII. 
 

When all the elements of mortal life 
Were placed in the mansion of their skin, 
Each having daily motion to be rife, 
Clos’d in that body which doth close them in, 
God sent his Holy Spirit unto man, 
Which did begin when first the world began: 
 

So that the body, which was king of all, 
Is subject unto that which now is king, 
Which chasteneth those whom mischief doth exhale, 
Unto misdeeds from whence destructions spring; 
Yet merciful it is, though it be chief, 
Converting vice to good, sin to belief. 
 

Old time is often lost in being bald, 
Bald, because old, old, because living long; 
It is rejected oft when it is call’d; 
And wears out age with age, still being young: 
Twice children we, twice feeble, and once strong; 
But being old, we sin, and do youth wrong. 
 

The more we grow in age, the more in vice, 
A house-room long unswept will gather dust; 
Our long-unthawed souls will freeze to ice, 
And wear the badge of long-imprison’d rust; 
So those inhabitants in youth twice born, 
Were old in sin, more old in heaven’s scorn. 
 

Committing works as inky spots of fame, 
Commencing words like foaming vice’s waves, 
Committing and commencing mischief’s name, 
With works and words sworn to be vice’s slaves: 
As sorcery, witchcraft, mischievous deeds, 
And sacrifice, which wicked fancies feeds. 
 

Well may I call that wicked which is more, 
I rather would be low than be too high; 
O wondrous practisers, cloth’d all in gore, 
To end that life which their own lives did buy! 
More than swine-like eating man’s bowels up, 
Their banquet’s dish, their blood their banquet’s cup. 
 

Butchers unnatural, worse by their trade, 
Whose house the bloody shambles of decay, 
More than a slaughter-house which butchers made, 
More than an Eschip, seely bodies prey: 
Thorough whose hearts a bloody shambles runs; 
They do not butcher beasts, but their own sons. 
 

Chief murderers of their souls, which their souls bought; 
Extinguishers of light, which their lives gave; 
More than knife-butchers they, butchers in thought, 
Sextons to dig their own-begotten grave; 
Making their habitations old in sin, 
Which God doth reconcile, and new begin. 
 

That murdering place was turn’d into delight, 
That bloody slaughter-house to peace’s breast, 
That lawless palace to a place of right, 
That slaughtering shambles to a living rest; 
Made meet for justice, fit for happiness, 
Unmeet for sin, unfit for wickedness. 
 

Yet the inhabitants, though mischief’s slaves, 
Were not dead-drench’d in their destruction’s flood; 
God hop’d to raise repentance from sins’ graves, 
And hop’d that pain’s delay would make them good; 
Not that he was unable to subdue them, 
But that their sins’ repentance should renew them. 
 

Delay is took for virtue and for vice; 
Delay is good, and yet delay is bad; 
’Tis virtue when it thaws repentance’ ice, 
’Tis vice to put off things we have or had: 
But here it followeth repentance’ way, 
Therefore it is not sin’s nor mischief’s prey. 
 

Delay in punishment is double pain, 
And every pain makes a twice-double thought, 
Doubling the way to our lives’ better gain, 
Doubling repentance, which is single bought; 
For fruitless grafts, when they are too much lopt, 
More fruitless are, for why their fruits are stopt. 
 

So fares it with the wicked plants of sin, 
The roots of mischief, tops of villany; 
They worser are with too much punishing, 
Because by nature prone to injury; 
For ’tis but folly to supplant his thought 
Whose heart is wholly given to be naught. 
 

These seeded were in seed, O cursed plant! 
Seeded with other seed, O cursed root! 
Too much of good doth turn unto good’s want, 
As too much seed doth turn to too much soot: 
Bitter in taste, presuming of their height, 
Like misty vapours in black-colour’d night. 
 

But God, whose powerful arms one strength doth hold, 
Scorning to stain his force upon their faces, 
Will send his messengers, both hot and cold, 
To make them shadows of their own disgraces: 
His hot ambassador is fire, his cold 
Is wind, which two scorn for to be controll’d. 
 

For who dares say unto the King of kings, 
What hast thou done, which ought to be undone? 
Or who dares stand against thy judgment’s stings? 
Or dare accuse thee for the nation’s moan? 
Or who dare say, Revenge this ill for me? 
Or stand against the Lord with villany? 
 

What he hath done he knows; what he will do 
He weigheth with the balance of his eyes; 
What judgment he pronounceth must be so, 
And those which he oppresseth cannot rise: 
Revenge lies in his hands when he doth please; 
He can revenge and love, punish and ease. 
 

The carved spectacle which workmen make 
Is subject unto them, not they to it; 
They which from God a lively form do take, 
Should much more yield unto their maker’s wit; 
Sith there is none but he which hath his thought, 
Caring for that which he hath made of nought. 
 

The clay is subject to the potter’s hands, 
Which with a new device makes a new moul; 
And what are we, I pray, but clayey bands, 
With ashy body, join’d to cleaner soul? 
Yet we, once made, scorn to be made again, 
But live in sin, like clayey lumps of pain. 
 

Yet if hot anger smother cool delight, 
He’ll mould our bodies in destruction’s form, 
And make ourselves as subjects to his might, 
In the least fuel of his anger’s storm: 
Not king nor tyrant dare ask or demand, 
What punishment is this thou hast in hand? 
 

We all are captives to thy regal throne; 
Our prison is the earth, our bands our sins, 
And our accuser our own body’s groan, 
Press’d down with vice’s weights and mischief’s gins: 
Before the bar of heaven we plead for favour, 
To cleanse our sin-bespotted body’s savour. 
 

Thou righteous art, our pleading, then, is right; 
Thou merciful, we hope for mercy’s grace; 
Thou orderest every thing with look-on sight, 
Behold us, prisoners in earth’s wandering race; 
We know thy pity is without a bound, 
And sparest them which in some faults be found. 
 

Thy power is as thyself, without an end, 
Beginning all to end, yet ending none; 
Son unto virtue’s son, and wisdom’s friend, 
Original of bliss to virtue shown; 
Beginning good, which never ends in vice; 
Beginning flames, which never end in ice. 
 

For righteousness is good in such a name; 
It righteous is, ’tis good in such a deed; 
A lamp it is, fed with discretion’s flame; 
Begins in seed, but never ends in seed: 
By this we know the Lord is just and wise, 
Which causeth him to spare us when he tries: 
 

Just, because justice weighs what wisdom thinks; 
Wise, because wisdom thinks what justice weighs; 
One virtue maketh two, and two more links; 
Wisdom is just, and justice never strays: 
The help of one doth make the other better, 
As is the want of one the other’s letter. 
 

But wisdom hath two properties in wit, 
As justice hath two contraries in force; 
Heat added unto heat augmenteth it, 
As too much water bursts a water-course: 
God’s wisdom too much prov’d doth breed God’s hate, 
God’s justice too much mov’d breeds God’s debate. 
 

Although the ashy prison of fire-dust 
Doth keep the flaming heat imprison’d in, 
Yet sometime will it burn, when flame it must, 
And burst the ashy cave where it hath bin: 
So if God’s mercy pass the bounds of mirth, 
It is not mercy then, but mercy’s dearth. 
 

Yet how can love breed hate without hate’s love? 
God doth not hate to love, nor love to hate; 
His equity doth every action prove, 
Smothering with love that spiteful envy’s fate; 
For should the team of anger trace his brow, 
The very puffs of rage will drive the plough. 
 

But God did end his toil when world begun; 
Now like a lover studies how to please, 
And win their hearts again whom mischief won, 
Lodg’d in the mansion of their sin’s disease: 
He made each mortal man two ears, two eyes, 
To hear and see; yet he must make them wise. 
 

If imitation should direct man’s life, 
’Tis life to imitate a living corse; 
The thing’s example makes the thing more rife; 
God living is, why do we want remorse? 
He put repentance into sinful hearts, 
And fed their fruitless souls with fruitful arts. 
 

If such a boundless ocean of good deeds 
Should have such influence from mercy’s stream, 
Kissing both good and ill, flowers and weeds, 
As doth the sunny flame of Titan’s beam; 
A greater Tethys then should mercy be, 
In flowing unto them which loveth thee. 
 

The sun, which shines in heaven, doth light the earth, 
The earth, which shines in sin, doth spite the heaven; 
Sin is earth’s sun, the sun of heaven sin’s dearth, 
Both odd in light, being of height not even: 
God’s mercy then, which spares both good and ill, 
Doth care for both, though not alike in will. 
 

Can vice be virtue’s mate or virtue’s meat? 
Her company is bad, her food more worse; 
She shames to sit upon her betters’ seat, 
As subject beasts wanting the lion’s force; 
Mercy is virtue’s badge, foe to disdain; 
Virtue is vice’s stop and mercy’s gain. 
 

Yet God is merciful to mischief-flows, 
More merciful in sin’s and sinners’ want; 
God chasteneth us, and punisheth our foes, 
Like sluggish drones amongst a labouring ant: 
We hope for mercy at our bodies’ doom; 
We hope for heaven, the bail of earthly tomb. 
 

What hope they for, what hope have they of heaven? 
They hope for vice, and they have hope of hell, 
From whence their souls’ eternity is given, 
But such eternity which pains can tell: 
They live; but better were it for to die, 
Immortal in their pain and misery. 
 

Hath hell such freedom to devour souls? 
Are souls so bold to rush in such a place? 
God gives hell power of vice, which hell controls; 
Vice makes her followers bold with armed face; 
God tortures both, the mistress and the man, 
And ends in pain, that which in vice began. 
 

A bad beginning makes a worser end, 
Without repentance meet the middle way, 
Making a mediocrity their friend, 
Which else would be their foe, because they stray: 
But if repentance miss the middle line, 
The sun of virtue ends in west’s decline. 
 

So did it fare with these, which stray’d too far, 
Beyond the measure of the mid-day’s eye, 
In error’s ways, led without virtue’s star, 
Esteeming beast-like powers for deity; 
Whose heart no thought of understanding meant, 
Whose tongue no word of understanding sent: 
 

Like infant babes, bearing their nature’s shell 
Upon the tender heads of tenderer wit, 
Which tongue-tied are, having no tale to tell, 
To drive away the childhood of their fit; 
Unfit to tune their tongue with wisdom’s string, 
Too fit to quench their thirst in folly’s spring. 
 

But they were trees to babes, babes sprigs to them, 
They not so good as these, in being nought; 
In being nought, the more from vice’s stem, 
Whose essence cannot come without a thought; 
To punish them is punishment in season, 
They children-like, without or wit or reason. 
 

To be derided is to be half-dead, 
Derision bears a part ‘tween life and death; 
Shame follows her with misery half-fed, 
Half-breathing life, to make half-life and breath: 
Yet here was mercy shown, their deeds were more 
Than could be wip’d off by derision’s score. 
 

This mercy is the warning of misdeeds, 
A trumpet summoning to virtue’s walls, 
To notify their hearts which mischief feeds, 
Whom vice instructs, whom wickedness exhales: 
But if derision cannot murder sin, 
Then shame shall end, and punishment begin. 
 

For many shameless are, bold, stout in ill; 
Then how can shame take root in shameless plants, 
When they their brows with shameless furrows fill, 
And ploughs each place which one plough-furrow wants? 
Then being arm’d ‘gainst shame with shameless face, 
How can derision take a shameful place? 
 

But punishment may smooth their wrinkled brow, 
And set shame on the forehead of their rage, 
Guiding the fore-front of that shameless row, 
Making it smooth in shame, though not in age; 
Then will they say that God is just and true; 
But ’tis too late, damnation will ensue.
 




CHAPTER XIII. 
 

The branch must needs be weak, if root be so, 
The root must needs be weak, if branches fall; 
Nature is vain, man cannot be her foe, 
Because from nature and at nature’s call: 
Nature is vain, and we proceed from nature, 
Vain therefore is our birth, and vain our feature. 
 

One body may have two diseases sore, 
Not being two, it may be join’d to two; 
Nature is one itself, yet two and more, 
Vain, ignorant of God, of good, of show, 
Which not regards the things which God hath done, 
And what things are to do, what new begun. 
 

Why do I blame the tree, when ’tis the leaves? 
Why blame I nature for her mortal men? 
Why blame I men? ’tis she, ’tis she that weaves, 
That weaves, that wasts unto destruction’s pen: 
Then, being blameful both, because both vain, 
I leave to both their vanity’s due pain. 
 

To prize the shadow at the substance’ rate, 
Is a vain substance of a shadow’s hue; 
To think the son to be the father’s mate, 
Earth to rule earth because of earthly view; 
To think fire, wind, air, stars, water, and heaven, 
To be as gods, from whom their selves are given: 
 

Fire as a god? O irreligious sound! 
Wind as a god? O vain, O vainest voice! 
Air as a god? when ’tis but dusky ground; 
Star as a god? when ’tis but Phaebe’s choice; 
Water a god? which first by God was made; 
Heaven a god? which first by God was laid. 
 

Say all hath beauty, excellence, array, 
Yet beautified they are, they were, they be, 
By God’s bright excellence of brightest day, 
Which first implanted our first beauty’s tree: 
If then the painted outside of the show 
Be radiant, what is the inward row? 
 

If that the shadow of the body’s skin 
Be so illumin’d with the sun-shin’d soul, 
What is the thing itself which is within, 
More wrench’d, more cleans’d, more purified from soul? 
If elemental powers have God’s thought, 
Say what is God, which made them all of nought. 
 

It is a wonder for to see the sky, 
And operation of each airy power; 
A marvel that the heaven should be so high, 
And let fall such a low-distilling shower: 
Then needs must he be high, higher than all, 
Which made both high and low with one tongue’s call. 
 

The workman mightier is than his hand-work, 
In making that which else would be unmade; 
The ne’er-thought thing doth always hidden lurk, 
Without the maker in a making trade: 
For had not God made man, man had not been, 
But nature had decay’d, and ne’er been seen. 
 

The workman never showing of his skill 
Doth live unknown to man, though known to wit; 
Had mortal birth been never in God’s will, 
God had been God, but yet unknown in it; 
Then having made the glory of earth’s beauty, 
’Tis reason earth should reverence him in duty. 
 

The savage people have a supreme head, 
A king, though savage as his subjects are; 
Yet they with his observances are led, 
Obeying his behests, whate’er they were: 
The Turks, the Infidels, all have a lord, 
Whom they observe in thought, in deed, in word. 
 

And shall we, differing from their savage kind, 
Having a soul to live and to believe, 
Be rude in thought, in deed, in word, in mind, 
Not seeking him which should our woes relieve? 
O no, dear brethren! seek our God, our fame, 
Then if we err, we shall have lesser blame. 
 

How can we err? we seek for ready way; 
O that my tongue could fetch that word again! 
Whose very accent makes me go astray, 
Breathing that erring wind into my brain: 
My word is past, and cannot be recall’d; 
It is like aged time, now waxen bald. 
 

For they which go astray in seeking God 
Do miss the joyful narrow-footed path — 
Joyful, thrice-joyful way to his abode! — 
Nought seeing but their shadows in a bath; 
Narcissus-like, pining to see a show, 
Hindering the passage which their feet should go. 
 

Narcissus fantasy did die to kiss, 
O sugar’d kiss! died with a poison’d lip; 
The fantasies of these do die to miss, 
O tossed fantasies in folly’s ship! 
He died to kiss the shadow of his face; 
These live and die to life’s and death’s disgrace. 
 

A fault without amends, crime without ease, 
A sin without excuse, death without aid; 
To love the world, and what the world did please, 
To know the earth, wherein their sins are laid: 
They knew the world, but not the Lord that fram’d it; 
They knew the earth, but not the Lord that nam’d it. 
 

Narcissus drown’d himself for his self’s show, 
Striving to heal himself did himself harm; 
These drown’d themselves on earth with their selves’ woe, 
He in a water-brook by fury’s charm; 
They made dry earth wet with their folly’s weeping, 
He made wet earth dry with his fury’s sleeping. 
 

Then leave him to his sleep; return to those 
Which ever wake in misery’s constraints, 
Whose eyes are hollow caves and made sleep’s foes, 
Two dungeons dark with sin, blind with complaints: 
They called images which man first found 
Immortal gods, for which their tongues are bound. 
 

Gold was a god with them, a golden god; 
Like children in a pageant of gay toys, 
Adoring images for saints’ abode; 
O vain, vain spectacles of vainer joys! 
Putting their hope in blocks, their trust in stones; 
Hoping to trust, trusting to hope in moans. 
 

As when a carpenter cuts down a tree, 
Meet for to make a vessel for man’s use, 
He pareth all the bark most cunningly 
With the sharp shaver of his knife’s abuse, 
Ripping the seely womb with no entreat, 
Making her woundy chips to dress his meat: 
 

Her body’s bones are often tough and hard, 
Crooked with age’s growth, growing with crooks, 
And full of weather-chinks, which seasons marr’d, 
Knobby and rugged, bending in like hooks; 
Yet knowing age can never want a fault, 
Encounters it with a sharp knife’s assault; 
 

And carves it well, though it be self-like ill, 
Observing leisure, keeping time and place; 
According to the cunning of his skill, 
Making the figure of a mortal face, 
Or like some ugly beast in ruddy mould, 
Hiding each cranny with a painter’s fold. 
 

It is a world to see, to mark, to view, 
How age can botch up age with crooked thread; 
How his old hands can make an old tree new, 
And dead-like he can make another dead! 
Yet makes a substantive able to bear it, 
And she an adjective, nor see nor hear it. 
 

A wall it is itself, yet wall with wall 
Hath great supportance, bearing either part; 
The image, like an adjective, would fall, 
Were it not closed with an iron heart: 
The workman, being old himself, doth know 
What great infirmities old age can show. 
 

Therefore, to stop the river of extremes, 
He burst into the flowing of his wit, 
Tossing his brains with more than thousand themes, 
To have a wooden stratagem so fit: 
Wooden, because it doth belong to wood; 
His purpose may be wise, his reason good: 
 

His purpose wise? no, foolish, fond, and vain; 
His reason good? no, wicked, vild, and ill; 
To be the author of his own life’s pain, 
To be the tragic actor of his will; 
Praying to that which he before had fram’d, 
For welcome faculties, and not asham’d. 
 

Calling to folly for discretion’s sense, 
Calling to sickness for sick body’s health, 
Calling to weakness for a stronger fence, 
Calling to poverty for better wealth; 
Praying to death for life, for this he pray’d, 
Requiring help of that which wanteth aid; 
 

Desiring that of it which he not had, 
And for his journey that which cannot go; 
And for his gain her futherance, to make glad 
The work which he doth take in hand to do: 
These windy words do rush against the wall; 
She cannot speak, ‘twill sooner make her fall.
 




CHAPTER XIV 
 

As doth one little spark make a great flame, 
Kindled from forth the bosom of the flint; 
As doth one plague infect with it self name, 
With watery humours making bodies’ dint; 
So, even so, this idol-worshipper 
Doth make another idol-practiser. 
 

The shipman cannot team dame Tethys’ waves 
Within a wind-taught capering anchorage, 
Before he prostrate lies, and suffrage craves, 
And have a block to be his fortune’s gage: 
More crooked than his stern, yet he implores her; 
More rotten than his ship, yet he adores her. 
 

Who made this form? he that was form’d and made; 
’Twas avarice, ’twas she that found it out; 
She made her craftsman crafty in his trade, 
He cunning was in bringing it about: 
O, had he made the painted show to speak, 
It would have call’d him vain, herself to wreak! 
 

It would have made him blush alive, though he 
Did dye her colour with a deadly blush; 
Thy providence, O father! doth decree 
A sure, sure way amongst the waves to rush; 
Thereby declaring that thy power is such, 
That though a man were weak, thou canst do much. 
 

What is one single bar to double death? 
One death in death, the other death in fear; 
This single bar a board, a poor board’s breath, 
Yet stops the passage of each Neptune’s tear: 
To see how many lives one board can have, 
To see how many lives one board can save! 
 

How was this board first made? by wisdom’s art, 
Which is not vain, but firm, not weak, but sure; 
Therefore do men commit their living heart 
To planks which either life or death procure; 
Cutting the storms in two, parting the wind, 
Ploughing the sea till they their harbour find. 
 

The sea, whose mountain-billows, passing bounds, 
Rusheth upon the hollow-sided bark, 
With rough-sent kisses from the water-grounds, 
Raising a foaming heat with rage’s spark: 
Yet sea nor waves can make the shipman fear; 
He knows that die he must, he cares not where. 
 

For had his timorous heart been dy’d in white, 
And sent an echo of resembling woe, 
Wisdom had been unknown in folly’s night, 
The sea had been a desolation’s how; 
But one world, hope, lay hovering on the sea, 
When one world’s hap did end with one decay. 
 

Yet Phaebus, drowned in the ocean’s world, 
Phaebe disgrac’d with Tethys’ billow-rolls, 
And Phaebus’ fiery-golden wreath uncurl’d, 
Was seated at the length in brightness souls; 
Man, toss’d in wettest wilderness of seas, 
Had seed on seed, increase upon increase: 
 

Their mansion-house a tree upon a wave; 
O happy tree, upon unhappy ground! 
But every tree is not ordain’d to have 
Such blessedness, such virtue, such abound: 
Some trees are carved images of nought, 
Yet godlike reverenc’d, ador’d, besought. 
 

Are the trees nought? alas, they senseless are! 
The hands which fashion them condemn their growth, 
Cuts down their branches, vails their forehead bare; 
Both made in sin, though not sin’s equal both: 
First God made man, and vice did make him new, 
And man made vice from vice, and so it grew. 
 

Now is her harvest greater than her good, 
Her wonted winter turn’d to summer’s air, 
Her ice to heat, her sprig to cedar’s wood, 
Her hate to love, her loathsome filth to fair: 
Man loves her well, by mischief new created; 
God hates her ill, because of virtue hated. 
 

O foolish man, mounted upon decay, 
More ugly than Alastor’s pitchy back, 
Night’s dismal summoner, and end of day, 
Carrying all dusky vapours hemm’d in black; 
Behold thy downfall ready at thy hand, 
Behold thy hopes wherein thy hazards stand! 
 

O, spurn away that block out of thy way, 
With virtue’s appetite and wisdom’s force! 
That stumbling-block of folly and decay, 
That snare which doth ensnare thy treading corse: 
Behold, thy body falls! let virtue bear it; 
Behold, thy soul doth fall! let wisdom rear it. 
 

Say, art thou young or old, tree or a bud? 
Thy face is so disfigured with sin: 
Young I do think thou art; in what? in good; 
But old, I am assur’d, by wrinkled skin: 
Thy lips, thy tongue, thy heart, is young in praying, 
But lips, and tongue, and heart, is old in straying: 
 

Old in adoring idols, but too young 
In the observance of divinest law; 
Young in adoring old, though old in tongue; 
Old and too old, young and too young in awe; 
Beginning that which doth begin misdeeds, 
Inventing vice, which all thy body feeds. 
 

But this corrupting and infecting food, 
This caterpillar of eternity, 
The foe to bliss, the canker unto good, 
The new-accustom’d way of vanity, 
It hath not ever been, nor shall it be, 
But perish in the branch of folly’s tree. 
 

As her descent was vanity’s alline, 
So her descending like to her descent; 
Here shall she have an end, in hell no fine, 
Vain-glory brought her vainly to be spent: 
You know all vanity draws to an end; 
Then needs must she decay, because her friend. 
 

Is there more folly than to weep at joy, 
To make eyes watery when they should be dry? 
To grieve at that which murders grief’s annoy? 
To keep a shower where the sun should lie? 
But yet this folly-cloud doth oft appear, 
When face should smile and watery eye be clear. 
 

The father mourns to see his son life-dead, 
But seldom mourns to see his son dead-liv’d; 
He cares for earthly lodge, not heaven’s bed, 
For death in life, not life in death surviv’d: 
Keeping the outward shadow of his face 
To work the inward substance of disgrace. 
 

Keeping a show to counterpoise the deed, 
Keeping a shadow to be substance’ heir, 
To raise the thing itself from shadow’s seed, 
And make an element of lifeless air; 
Adoring that which his own hands did frame, 
Whose heart invention gave, whose tongue the name. 
 

But could infection keep one settled place, 
The poison would not lodge in every breast, 
Nor feed the heart, the mind, the soul, the face, 
Lodging but in the carcass of her rest; 
But this idolatry, once in man’s use, 
Was made a custom then without excuse: 
 

Nay, more, it was a tyranny’s command; 
And tyrants cannot speak without a doom, 
Whose judgment doth proceed from heart to hand, 
From heart in rage, from hand in bloody tomb; 
That if through absence any did neglect it, 
Presence should pay the ransom which reject it. 
 

Then to avoid the doom of present hate, 
Their absence did perform their presence’ want, 
Making the image of a kingly state, 
As if they had new seed from sin’s old plant; 
Flattering the absence of old mischief’s mother 
With the like form and presence of another: 
 

Making an absence with a present sight, 
Or rather presence with an absent view; 
Deceiving vulgars with a day of night, 
Which know not good from bad, nor false from true; 
A craftsman cunning in his crafty trade, 
Beguiling them with that which he had made. 
 

Like as a vane is turn’d with every blast, 
Until it point unto the windy clime, 
So stand the people at his word aghast, 
He making old-new form in new-old time; 
Defies and deifies all with one breath, 
Making them live and die, and all in death. 
 

They, like to Tantalus, are fed with shows, 
Shows which exasperate, and cannot cure; 
They see the painted shadow of suppose, 
They see her sight, yet what doth sight procure? 
Like Tantallus they feed, and yet they starve; 
Their food is carv’d to them, yet hard to carve. 
 

The craftsman feeds them with a starving meat 
Which doth not fill, but empty, hunger’s gape; 
He makes the idol comely, fair, and great, 
With well-limn’d visage and best-fashion’d shape, 
Meaning to give it to some noble view, 
And feign his beauty with that flattering hue. 
 

Enamour’d with the sight, the people grew 
To divers apparitions of delight; 
Some did admire the portraiture so new, 
Hew’d from the standard of an old tree’s height; 
Some were allur’d through beauty of the face, 
With outward eye to work the soul’s disgrace: 
 

Adored like a god, though made by man; 
To make a god of man, a man of god, 
’Tis more than human life or could or can, 
Though multitudes’ applause in error trode: 
I never knew, since mortal lives abod, 
That man could make a man, much less a god. 
 

Yes, man can make his shame without a maker, 
Borrowing the essence from restored sin; 
Man can be virtue’s foe and vice’s taker, 
Welcome himself without a welcome in: 
Can he do this? yea, more; O shameless ill! 
Shameful in shame, shameless in wisdom’s will. 
 

The river of his vice can have no bound, 
But breaks into the ocean of deceit; 
Deceiving life with measures of dead ground, 
With carved idols, disputation’s bait; 
Making captivity, cloth’d all in moan, 
Be subject to a god made of a stone. 
 

Too stony hearts had they which made this law; 
O, had they been as stony as the name, 
They never had brought vulgars in such awe, 
To be destruction’s prey and mischief’s game! 
Had they been stone-dead both in look and favour, 
They never had made life of such a savour. 
 

Yet was not this a too-sufficient doom, 
Sent from the root of their sin-o’ergrown tongue, 
To cloud God’s knowledge with hell-mischief’s gloom, 
To overthrow truth’s right with falsehood’s wrong: 
But daily practised a perfect way, 
Still to begin, and never end to stray. 
 

For either murder’s paw did gripe their hearts, 
With whispering horrors drumming in each ear, 
Or other villanies did play their parts, 
Augmenting horror to new-strucken fear; 
Making their hands more than a shambles’ stall, 
To slay their children ceremonial. 
 

No place was free from stain of blood or vice; 
Their life was mark’d for death, their soul for sin, 
Marriage for fornication’s thawed ice, 
Thought for despair, body for either’s gin: 
Slaughter did either end what life begun, 
Or lust did end what both had left undone. 
 

The one was sure, although the other fail, 
For vice hath more competitors than one; 
A greater troop doth evermore avail, 
And villany is never found alone: 
The blood-hound follows that which slaughter kill’d. 
And theft doth follow what deceit hath spill’d. 
 

Corruption, mate to infidelity, 
For that which is unfaithful is corrupt; 
Tumults are schoolfellows to perjury, 
For both are full when either one hath supt; 
Unthankfulness, defiling, and disorders, 
Are fornication’s and uncleanness’ borders. 
 

See what a sort of rebels are in arms, 
To root out virtue, to supplant her reign! 
Opposing of themselves against all harms, 
To the disposing of her empire’s gain: 
O double knot of treble miseries! 
O treble knot, twice, thrice in villames! 
 

O idol-worshipping, thou mother art, 
She-procreatress of a he-offence? 
I know thee now, thou bear’st a woman’s part, 
Thou nature hast of her, she of thee sense: 
These are thy daughters, too, too like the mother; 
Black sins, I dim you all with inky smother. 
 

My pen shall be officious in this scene, 
To let your hearts blood in a wicked vein; 
To make your bodies clear, your souls as clean, 
To cleanse the sinks of sin with virtue’s rain: 
Behold your coal-black blood, my writing-ink, 
My paper’s poison’d meat, my pen’s foul drink. 
 

New christen’d are you with your own new blood; 
But mad before, savage and desperate; 
Prophesying lies, not knowing what was good; 
Living ungodly, evermore in hate; 
Thundering out oaths, pale sergeants of despair; 
Swore and forswore, not knowing what you were. 
 

Now, look upon the spectacle of shame, 
The well-limn’d image of an ill-limn’d thought; 
Say, are you worthy now of praise or blame, 
That such self-scandal in your own selves wrought? 
You were heart-sick before I let you blood, 
But now heart-well since I have done you good. 
 

Now wipe blind folly from your seeing eyes, 
And drive destruction from your happy mind; 
Your folly now is wit, not foolish-wise, 
Destruction happiness, not mischief blind; 
You put your trust in idols, they deceiv’d you; 
You put your trust in God, and he receiv’d you. 
 

Had not repentance grounded on your souls, 
The climes of good or ill, virtue or vice, 
Had it not flow’d into the tongue’s enrolls, 
Ascribing mischief’s hate with good advice; 
Your tongue had spill’d your soul, your soul your tongue, 
Wronging each function with a double wrong. 
 

Your first attempt was placed in a show, 
Imaginary show, without a deed; 
The next attempt was perjury, the foe 
To just demeanours and to virtue’s seed: 
Two sins, two punishments, and one in two, 
Make two in one, and more than one can do: 
 

Four scourges from one pain, all comes from sin; 
Single, yet double, double, yet in four; 
It slays the soul, it hems the body in, 
It spills the mind, it doth the heart devour; 
Gnawing upon the thoughts, feeding on blood, 
For why she lives in sin, but dies in good. 
 

She taught their souls to stray, their tongues to swear, 
Their thought to think amiss, their life to die, 
Their heart to err, their mischief to appear, 
Their head to sin, their feet to tread awry: 
This scene might well have been destruction’s tent, 
To pay with pain what sin with joy hath spent.
 




CHAPTER XV. 
 

But God will never dye his hands with blood, 
His heart with hate, his throne with cruelty, 
His face with fury’s map, his brow with cloud, 
His reign with rage, his crown with tyranny; 
Gracious is he, long-suffering, and true, 
Which ruleth all things with his mercy’s view: 
 

Gracious; for where is grace but where he is? 
The fountain-head, the ever-boundless stream: 
Patient; for where is patience in amiss, 
If not conducted by pure grace’s beam? 
Truth is the moderator of them both, 
For grace and patience are of truest growth. 
 

For grace-beginning truth doth end in grace, 
As truth-beginning grace doth end in truth; 
Now patience takes the moderator’s place, 
Young-old in suffering, old-young in ruth. 
Patience is old in being always young, 
Not having right, nor ever offering wrong. 
 

So this is moderator of God’s rage, 
Pardoning those deeds which we in sin commit, 
That if we sin, she is our freedom’s gage, 
And we still thine, though to be thine unfit; 
In being thine, O Lord, we will not sin, 
That we thy patience, grace, and truth, may win! 
 

O grant us patience, in whose grant we rest, 
To right our wrong, and not to wrong the right! 
Give us thy grace, O Lord, to make us blest, 
That grace might bless, and bliss might grace our sight! 
Make our beginning and our sequel truth, 
To make us young in age, and grave in youth! 
 

We know that our demands rest in thy will; 
Our will rests in thy word, our word in thee; 
Thou in our orisons, which dost fulfil 
That wished action which we wish to be; 
’Tis perfect righteousness to know thee right, 
’Tis immortality to know thy might. 
 

In knowing thee, we know both good and ill, 
Good to know good and ill, ill to know none; 
In knowing all, we know thy sacred will, 
And what to do, and what to leave undone: 
We are deceiv’d, not knowing to deceive; 
In knowing good and ill, we take and leave. 
 

The glass of vanity, deceit, and shows, 
The painter’s labour, the beguiling face, 
The divers-colour’d image of suppose, 
Cannot deceive the substance of thy grace; 
Only a snare to those of common wit, 
Which covets to be like, in having it. 
 

The greedy lucre of a witless brain, 
This feeding avarice on senseless mind, 
Is rather hurt than good, a loss than gain, 
Which covets for to lose, and not to find; 
So they were coloured with such a face, 
They would not care to take the idol’s place. 
 

Then be your thoughts coherent to your words, 
Your words as correspondent to your thought; 
’Tis reason you should have what love affords, 
And trust in that which love so dearly bought: 
The maker must needs love what he hath made, 
And the desirer’s free of either trade. 
 

Man, thou wast made; art thou a maker now? 
Yes, ’tis thy trade, for thou a potter art, 
Tempering soft earth, making the clay to bow; 
But clayey thou dost bear too stout a heart: 
The clay is humble to thy rigorous hands; 
Thou clay too tough against thy God’s commands. 
 

If thou want’st slime, behold thy slimy faults; 
If thou want’st clay, behold thy clayey breast; 
Make them to be the deepest centre’s vaults, 
And let all clayey mountain sleep in rest: 
Thou bear’st an earthly mountain on thy back, 
Thy heart’s chief prison-house, thy soul’s chief wrack. 
 

Art thou a mortal man, and mak’st a god? 
A god of clay, thou but a man of clay? 
O suds of mischief, in destruction sod! 
O vainest labour, in a vainer play! 
Man is the greatest work which God did take, 
And yet a god with man is nought to make. 
 

He that was made of earth would make a heaven, 
If heaven may be made upon the earth; 
Sin’s heirs, the airs, sin’s plants, the planets seven, 
Their god a clod, his birth true virtue’s dearth: 
Remember whence you came, whither you go; 
Of earth, in earth, from earth to earth in woe. 
 

No, quoth the potter; as I have been clay, 
So will I end with what I did begin; 
I am of earth, and I do what earth may; 
I am of dust, and therefore will I sin: 
My life is short, what then? I’ll make it longer; 
My life is weak, what then? I’ll make it stronger. 
 

Long shall it live in vice, though short in length, 
And fetch immortal steps from mortal stops; 
Strong shall it be in sin, though weak in strength, 
Like mounting eagles on high mountains’ tops; 
My honour shall be placed in deceit, 
And counterfeit new shows of little weight. 
 

My pen doth almost blush at this reply, 
And fain would call him wicked to his face; 
But then his breath would answer with a lie, 
And stain my ink with an untruth’s disgrace: 
Thy master bids thee write, the pen says no; 
But when thy master bids, it must be so. 
 

Call his heart ashes, — O, too mild a name! 
Call his hope vile, more viler than the earth; 
Call his life weaker than a clayey frame; 
Call his bespotted heart an ashy hearth: 
Ashes, earth, clay, conjoin’d to heart, hope, life, 
Are features’ love, in being nature’s strife. 
 

Thou might’st have chose more stinging words than these, 
For this he knows he is, and more than less; 
In saying what he is, thou dost appease 
The foaming anger which his thoughts suppress: 
Who knows not, if the best be made of clay, 
The worst must needs be clad in foul array? 
 

Thou, in performing of thy master’s will, 
Dost teach him to obey his lord’s commands; 
But he repugnant is, and cannot skill 
Of true adoring, with heart-heav’d-up hand: 
He hath a soul, a life, a breath, a name, 
Yet he is ignorant from whence they came. 
 

My soul, saith he, is but a map of shows, 
No substance, but a shadow for to please; 
My life doth pass even as a pastime goes, 
A momentary time to live at ease; 
My breath a vapour, and my name of earth, 
Each one decaying of the other’s birth. 
 

Our conversation best, for there is gains, 
And gain is best in conversation’s prime; 
A mart of lucre in our conscience reigns, 
Our thoughts as busy agents for the time: 
So we get gain, ensnaring simple men, 
It is no matter how, nor where, nor when. 
 

We care not how, for all misdeeds are ours; 
We care not where, if before God or man; 
We care not when, but when our crafts have powers 
In measuring deceit with mischief’s fan; 
For wherefore have we life, form, and ordaining, 
But that we should deceive, and still be gaining? 
 

I, made of earth, have made all earthen shops, 
And what I sell is all of earthy sale; 
My pots have earthen feet and earthen tops, 
In like resemblance of my body’s veil; 
But knowing to offend the heavens more, 
I made frail images of earthy store. 
 

O bold accuser of his own misdeeds! 
O heavy clod, more than the earth can bear! 
Was never creature cloth’d in savage weeds, 
Which would not blush when they this mischief hear: 
Thou told’st a tale which might have been untold, 
Making the hearers blush, the readers old. 
 

Let them blush still that hears, be old that reads, 
Then boldness shall not reign, nor youth in vice; 
Thrice miserable they which rashly speeds, 
With expedition to this bold device; 
More foolish than are fools, whose misery 
Cannot be chang’d with new felicity. 
 

Are not they fools which live without a sense? 
Have not they misery which never joy? 
Which takes an idol for a god’s defence, 
And with their self-will’d thoughts themselves destroy? 
What folly is more greater than is here? 
Or what more misery can well appear? 
 

Call you them gods which have no seeing eyes, 
No noses for to smell, no ears to hear, 
No life but that which in death’s shadow lies, 
Which have no hands to feel, no feet to bear? 
If gods can neither hear, live, feel, nor see, 
A fool may make such gods of every tree. 
 

And what was he that made them but a fool, 
Conceiving folly in a foolish brain, 
Taught and instructed in a wooden school, 
Which made his head run of a wooden vein? 
’Twas man which made them, he his making had; 
Man, full of wood, was wood, and so ran mad. 
 

He borrowed his life, and would restore 
His borrow’d essence to another death; 
He fain would be a maker, though before 
Was made himself, and God did lend him breath: 
No man can make a god like to a man; 
He says he scorns that work, he further can. 
 

He is deceiv’d, and in his great deceit 
He doth deceive the folly-guided hearts; 
Sin lies in ambush, he for sin doth wait, 
Here is deceit deceiv’d in either parts; 
His sin deceiveth him, and he his sin, 
So craft with craft is mew’d in either gin. 
 

The craftsman mortal is, craft mortal is, 
Each function nursing up the other’s want; 
His hands are mortal, deadly what is his, 
Only his sins buds in destruction’s plant: 
Yet better he than what he doth devise, 
For he himself doth live, that ever dies. 
 

Say, call you this a god? where is his head? 
Yet headless is he not, yet hath he none; 
Where is his godhead? fled; his power? dead; 
His reign? decayed; and his essence? gone: 
Now tell me, is this god the god of good? 
Or else Silvanus monarch of the wood? 
 

There have I pierc’d his bark, for he is so, 
A wooden god, feign’d as Silvanus was; 
But leaving him, to others let us go, 
To senseless beasts, their new-adoring glass; 
Beasts which did live in life, yet died in reason; 
Beasts which did seasons eat, yet knew no season. 
 

Can mortal bodies and immortal souls 
Keep one knit union of a living love? 
Can sea with land, can fish agree with fowls? 
Tigers with lambs, a serpent with a dove? 
O no, they cannot! then say, why do we 
Adore a beast which is our enemy? 
 

What greater foe than folly unto wit? 
What more deformity than ugly face? 
This disagrees, for folly is unfit, 
The other contrary to beauty’s place: 
Then how can senseless heads, deformed shows, 
Agree with you, when they are both your foes?
 




CHAPTER XVI 
 

O, call that word again! they are your friends, 
Your life’s associates and your love’s content; 
That which begins in them, your folly ends; 
Then how can vice with vice be discontent? 
Behold, deformity sits on your heads, 
Not horns, but scorns, not visage, but whole beds. 
 

Behold a heap of sins your bodies pale, 
A mountain-overwhelming villany; 
Then tell me, are you clad in beauty’s veil, 
Or in destruction’s pale-dead livery? 
Their life demonstrates, now alive, now dead, 
Tormented with the beasts which they have fed. 
 

You like to pelicans have fed your death, 
With follies vain let blood from folly’s vein, 
And almost starv’d yourselves, stopt up your breath, 
Had not God’s mercy helped and eas’d your pain: 
Behold, a new-found meat the Lord did send, 
Which taught you to be new and to amend. 
 

A strange-digested nutriment, even quails, 
Which taught them to be strange unto misdeeds: 
When you implore his aid, he never fails 
To fill their hunger whom repentance feeds: 
You see, when life was half at death’s arrest, 
He new-created life at hunger’s feast. 
 

Say, is your god like this, whom you ador’d, 
Or is this god like to your handy-frame? 
If so, his power could not then afford 
Such influence, which floweth from his name: 
He is not painted, made of wood and stone, 
But he substantial is, and rules alone. 
 

He can oppress and help, help and oppress, 
The sinful incolants of his made earth; 
He can redress and pain, pain and redress, 
The mountain-miseries of mortal birth: 
Now, tyrants, you are next, this but a show, 
And merry index of your after-woe. 
 

Your hot-cold misery is now at hand; 
Hot, because fury’s heat and mercy’s cold; 
Cold, because limping, knit in frosty band, 
And cold and hot in being shamefac’d-bold: 
They cruel were, take cruelty their part, 
For misery is but too mean a smart. 
 

But when the tiger’s jaws, the serpent’s stings, 
Did summon them unto this life’s decay, 
A pardon for their faults thy mercy brings, 
Cooling thy wrath with pity’s sunny day: 
O tyrants, tear your sin-bemired weeds, 
Behold your pardon seal’d by mercy’s deeds! 
 

That sting which pained could not ease the pain, 
Those jaws that wounded could not cure the wounds; 
To turn to stings for help, it were but vain, 
To jaws for mercy, which wants mercy’s bounds: 
The stings, O Saviour, were pull’d out by thee! 
Their jaws claspt up in midst of cruelty. 
 

O sovereign salve, stop to a bloody stream! 
O heavenly care and cure for dust and earth! 
Celestial watch to wake terrestrial dream, 
Dreaming in punishment, mourning in mirth; 
Now knows our enemies that it is thee 
Which helps and cures our grief and misery. 
 

Our punishment doth end, theirs new begins; 
Our day appears, their night is not o’erblown; 
We pardon have, they punishment for sins; 
Now we are rais’d, now they are overthrown; 
We with huge beasts opprest, they with a fly; 
We live in God, and they against God die. 
 

A fly, poor fly, to follow such a flight! 
Yet art thou fed, as thou wast fed before, 
With dust and earth feeding thy wonted bite, 
With self-like food from mortal earthly store: 
A mischief-stinging food, and sting with sting, 
Do ready passage to destruction bring. 
 

Man, being grass, is hopp’d and graz’d upon, 
With sucking grasshoppers of weeping dew; 
Man, being earth, is worm’s vermilion, 
Which eats the dust, and yet of bloody hue: 
In being grass he is her grazing food, 
In being dust he doth the worms some good. 
 

These smallest actors were of greatest pain, 
Of folly’s overthrow, of mischief’s fall; 
But yet the furious dragons could not gain 
The life of those whom verities exhale: 
These folly overcame, they foolish were; 
These mercy cur’d, and cures these godly are. 
 

When poison’d jaws and venenated stings 
Were both as opposite against content — 
Because content with that which fortune brings — 
They eased were when thou thy mercies sent; 
The jaws of dragons had not hunger’s fill, 
Nor stings of serpents a desire to kill. 
 

Appall’d they were and struck with timorous fears, 
For where is fear but where destruction reigns? 
Aghast they were, with wet-eye-standing tears, 
Outward commencers of their inward pains; 
They soon were hurt, but sooner heal’d and cur’d, 
Lest black oblivion had their minds inur’d. 
 

The lion, wounded with a fatal blow, 
Is as impatient as a king in rage; 
Seeing himself in his own bloody show 
Doth rent the harbour of his body’s cage; 
Scorning the base-hous’d earth, mounts to the sky, 
To see if heaven can yield him remedy. 
 

O sinful man! let him example be, 
A pattern to thine eye, glass to thy face, 
That God’s divinest word is cure to thee, 
Not earth, but heaven, not man, but heavenly grace; 
Nor herb nor plaster could help teeth or sting, 
But ’twas thy word which healeth every thing. 
 

We fools lay salves upon our body’s skin, 
But never draw corruption from our mind; 
We lay a plaster for to keep in sin, 
We draw forth filth, but leave the cause behind; 
With herbs and plasters we do guard misdeeds, 
And pare away the tops, but leave the seeds. 
 

Away with salves, and take our Saviour’s word! 
In this word Saviour lies immortal ease; 
What can thy cures, plasters, and herbs afford, 
When God hath power to please and to displease? 
God hath the power of life, death, help, and pain, 
He leadeth down and bringeth up again. 
 

Trust to thy downfall, not unto thy raise, 
So shalt thou live in death, not die in life; 
Thou dost presume, if give thyself the praise, 
For virtue’s time is scarce, but mischief’s rife: 
Thou may’st offend, man’s nature is so vain; 
Thou, now in joy, beware of after-pain. 
 

First cometh fury, after fury thirst, 
After thirst blood, and after blood a death; 
Thou mayst in fury kill whom thou lov’d’st first, 
And so in quaffing blood stop thine own breath; 
And murder done can never be undone, 
Nor can that soul once live whose life is gone. 
 

What is the body but an earthen case 
That subject is to death, because earth dies? 
But when the living soul doth want God’s grace, 
It dies in joy, and lives in miseries: 
This soul is led by God, as others were, 
But not brought up again, as others are. 
 

This stirs no provocation to amend, 
For earth hath many partners in one fall, 
Although the Lord doth many tokens send, 
As warnings for to hear when he doth call: 
The earth was burnt and drown’d with fire and rain, 
And one could never quench the other’s pain. 
 

Although both foes, God made them then both friends, 
And only foes to them which were their foes; 
That hate begun in earth what in them ends. 
Sin’s enemies they which made friends of those; 
Both bent both forces unto single earth, 
From whose descent they had their double birth. 
 

’Tis strange that water should not quench a fire, 
For they were heating-cold and cooling-hot; 
’Tis strange that wails could not allay desire, 
Wails water-kind, and fire desire’s knot; 
In such a cause, though enemies before, 
They would join friendship, to destroy the more. 
 

The often-weeping eyes of dry lament 
Doth pour forth burning water of despair, 
Which warms the caves from whence the tears are sent, 
And, like hot fumes, do foul their nature’s fair: 
This, contrary to icy water’s vale, 
Doth scorch the cheeks and makes them red and pale. 
 

Here fire and water are conjoin’d in one, 
Within a red-white glass of hot and cold; 
Their fire like this, double and yet alone, 
Raging and tame, and tame and yet was bold; 
Tame when the beasts did kill, and felt no fire 
Raging upon the causers of their ire. 
 

Two things may well put on two several natures, 
Because they differ in each nature’s kind, 
They differing colours have and differing features; 
If so, how comes it that they have one mind? 
God made them friends, let this the answer be; 
They get no other argument of me. 
 

What is impossible to God’s command? 
Nay, what is possible to man’s vain care? 
’Tis much, he thinks, that fire should burn a land, 
When mischief is the brand which fires bear; 
He thinks it more, that water should bear fire: 
Then know it was God’s will; now leave t’ inquire. 
 

Yet might’st thou ask, because importunate, 
How God preserv’d the good; why? because good; 
Ill fortune made not them infortunate, 
They angels were, and fed with angels’ food: 
Yet may’st thou say — for truth is always had — 
That rain falls on the good as well as bad: 
 

And say it doth; far be the letter P 
From R, because of a more reverent style; 
It cannot do without suppression be; 
These are two bars against destruction’s wile; 
Pain without changing P cannot be rain, 
Rain without changing R cannot be pain: 
 

But sun and rain are portions to the ground, 
And ground is dust, and what is dust but nought? 
And what is nought is naught, with alpha’s sound; 
Yet every earth the sun and rain hath bought; 
The sun doth shine on weeds as well as flowers, 
The rain on both distills her weeping showers. 
 

Yet far be death from breath, annoy from joy, 
Destruction from all happiness’ allines! 
God will not suffer famine to destroy 
The hungry appetite of virtue’s signs: 
These were in midst of fire, yet not harm’d, 
In midst of water, yet but cool’d and warm’d. 
 

And water-wet they were, not water-drown’d, 
And fire-hot they were, not fire burn’d; 
Their foes were both, whose hopes destruction crown’d, 
But yet with such a crown which ne’er return’d; 
Here fire and water brought both joy and pain, 
To one disprofit, to the other gain. 
 

The sun doth thaw what cold hath freez’d before, 
Undoing what congealed ice had done, 
Yet here the hail and snow did freeze the more, 
In having heat more piercing than the sun; 
A mournful spectacle unto their eyes, 
That as they die, so their fruition dies. 
 

Fury once kindled with the coals of rage 
Doth hover unrecall’d, slaughters untam’d; 
This wrath on fire no pity could assuage, 
Because they pitiless which should be blam’d; 
As one in rage, which cares not who he have, 
Forgetting who to kill and who to save. 
 

One deadly foe is fierce against the other, 
As vice with virtue, virtue against vice; 
Vice heartened by death, his heartless mother, 
Virtue by God, the life of her device: 
’Tis hard to hurt or harm a villany, 
’Tis easy to do good to verity. 
 

Is grass man’s meat? no, it is cattle’s food, 
But man doth eat the cattle which eats grass, 
And feeds his carcass with their nurs’d-up blood, 
Lengthening the lives which in a moment pass: 
Grass is good food if it be join’d with grace, 
Else sweeter food may take a sourer place. 
 

Is there such life in water and in bread, 
In fish, in flesh, in herbs, in growing flowers? 
We eat them not alive, we eat them dead; 
What fruit then hath the word of living powers? 
How can we live with that which is still dead? 
Thy grace it is by which we all are fed. 
 

This is a living food, a blessed meat, 
Made to digest the burden at our hearts, 
That leaden-weighted food which we first eat, 
To fill the functions of our bodies’ parts, 
An indigested heap, without a mean, 
Wanting thy grace, O Lord, to make it clean! 
 

That ice which sulphur-vapours could not thaw, 
That hail which piercing fire could not bore, 
The cool-hot sun did melt their frosty jaw, 
Which neither heat nor fire could pierce before; 
Then let us take the spring-time of the day, 
Before the harvest of our joys decay. 
 

A day may be divided, as a year, 
Into four climes, though of itself but one; 
The morn the spring, the noon the summer’s sphere, 
The harvest next, evening the winter’s moon: 
Then sow new seeds in every new day’s spring, 
And reap new fruit in day’s old evening. 
 

Else if too late, they will be blasted seeds, 
If planted at the noontide of their growing; 
Commencers of unthankful, too late deeds, 
Set in the harvest of the reaper’s going: 
Melting like winter-ice against the sun, 
Flowing like folly’s tide, and never done.
 




CHAPTER XVII. 
 

O, fly the bed of vice, the lodge of sin! 
Sleep not too long in your destruction’s pleasures; 
Amend your wicked lives, and new begin 
A more new perfect way to heaven’s treasures! 
O, rather wake and weep than sleep and joy! 
Waking is truth, sleep is a flattering toy. 
 

O, take the morning of your instant good! 
Be not benighted with oblivion’s eye; 
Behold the sun, which kisseth Neptune’s flood, 
And re-salutes the world with open sky: 
Else sleep, and ever sleep; God’s wrath is great, 
And will not alter with too late entreat. 
 

Why wake I them which have a sleeping mind? 
O words, sad sergeants to arrest my thoughts! 
If wak’d, they cannot see, their eyes are blind, 
Shut up like windolets, which sleep hath bought: 
Their face is broad awake, but not their heart; 
They dream of rising, but are loath to start. 
 

These were the practisers how to betray 
The simple righteous with beguiling words, 
And bring them in subjection to obey 
Their irreligious laws and sin’s accords: 
But night’s black-colour’d veil did cloud their will, 
And made their wish rest in performance skill. 
 

The darksome clouds are summoners of rain, 
In being something black and something dark; 
But coal-black clouds makes it pour down amain, 
Darting forth thunderbolts and lightning’s spark: 
Sin of itself is black, but black with black 
Augments the heavy burthen of the back. 
 

They thought that sins could hide their sinful shames, 
In being demi-clouds and semi-nights; 
But they had clouds enough to make their games, 
Lodg’d in black coverings of oblivious nights: 
Then was their vice afraid to lie so dark, 
Troubled with visions from Alastor’s park. 
 

The greater poison bears the greater sway, 
The greatest force hath still the greatest face; 
Should night miss course, it would infect the day 
With foul-risse vapours from a humorous place: 
Vice hath some clouds, but yet the night hath more, 
Because the night was fram’d and made before. 
 

That sin which makes afraid was then afraid, 
Although enchamber’d in a den’s content; 
That would not drive back fear which comes repaid, 
Nor yet the echoes which the visions sent; 
Both sounds and shows, both words and action, 
Made apparition’s satisfaction. 
 

A night in pitchy mantle of distress, 
Made thick with mists and opposite to light, 
As if Cocytus’ mansion did possess 
The gloomy vapours of suppressing sight; 
A night more ugly than Alastor’s pack, 
Mounting all nights upon his night-made back. 
 

The moon did mourn in sable-suited veil; 
The stars, her handmaids, were in black attire; 
All nightly visions told a hideous tale; 
The screech-owls made the earth their dismal quire: 
The moon and stars divide their twinkling eyes 
To lighten vice, which in oblivion lies. 
 

Only appear’d a fire in doleful blaze, 
Kindled by furies, rais’d by envious winds, 
Dreadful in sight, which put them to amaze, 
Having before fury-despairing minds: 
What hair in reading would not stand upright? 
What pen in writing would not cease to write? 
 

Fire is God’s angel, because bright and clear, 
But this an evil angel, because dread; 
Evil to them which did already fear, 
A second death to them which were once dead. 
Annexing horror to dead-strucken life, 
Connexing dolor to live nature’s strife. 
 

Deceit was then deceiv’d, treason betray’d, 
Mischief beguil’d, a night surpassing night, 
Vice fought with vice, and fear was then dismay’d, 
Horror itself appall’d at such a sight; 
Sin’s snare was then ensnar’d, the fisher cought, 
Sin’s net was then entrapt, the fowler fought. 
 

Yet all this conflict was but in a dream, 
A show of substance and a shade of truth, 
Illusions for to mock in flattering theme, 
Beguiling mischief with a glass of ruth: 
For boasts require a fall, and vaunts a shame, 
Which two vice had in thinking but to game. 
 

Sin told her creditors she was a queen, 
And now become revenge to right their wrong, 
With honey-mermaid’s speech alluring seen, 
Making new-pleasing words with her old tongue: 
If you be sick, quoth she, I’ll make you whole; 
She cures the body, but makes sick the soul. 
 

Safe is the body when the soul is wounded, 
The soul is joyful in the body’s grief; 
One’s joy upon the other’s sorrow grounded, 
One’s sorrow placed in the one’s relief: 
Quoth sin, Fear nothing, know that I am here; 
When she, alas, herself was sick for fear! 
 

A promise worthy of derision’s place, 
That fear should help a fear when both are one; 
She was as sick in heart, though not in face, 
With inward grief, though not with outward moan: 
But she clasp’d up the closure of the tongue, 
For fear that words should do her body wrong. 
 

Cannot the body weep without the eyes? 
Yes, and frame deepest canzons of lament; 
Cannot the body fear without it lies 
Upon the outward show of discontent? 
Yes, yes, the deeper fear sits in the heart, 
And keeps the parliament of inward smart. 
 

So sin did snare in mind, and not in face, 
The dragon’s jaw, the hissing serpent’s sting; 
Some liv’d, some died, some ran a fearful race, 
Some did prevent that which ill fortunes bring: 
All were officious servitors to fear, 
And her pale connizance in heart did wear. 
 

Malice condemn’d herself guilty of hate, 
With a malicious mouth of envious spite; 
For Nemesis is her own cruel fate, 
Turning her wrath upon her own delight: 
We need no witness for a guilty thought, 
Which to condemn itself, a thousand brought. 
 

For fear deceives itself in being fear, 
It fears itself in being still afraid; 
It fears to weep, and yet it sheds a tear; 
It fears itself, and yet it is obey’d: 
The usher unto death, a death to doom, 
A doom to die in horror’s fearful room: 
 

His own betrayer, yet fears to betray, 
He fears his life by reason of his name; 
He fears lament, because it brings decay, 
And blames himself in that he merits blame: 
He is tormented, yet denies the pain; 
He is the king of fear, yet loath to reign. 
 

His sons were they which slept and dreamt of fear, 
A waking sleep, and yet a sleepy waking, 
Which pass’d that night more longer than a year, 
Being grief’s prisoners, and of sorrow’s taking: 
Slept in night’s dungeon insupportable, 
Lodg’d in night’s horror too endurable. 
 

O sleep, the image of long-lasting woe! 
O waking image of long-lasting sleep! 
The hollow cave where visions come and go, 
Where serpents hiss, where mandrakes groan and creep: 
O fearful show, betrayer of a soul, 
Dyeing each heart in white, each white in foul! 
 

A guileful hole, a prison of deceit, 
Yet nor deceit nor guile in being dead; 
Snare without snarer, net without a bait, 
A common lodge, and yet without a bed; 
A hollow-sounding vault, known and unknown, 
Yet not for mirth, but too, too well for moan. 
 

’Tis a free prison, a chain’d liberty, 
A freedom’s cave, a sergeant and a bail; 
It keeps close prisoners, yet doth set them free, 
Their clogs not iron, but a clog of wail; 
It stays them not, and yet they cannot go, 
Their chain is discontent, their prison woe. 
 

Still it did gape for more, and still more had, 
Like greedy avarice without content; 
Like to Avernus, which is never glad 
Before the dead-liv’d wicked souls be sent: 
Pull in thy head, thou sorrow’s tragedy, 
And leave to practice thy old cruelty. 
 

The merry shepherd cannot walk alone, 
Tuning sweet madrigals of harvest’s joy, 
Carving love’s roundelays on every stone, 
Hanging on every tree some amorous toy, 
But thou with sorrow interlines his song, 
Opening thy jaws of death to do him wrong. 
 

O, now I know thy chain, thy clog, thy fetter, 
Thy free-chain’d prison and thy clogged walk! 
’Tis gloomy darkness, sin’s eternal debtor, 
’Tis poison’d buds from Acherontic stalk; 
Sometime ’tis hissing winds which are their bands, 
Sometime enchanting birds which binds their hands; 
 

Sometime the foaming rage of waters’ stream, 
Or clattering down of stones upon a stone, 
Or skipping beasts at Titan’s gladsome beam, 
Or roaring lion’s noise at one alone, 
Or babbling Echo, tell-tale of each sound, 
From mouth to sky, from sky unto the ground. 
 

Can such-like fears follow man’s mortal pace, 
Within dry wilderness of wettest woe? 
It was God’s providence, his will, his grace, 
To make midnoon midnight in being so; 
Midnight with sin, midnoon where virtue lay; 
That place was night, all other places day. 
 

The sun, not past the middle line of course, 
Did clearly shine upon each labour’s gain, 
Not hindering daily toil of mortal force, 
Nor clouding earth with any gloomy stain; 
Only night’s image was apparent there, 
With heavy, leaden appetite of fear.
 




CHAPTER XVIII. 
 

You know the eagle by her soaring wings, 
And how the swallow takes a lower pitch; 
Ye know the day is clear and clearness brings, 
And how the night is poor, though gloomy-rich: 
This eagle virtue is, which mounts on high; 
The other sin, which hates the heaven’s eye. 
 

This day is wisdom, being bright and clear; 
This night is mischief, being black and foul; 
The brightest day doth wisdom’s glory wear, 
The pitchy night puts on a blacker rowl: 
Thy saints, O Lord, were at their labour’s hire! 
At whose heard voice the wicked did admire. 
 

They thought that virtue had been cloth’d in night, 
Captive to darkness, prisoner unto hell; 
But it was sin itself, vice, and despite, 
Whose wished harbours do in darkness dwell: 
Virtue’s immortal soul had mid-day’s light, 
Mischief’s eternal foul had mid-day’s night. 
 

For virtue is not subject unto vice, 
But vice is subject unto virtue’s seat; 
One mischief is not thaw’d with other’s ice, 
But more adjoin’d to one, makes one more great: 
Sin virtue’s captive is, and kneels for grace, 
Requesting pardon for her rude-run race. 
 

The tongue of virtue’s life cannot pronounce 
The doom of death, or death of dying doom; 
’Tis merciful, and will not once renounce 
Repentant tears, to wash a sinful room; 
Your sin-shine was not sun-shine of delight, 
But shining sin in mischief’s sunny night. 
 

Now by repentance you are bath’d in bliss, 
Blest in your bath, eternal by your deeds; 
Behold, you have true light, and cannot miss 
The heavenly food which your salvation feeds: 
True love, true life, true light, your portions true; 
What hate, what strife, what night can danger you? 
 

O happy, when you par’d your o’ergrown faults! 
Your sin, like eagle’s claws, past growth of time, 
All undermined with destruction’s vaults, 
Full of old filth, proceeding from new slime; 
Else had you been deformed, like to those 
Which were your friends, but now become your foes. 
 

Those which are worthy of eternal pain, 
Foes which are worthy of immortal hate, 
Dimming the glory of thy children’s gain 
With cloudy vapours set at darkness’ rate; 
Making new laws, which are too old in crime, 
Making old-wicked laws serve a new time. 
 

Wicked? no, bloody laws; bloody? yea, worse, 
If any worse may have a worser name: 
Men? O no, murderers, not of men’s remorse! 
For they are shameful, these exempt from shame: 
What? shall I call them slaughter-drinking hearts? 
Too good a word for their too-ill deserts. 
 

Murder was in their thoughts, they thought to slay; 
And who? poor infants, harmless innocents; 
But murder cannot sleep, it will betray 
Her murderous self, with self-disparagements: 
One child, poor remnant, did reprove their deeds, 
And God destroy’d the bloody murderers’ seeds. 
 

Was God destroyer then? no, he was just, 
A judge severe, yet of a kind remorse; 
Severe to those in whom there was no trust, 
Kind to the babes which were of little force: 
Poor babes, half murder’d in whole murder’s thought, 
Had not one infant their escaping wrought. 
 

’Twas God which breath’d his spirit in the child, 
The lively image of his self-like face; 
’Twas God which drown’d their children, which defil’d 
Their thoughts with blood, their hearts with murder’s place: 
For that night’s tidings our old fathers joy’d, 
Because their foes by water were destroy’d. 
 

Was God a murderer in this tragedy? 
No, but a judge how blood should be repaid: 
Was’t he which gave them unto misery? 
No, ’twas themselves which miseries obey’d: 
Their thoughts did kill and slay within their hearts, 
Murdering themselves, wounding their inward parts. 
 

When shines the sun but when the moon doth rest? 
When rests the sun but when the moon doth shine? 
When joys the righteous? when their foes are least; 
And when doth virtue live? when vice doth pine: 
Virtue doth live when villany doth die, 
Wisdom doth smile when misery doth cry. 
 

The summer-days are longer than the nights, 
The winter-nights are longer than the days; 
They show both virtue’s loves and vice’s spites, 
Sin’s lowest fall, and wisdom’s highest raise: 
The night is foe to day, as naught to good; 
The day is foe to night, as fear to food. 
 

A king may wear a crown, but full of strife, 
The outward show of a small-lasting space; 
Mischief may live, but yet a deadly life; 
Sorrow may grieve in heart and joy in face; 
Virtue may live disturb’d with vice’s pain; 
God sends this virtue a more better reign. 
 

She doth possess a crown, and not a care, 
Yet cares, in having none but self-like awe; 
She hath a sceptre without care or fear, 
Yet fears the Lord, and careth for the law: 
As much as she doth rise, so much sin falls, 
Subject unto her law, slave to her calls. 
 

Now righteousness bears sway, and vice put down, 
Virtue is queen, treading on mischief’s head; 
The law of God sancited with renown, 
Religion plac’d in wisdom’s quiet bed; 
Now joyful hymns are tuned by delight, 
And now we live in love, and not in spite. 
 

Strong-hearted vice’s sobs have pierc’d the ground, 
In the deep cistern of the centre’s breast, 
Wailing their living fortunes with dead sound, 
Accents of grief and actions of unrest; 
It is not sin herself, it is her seed, 
Which, drown’d in sea, lies there for sea’s foul weed. 
 

It is the fruit of murder’s bloody womb, 
The lost fruition of a murderous race; 
A little stone, which would have made a tomb 
To bury virtue, with a sin-bold face: 
Methinks I hear the echoes of the vaults, 
Sound and resound their old-new-weeping faults. 
 

View the dead carcasses of human state, 
The outside of the soul, case of the hearts; 
Behold the king, behold the subject’s fate; 
Behold each limb and bone of earthen arts; 
Tell me the difference then of every thing, 
And who a subject was, and who a king. 
 

The self-same knowledge lies in this dead scene, 
Vail’d to the tragic cypress of lament; 
Behold that man, which hath a master been, 
That king, which would have climb’d above content; 
Behold their slaves, by them upon the earth, 
Have now as high a seat, as great a birth. 
 

The ground hath made all even which were odd, 
Those equal which had inequality; 
Yet all alike were fashioned by God, 
In body’s form, but not in heart’s degree: 
One difference had, in sceptre, crown, and throne, 
Yet crown’d, rul’d, plac’d in care, in grief, in moan. 
 

For it was care to wear a crown of grief, 
And it was grief to wear a crown of care; 
The king death’s subject, death his empire’s thief, 
Which makes unequal state and equal fare; 
More dead than were alive, and more to die 
Than would be buried with a mortal eye, 
 

O well-fed earth with ill-digesting food! 
O well-ill food! because both flesh and sin; 
Sin made it sick, which never did it good; 
Sin made it sick, her well doth worse begin: 
The earth, more hungry than was Tantal’s jaws, 
Had flesh and blood held in her earthen paws. 
 

Now could belief some quiet harbour find, 
When all her foes were mantled in the ground, 
Before their sin-enchantments made it blind, 
Their magic arts, their necromantic sound: 
Now truth hath got some place to speak and hear, 
And whatsoe’er she speaks she doth not fear. 
 

When Phaebe’s axletree was limn’d with pale, 
Pale, which becometh night, night which is black, 
Hemm’d round about with gloomy-shining veil, 
Borne up by clouds, mounted on silence’ back; 
And when night’s horses, in the running wain, 
O’ertook the middest of their journey’s pain; 
 

Thy word, O Lord! descended from thy throne, 
The royal mansion of thy power’s command, 
As a fierce man of war in time of moan, 
Standing in midst of the destroyed land, 
And brought thy precept, as a burning steven, 
Reaching from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
 

Now was the night far spent, and morning’s wings 
Flew th[o]rough sleepy thoughts, and made them dream, 
Hieing apace to welcome sunny springs, 
And give her time of day to Phaebus’ beam: 
No sooner had she flown unto the east, 
But dreamy passage did disturb their rest.: 
 

And then like sleepy-waking hearts and eyes, 
Turn’d up the fainting closures of their faces, 
Which between day and night in slumber lies, 
Keeping their waky and their sleepy places; 
And, lo, a fearing dream and dreaming fear 
Made every eye let fall a sleepy tear! 
 

A tear half-wet from they themselves half-liv’d, 
Poor dry-wet tear to moist a wet-dry face; 
A white-red face, whose red-white colour striv’d 
To make anatomy of either place; 
Two champions, both resolv’d in face’s field, 
And both had half, yet either scorn’d to yield. 
 

They which were wont to mount above the ground 
Hath leaden, quick-glued sinews, forc’d to lie, 
One here, one there, in prison, yet unbound, 
Heart-striving life and death to live and die; 
Nor were they ignorant of fate’s decree, 
In being told before what they should be. 
 

There falsest visions show’d the truest cause; 
False, because fantasies, true, because haps; 
For dreams, though kindled by sleep-idle pause, 
Sometime true indices of danger’s claps, 
As well doth prove in these sin-sleeping lines, 
That dreams are falsest shows and truest signs. 
 

By this time death had longer pilgrimage, 
And was encaged in more living breasts; 
Now every ship had fleeting anchorage, 
Both good and bad were punish’d with unrests: 
But yet God’s heavy plague endur’d not long, 
For anger quench’d herself with her self wrong. 
 

Not so; for heat can never cool with heat, 
Nor cold can warm a cold, nor ice thaw ice; 
Anger is fire, and fire is anger’s meat, 
Then how can anger cool her hot device? 
The sun doth thaw the ice with melting harm, 
Ice cannot cool the sun which makes it warm. 
 

It was celestial fire, terrestrial cold; 
It was celestial cold, terrestrial fire; 
A true and holy prayer, which is bold 
To cool the heat of anger’s hot desire, 
Pronounced by a servant of thy word, 
To ease the miseries which wraths afford. 
 

Weapons and wit are double links of force; 
If one unknit, they both have weaker strength; 
The longer be the chain, the longer course, 
If measur’d by duplicity of length: 
If weapons fail, wit is the better part; 
Wit failing, weapons have the weaker heart. 
 

Prayer is weak in strength, yet strong in wit, 
And can do more than strength, in being wise; 
Thy word, O Lord, is wisdom, and in it 
Doth lie more force than forces can surprise! 
Man did not overcome his foes with arms, 
But with thy word, which conquers greater harms. 
 

That word it was with which the world was fram’d, 
The heavens made, mortality ordain’d; 
That word it was with which all men were nam’d 
In which one word there are all words contain’d; 
The breath of God, the life of mortal state, 
The enemy to vice, the foe to hate. 
 

When death press’d down the sin-dead living souls, 
And draw’d the curtain of their seeing day, 
This word was virtue’s shield and death’s controls, 
Which shielded those which never went astray; 
For when the dead did die and end in sin, 
The living had assurance to begin. 
 

Are all these deeds accomplish’d in one word? 
O sovereign word, chief of all words and deeds! 
O salve of safety! wisdom’s strongest sword, 
Both food and hunger, which both starves and feeds; 
Food unto life, because of living power, 
Hunger to those whom death and sins devour. 
 

For they which liv’d were those which virtue lov’d, 
And those which virtue lov’d did love to live; 
Thrice happy these whom no destruction mov’d, 
She present there which love and life did give: 
They bore the mottoes of eternal fame 
On diapasons of their father’s name. 
 

Here death did change his pale to purple hue, 
Blushing, against the nature of his face, 
To see such bright aspects, such splendent view, 
Such heavenly paradise of earthly grace, 
And hid with life’s quick force his ebon dart 
Within the crannies of his meagre heart. 
 

Descending to the place from whence he came, 
With rich-stor’d chariot of fresh-bleeding wounds, 
Sore-grieved bodies from a soul’s sick name, 
Sore-grieved souls in bodies’ sin-sick sounds; 
Death was afraid to stay where life should be; 
For they are foes, and cannot well agree.
 




CHAPTER XIX. 
 

Avaunt, destroyer, with thy hungry jaws, 
Thy thirsty heart, thy longing ashy bones! 
The righteous live, they be not in thy laws, 
Nor subjects to thy deep-oppressing moans: 
Let it suffice that we have seen thy show, 
And tasted but the shadow of thy woe. 
 

Yet stay, and bring thy empty car again, 
More ashy vessels do attend thy pace; 
More passengers expect thy coming wain, 
More groaning pilgrims long to see thy face: 
Wrath now attends the passage of misdeeds, 
And thou shalt still be stor’d with souls that bleeds. 
 

Some lie half-dead, while others dig their graves 
With weak-forc’d tears, to moist a long-dry ground; 
But tears on tears in time will make whole waves 
To bury sin with overwhelming sound; 
Their eyes for mattocks serve, their tears for spades, 
And they themselves are sextons by their trades. 
 

What is their fee? lament; their payment? woe; 
Their labour? wail; their practice? misery: 
And can their conscience serve to labour so? 
Yes, yes, because it helpeth villany: 
Though eyes did stand in tears and tears in eyes, 
They did another foolishness devise. 
 

So that what prayer did, sin did undo; 
And what the eyes did win, the heart did lose; 
Whom virtue reconcil’d, vice did forego; 
Whom virtue did forego, that vice did choose: 
O had their hearts been just, eyes had been winners! 
Their eyes were just, but hearts new sin’s beginners. 
 

They digg’d true graves with eyes, but not with hearts; 
Repentance in their face, vice in their thought; 
Their delving eyes did take the sexton’s parts; 
The heart undid the labour which eyes wrought: 
A new strange death was portion for their toil, 
While virtue sate as judge to end the broil. 
 

Had tongue been join’d with eyes, tongue had not stray’d; 
Had eyes been join’d to heart, heart then had seen; 
But O, in wanting eyesight, it betray’d 
The dungeon of misdeeds, where it had been! 
So, many living in this orb of woe, 
Have heap’d-up eyes, but yet their hearts are low. 
 

This change of sin did make a change of feature, 
A new strange death, a misery untold, 
A new reform of every old-new creature, 
New-serving offices which time made old: 
New-living virtue from an old-dead sin, 
Which ends in ill what doth in good begin. 
 

When death did reap the harvest of despite, 
The wicked ears of sin, and mischief’s seed, 
Filling the mansion of eternal night 
With heavy, leaden clods of sinful breed, 
Life sow’d the plants of immortality, 
To welcome old-made new felicity. 
 

The clouds, the gloomy curtains of the air, 
Drawn and redrawn with the four winged winds, 
Made all of borrow’d vapours, darkness fair, 
Did overshade their tents, which virtue finds; 
The Red Sea’s deep was made a dry-trod way, 
Without impediment, or stop, or stay. 
 

The thirsty winds, with overtoiling puffs, 
Did drink the ruddy ocean’s water dry, 
Tearing the zone’s hot-cold, whole-ragged ruffs 
With ruffling conflicts in the field of sky; 
So that dry earth did take wet water’s place, 
With sandy mantle and hard-grounded face. 
 

That way which never was a way before, 
Is now a trodden path which was untrod, 
Through which the people went as on a shore, 
Defended by the stretch’d-out arm of God; 
Praising his wondrous works, his mighty hand, 
Making the land of sea, the sea of land. 
 

That breast where anger slept is mercy’s bed, 
That breast where mercy wakes is anger’s cave; 
When mercy lives, then Nemesis is dead, 
And one for either’s corse makes other’s grave: 
Hate furrows up a grave to bury love, 
And love doth press down hate, it cannot move. 
 

This breast is God, which ever wakes in both; 
Anger is his revenge, mercy his love: 
He sent them flies instead of cattle’s growth, 
And multitudes of frogs for fishes strove; 
Here was his anger shown; and his remorse, 
When he did make dry land of water-course. 
 

The sequel proves what actor is the chief; 
All things beginning knows, but none their end; 
The sequel unto mirth is weeping grief, 
As doth mishaps with happiness contend; 
For both are agents in this orb of weeping, 
And one doth wake when other falls a-sleeping. 
 

Yet should man’s eyes pay tribute every hour 
With tributary tears to sorrow’s shrine, 
He would all drown himself with his own shower, 
And never find the leaf of mercy’s line: 
They in God’s anger wail’d, in his love joy’d; 
Their love brought lust ere love had lust destroy’d. 
 

The sun of joy dried up their tear-wet eyes, 
And sate as lord upon their sobbing heart; 
For when one comfort lives, one sorrow dies, 
Or ends in mirth what it begun in smart: 
What greater grief than hunger-starved mood? 
What greater mirth than satisfying food? 
 

Quails from the fishy bosom of the sea 
Came to their comforts which were living-starv’d; 
But punishments fell in the sinners’ way, 
Sent down by thunderbolts which they deserv’d: 
Sin-fed these sinners were, hate-cherished; 
According unto both they perished. 
 

Sin-fed, because their food was seed of sins, 
And bred new sin with old digested meat; 
Hate-cherished in being hatred’s twins, 
And sucking cruelty from tiger’s teat: 
Was it not sin to err and go astray? 
Was it not hate to stop a stranger’s way? 
 

Was it not sin to see, and not to know? 
Was it not sin to know, and not receive? 
Was it not hate to be a stranger’s foe, 
And make them captives which did them relieve? 
Yes, it was greatest sin first for to leave them, 
And it was greatest hate last to deceive them. 
 

O hungry cannibals! which know no fill, 
But still do starving feed, and feeding starve, 
How could you so deceive? how could you spill 
Their loving selves which did yourselves preserve? 
Why did you suck your pelican to death, 
Which fed you too, too well with his own breath? 
 

O, say that cruelty can have no law, 
And then you speak with a mild-cruel tongue; 
Or say that avarice lodg’d in your jaw, 
And then you do yourselves but little wrong: 
Say what you will, for what you say is spite 
‘Gainst ill-come strangers, which did merit right. 
 

You lay in ambush, — O deceitful snares, 
Enticing baits, beguiling sentinels! — 
You added grief to grief, and cares to cares, 
Tears unto weeping eyes where tears did dwell: 
O multitudes of sin, legions of vice, 
Which thaws with sorrow sorrow’s frozen ice! 
 

A banquet was prepar’d, the fare deceit, 
The dishes poison, and the cup despite, 
The table mischief, and the cloth a bait, 
Like spinner’s web t’ entrap the strange fly’s flight; 
Pleasure was strew’d upon the top of pain, 
Which, once digested, spread through every vein. 
 

O ill conductors of misguided feet, 
Into a way of death, a path of guile! 
Poor pilgrims, which their own destruction meet 
In habitations of an unknown isle: 
O, had they left that broad, deceiving way, 
They had been right, and never gone astray! 
 

But mark the punishment which did ensue 
Upon those ill-misleading villanies; 
They blinded were themselves with their self view, 
And fell into their own-made miseries; 
Seeking the entrance of their dwelling-places 
With blinded eyes and dark misguided faces. 
 

Lo, here was snares ensnar’d and guiles beguiled, 
Deceit deceiv’d and mischief was misled, 
Eyes blinded sight, and thoughts the hearts defil’d, 
Life living in aspects, was dying dead; 
Eyes thought for to mislead, and were misled, 
Feet went to make mistreads, and did mistread. 
 

At this proud fall the elements were glad, 
And did embrace each other with a kiss, 
All things were joyful which before were sad; 
The pilgrims in their way, and could not miss: 
As when the sound of music doth resound 
With changing tune, so did the changed ground. 
 

The birds forsook the air, the sheep the fold; 
The eagle pitched low, the swallow high; 
The nightingale did sleep, and uncontroll’d 
Forsook the prickle of her nature’s eye; 
The seely worm was friends with all her foes, 
And suck’d the dew-tears from the weeping rose. 
 

The sparrow tun’d the lark’s sweet melody, 
The lark in silence sung a dirge of dole, 
The linnet help’d the lark in malady; 
The swans forsook the quire of billow-roll; 
The dry-land fowl did make the sea their nest, 
The wet-sea fish did make the land their rest. 
 

The swans, the quiristers which did complain 
In inward feeling of an outward loss, 
And fill’d the quire of waves with laving pain, 
Yet dancing in their wail with surge’s toss, 
Forsook her cradle-billow-mountain bed, 
And hies her unto land, there to be fed: 
 

Her sea-fare now is land-fare of content; 
Old change is changed new, yet all is change; 
The fishes are her food, and they are sent 
Unto dry land, to creep, to feed, to range: 
Now coolest water cannot quench the fire, 
But makes it proud in hottest hot desire. 
 

The evening of a day is morn to night, 
The evening of a night is morn to day; 
The one is Phaebe’s clime which is pale-bright, 
The other Phaebus’ in more light array; 
She makes the mountains limp in chill-cold snow, 
He melts their eyes and makes them weep for woe. 
 

His beams, ambassadors of his hot will 
Through the transparent element of air, 
Doth only his warm ambassage fulfil, 
And melts the icy jaw of Phaebe’s hair; 
Yet those, though fiery flames, could not thaw cold, 
Nor break the frosty glue of winter’s mould. 
 

Here nature slew herself, or, at the least, 
Did tame the passage of her hot aspects; 
All things have nature to be worst or best, 
And must incline to that which she affects; 
But nature miss’d herself in this same part, 
For she was weak and had not nature’s heart. 
 

’Twas God which made her weak and makes her strong, 
Resisting vice, assisting righteousness, 
Assisting and resisting right and wrong, 
Making this epilogue in equalness; 
’Twas God, his people’s aid, their wisdom’s friend, 
In whom I did begin, with whom I end.
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His Defiance to Envy
 

Envy, which mask’st thyself in common guise,
To haunt deservers and to hunt deserts,
Hard-soft, cold-hot, well-evil, foolish-wise,
Avaunt I say! I’ll anger thee enough,
And fold thy fiery eyes in thy smazky snuff.
 

Defiance, resolution and neglects,
True trine of bars against thy false assault,
Defies, resolves defiance, and rejects
Thy interest to claim the smallest fault.
Thou lawless landlady, poor prodigal,
Sour solace, credit’s crack, fear’s festival.
 

More angry satire-days I’ll muster up
Than thou canst challenge letters in thy name,
My nigrum true-born ink no more shall sup
Thy stained blemish, charactered in blame.
My pen’s two nebs shall turn unto a fork,
 

Miscontrarieties, agreeing parts,
Chasing old Envy from so young a work;
I, but the author’s mouth, bid thee avaunt,
He more defies thy hate, thy hunt, thy haunt.
T.M. Gent.
 




The Author’s Prologue
 




Book I
 

Dismounted from the high-aspiring hills,
Which the all-empty airy kingdom fills,
Leaving the scorched mountains threat’ning heaven
From whence fell fiery rage my soul hath driven,
Passing the down-steep valleys all in haste,
Have tripped it through the woods; and now, at last,
Am veiled in a stony sanctuary,
To save my ire-stuffed soul lest it miscarry,
From threat’ning storms o’erturning verity,
That shames to see truth’s refined purity.
Those open plains, those high sky-kissing mounts,
Where huffing winds cast up their airy accounts
Were too too open, shelter yielding none,
So that the blasts did tyrannize upon
The naked carcass of my heavy soul,
And with their fury all my all control.
But now, environed with a brazen tower,
I little dread their stormy raging power.
Witness this black defying embassy,
That wanders them before in majesty,
Undaunted of their bugbear threat’ning words,
Whose proud aspiring vaunts, time past records.
Now windy parasites or the slaves of wine, — 
That wind from all things save the truth divine,
Wind, turn, and toss into the depth of spite,
Your devilish venom cannot me affright,
ft is a cordial of a candy taste,
I’ll drink it up, and then left run at waste —— 
Whose druggy lees mixed with the liquid flood
Of muddy fell defiance as it stood, — 
I’ll belch into your throats all open wide,
Whose gaping swallow nothing runs beside.
And if it venom, take it as you list: — 
He spites himself, that spites a satirist.
 




The First Book
 




Satire 1. Insatiate Cron
 

Cur eget indignus quisquam, te divite
 

Time was, when down-declining toothless age, — 
Was of a holy and divine presage,
Divining prudent and foretelling truth,
In sacred points instructing wand’ring youth.
But O detraction of our latter days,
How much from verity this age estrays!
Ranging the briery deserts of black sin,
Seeking a dismal cave to revel in.
This latter age, or member of that time
Of whom my snarling muse now thund’reth rhyme,
Wandered the brakes until a hidden cell
He found at length and still therein doth dwell.
The house of gain insatiate it is,
Which this hoar-aged peasant deems his bliss.
O that desire might hunt amongst that fur!
It should go hard but he would loose a cur
To rouse the fox hid in a bramble bush,
Who frighteth conscience with a wry-mouthed ‘Push!’
But what need I to wish or would it thus,
When I may find him starting at the Burse,
Where he infecteth other pregnant wits,
Making them co-heirs to his damned fits?
There may you see this writhen-faced mass
Of rotten mould’ring clay, that prating ass
That riddles wonders (mere compact of lies)
Of heaven, of hell, of earth and of the skies.
Of heaven thus he reasons: heaven there’s none,
Unless it be within his mansion.
O there is heaven. Why? Because there’s gold,
That from the late to this last age controlled
The massy sceptre of earth’s heavenly round,
Exiling forth her silver-paved bound
The leaders, brethren, brazen counterfeits
That in this golden age contempt begets.
‘Vaunt then immortal I, I only king,
And golden god of this eternal being.’
Of hell Cimmerian thus Avarus reasons:
‘Though hell be hot, yet it observeth seasons.’
Having within his kingdom residence,
O’er which his godhead hath preeminence,
An obscure angel of his heaven it is,
Wherein’s contained that hell-devouring bliss.
Into this hell sometimes an angel falls,
Whose white aspect black forlorn souls appalls,
And that is when a saint believing gold,
Old in that heaven, young in being old,
Falls headlong down into that pit of woe,
Fit for such damned creature’s overthrow.
To make this public that obscured lies,
And more apparent vulgar secrecies,
To make this plain, harsh unto common wits,
Simplicity in common judgement sits.
This down-cast angel or declining saint
Is greedy Cron, when Cron makes his complaint,
For his poor creditors — fall’n to decay,
Being bankerupts — take heels and run away.
Then frantic Cron, galled to the very heart,
In some by-corner plays a devil’s part,
Repining at the loss of so much pelf,
And in a humour goes and hangs himself.
So of a saint, a devil Cron is made.
The devil lov’d Cron, and Cron the devil’s trade.
Thus may you see such angels often fall,
Making a working day a festival.
Now to the third point of his deity,
And that’s th’earth, thus reasons credulity:
Credulous Cron, Cron credulous in all,
Swears that his kingdom is in general.
As he is regent of this heaven and hell,
So of the earth all others he’ll expel.
The sky’s at his dispose, the earth his own,
And (if Cron please) all must be overthrown.
Cron, Cron, advise thee, Cron with the copper nose,
And be not ruled so much by false suppose,
Lest Cron’s professing holiness turn evil,
And of a false god prove a perfect devil.
I prithee, Cron, find out some other talk,
Make not the Burse a place for spirits to walk, — 
For doubtless if thy damned lies take place,
Destruction follows; farewell, sacred grace.
Th’Exchange for goodly merchants is appointed;
‘Why not for me?’ says Cron, ‘and mine anointed?
Can merchants thrive and not the usurer nigh?
Can merchants live without my company?’
No, Cron helps all, and Cron hath help from none,
What others have is Cron’s, and Cron’s his own.
And Cron will hold his own, or’t shall go hard,
The devil will help him for a small reward.
The devil’s help — O ’tis a mighty thing!
If he but say the word, Cron is a king.
O then the devil is greater yet then he?
I thought as much — the devil would master be.
‘And reason too,’ saith Cron, ‘for what care I,
So I may live as God, and never die?’
Yea, golden Cron, death will make thee away,
And each dog, Cron, must have a dying day.
And with this resolution I bequeath thee
To God or to the devil, and so I leave thee.
 




Satire 2. Prodigal Zodon
 

Who knows not Zodon? Zodon, what is he?
The true born child of insatiety.
If true born, when? If born at all, say where?
Where conscience begged in worst time of the year.
His name young Prodigal, son to greedy gain,
Let blood by folly in a contrary vein.
For scraping Cron, seeing he needs must die,
Bequeathed all to prodigality.
The will once proved and he possessed of all,
Who then so gallant as young Prodigal?
Mounted aloft on flattering fortune’s wings,
Where like a nightingale secure he sings,
Floating on seas of scarce prosperity,
Engirt with pleasure’s sweet tranquillity.
Suit upon suit, satin too too base, — 
Velvet, laid on with gold or silver lace,
A mean man doth become, but he must ride
In cloth of fined gold, and by his side
Two footmen at the least, with choice of steeds,
Attired when he rides in gorgeous weeds.
Zodon must have his chariot gilded o’er,
And when he triumphs, four bare before
In pure white satin to usher out his way
To make him glorious on his progress day.
Vail bonnet he that doth not passing by,
Admiring on that sun-enriching sky,
Two days encaged at least in strongest hold;
Storm he that list, he scorns to be controlled.
What, is it lawful that a mounted beggar
May uncontrolled thus bear sway and swagger? — 
A base-born issue of a baser sire,
Bred in a cottage, wand’ring in the mire
With nailed shoes and whipstaff in his hand,
Who with a ‘hey and ree’ the beasts command,
And being seven years practised in that trade,
At seven years’ end by Tom a journey’s made
Unto the city of fair Troynovant,
Where through extremity of need and want
He’s forced to trot with fardel at his back
From house to house, demanding if they lack
A poor young man that’s willing to take pain
And mickle labour, though for little gain.
Well, some kind Trojan, thinking he hath grace,
Keeps him himself or gets some other place.
The world now — God be thanked!— ‘s well amended:
Want, that erewhile did want, is now befriended,
And scraping Cron hath got a world of wealth.
Now what of that? Cron’s dead. Where’s all his pelf?
Bequeathed to young Prodigal. That’s well:
His god hath left him, and he’s fled to hell.
See, golden souls, the end of ill-got gain!
Read and mark well; to do the like refrain.
This youthful gallant, like the prince of pleasure,
Floating on golden seas of earthly treasure
(Treasure ill-got by minist’ring of wrong),
Made a fair show, but endur’d not long,
Ill-got, worse spent; gotten by deceit,
Spent on lascivious wantons which await
And hourly expect such prodigality,
Lust-breathing lechers given to venery.
No day expired but Zodon hath his trull.
He hath his tit, and she likewise her gull.
Gull he, trull she: O ’tis a gallant age!
Men may have hackneys of good carriage,
Provided that there rain a golden shower.
Then come whos’ will at the appointed hour.
Hour me no hours; hours break no square.
Where gold doth rain, be sure to find them there,
Well, Zodon hath his pleasure: he hath gold,
Young in his golden age, in sin too old. — 
Now he wants gold; all his treasure’s done.
He’s banished the stews; pity finds none.
Rich yesterday in wealth, this day as poor,
Tomorrow like to beg from door to door.
See, youthful spendthrifts, all your bravery
Even in a moment turned to misery.
 




Satire 3. Insolent Superbia
 

List, ye profane fair painted images,
Predestinated by the destinies
At your first being to fall eternally
Into Cimmerian black obscurity.
Ill-favoured idols, pride’s anatomy,
Foul-coloured puppets, balls of infamy,
Whom zealous souls do racket to and fro,
Sometimes aloft ye fly, otherwhiles below,
Bandied into the air’s loose continent,
Where hard upbearing winds hold parliament.
For such is the force of down-declining sin,
Where our short-feathered peacocks wallow in,
That when sweet motions urge them to aspire
They are so bathed o’er by sweet desire
In the odiferous fountain of sweet pleasure,
Wherein delight hath all embalmed her treasure
I mean where sin, the mistress of disgrace,
Hath residence and her abiding place.
And sin, though it be foul, yet fair in this,
In being painted with a show of bliss.
For what more happy creature to the eye
Than is Superbia in her bravery?
Yet who more foul disrobed of attire? — 
Pearled with the botch as children burnt with fire,
That for their outward cloak upon the skin,
Worser enormities abound within.
Look they to that; truth tells them their amiss,
And in this glass, all-telling truth it is.
When welcome spring had clad the hills in green
And pretty whistling birds were heard and seen,
Superbia abroad ‘gan take her walk
With other peacocks for to find her talk.
Kyron, that in a bush lay closely couched,
Heard all their chat, and how it was avouched.
‘Sister,’ says one, and softly packed away,
‘In what fair company did you dine to day?’ — 
“Mongst gallant dames’ — and then she wipes her lips,
Placing both hands upon her whalebone hips,
Puffed up with a round circling farthingale;
That done, she ‘gins go forward with her tale:
‘Sitting at table carved of walnut tree,
All covered with damasked napery,
Garnished with salts of pure beaten gold,
Whose silver-plated edge of rarest mould
Moved admiration in my searching eye
To see the goldsmith’s rich artificy;
The butler’s placing of his manchets white,
The plated cupboard, for our more delight,
Whose golden beauty glancing from on high
Illuminated other chambers nigh;
The slowly pacing of the servingmen
Which were appointed to attend us then,
Holding in either hand a silver dish
Of costly cates of far-fetched dainty fish,
Until they do approach the table nigh,
Where the appointed carver carefully
Dischargeth them of their full-freighted hands,
Which instantly upon the table stands.
The music sweet, which all that while did sound,
Ravish the hearers, and their sense confound.
This done, the master of that sumptuous feast
In order ‘gins to place his welcome guest.
Beauty first seated in a throne of state,
Unmatchable, disdaining other mate,
Shone like the sun, whereon mine eyes still gazed,
Feeding on her perfections that amazed.
But O her silver-framed coronet
With low down-dangling spangles all beset,
Her sumptuous periwig, her curious curls,
Her high-prized necklace of entrailed pearls,
Her precious jewels wondrous to behold,
Her basest gem framed of the purest gold!
O I could kill my self for very spite,
That my dim stars give not so clear a light.
Heart-burning ire new kindled bids despair,
Since beauty lives in her, and I want fair.
O had I died in youth, or not been born,
Rather than live in hate, and die forlorn.
And die I will—’ Therewith she drew a knife
To kill herself, but Kyron saved her life.
See here, proud puppets, high-aspiring evils,
Scarce any good, most of you worse than devils,
Excellent in ill, ill in advising well,
Well in that’s worst, worse than the worst in hell.
Hell is stark blind; so blind most women be,
Blind, and yet not blind when they should not see.
Fine Madam Tiptoes in her velvet gown,
That quotes her paces in characters down,
Valuing each step that she had made that day,
Worth twenty shillings in her best array.
And why, forsooth, some little dirty spot
Hath fell upon her gown or petticoat.
Perhaps that nothing much, or something little,
Nothing in many’s view, in hers a mickle,
Doth thereon surfeit, and some day or two
She’s passing sick, and knows not what to do.
The poor handmaid, seeing her mistress wed
To frantic sickness, wishes she were dead,
Or that her devilish tyrannizing fits
May mend, and she enjoy her former wits.
For whilst that Health thus counterfeits Not-well,
Poor Here-at-Hand lives in the depth of hell.
‘Where is this baggage? where’s this girl? what hoi’
Quoth she, ‘was ever woman troubled so?
What, hussy Nan!’ And then she ‘gins to brawl.
Then in comes Nan, ‘Sooth mistress did you call?’ — 
‘Out on thee, quean! now by the living God’ — 
And then she strikes, and on the wench lays load.
Poor silly maid, with finger in the eye,
Sighing and sobbing takes all patiently.
Nimble Affection, stung to the very heart
To see her fellow mate sustain such smart,
Flies to the Burse gate for a match or two,
And salves th’amiss, there is no more to do.
Quickfooted kindness, quick as itself thought,
With that well-pleasing news but lately bought
By love’s assiduate care and industry,
Into the chamber runs immediately,
Where she unloads the freight of sweet content.
The haggler pleased doth rise incontinent.
Then thought of sickness is not thought upon;
Care hath no being in her mansion.
But former peacock pride, grand insolence,
Even in the highest thought hath residence.
But it on tiptoe stands: Well, what of that?
It is more prompt to fall and ruinate.
And fall it will when death’s shrill clamorous bell
Shall summon you unto the depth of hell.
Repent, proud princocks. Cease for to aspire,
Or die to live with pride in burning fire.
 




Satire 4. Cheating Droone
 

There is a cheater by profession
That takes more shapes than the chameleon.
Sometimes he jets it in a black furred gown,
And that is when he harbours in the town.
Sometimes a cloak to mantle hoary age,
Ill-favoured like an ape in spiteful rage,
And then he walks in Paul’s a turn or two,
To see by cheating what his wit can do.
Perhaps he’ll tell a gentlemen a tale
Will cost him twenty angels in the sale,
But if he know his purse well-lined within,
And by that means he cannot finger him,
He’ll proffer him such far-fet courtesy
That shortly in a tavern neighb’ring by
He hath encaged the silly gentleman,
To whom he proffers service all he can.
‘Sir, I perceive you are of gentle blood;
Therefore I will our cates be new and good.
For well I wot, the country yieldeth plenty,
And as they diverse be, so are they dainty.
May it please you then a while to rest you merry?
Some cates I will make choice of and not tarry.’
The silly cony blithe and merrily
Doth for his kindness thank him heartily.
Then hies the cheater very hastily
And with some peasant, where he is in fee,
Juggles, that dinner being almost ended,
He in a matter of weight may then be friended.
The peasant, for an angel then in hand,
Will do whate’er his worship shall command,
And yields, that when a reckoning they call in,
To make reply there’s one to speak with him.
The plot is laid. Now comes the cheater back,
And calls in haste for such things as they lack.
The table freighted with all dainty cates,
Having well fed, they fall to pleasant chats,
Discoursing of the mickle difference
‘Twixt perfect truth and painted eloquence.
Plain truth that harbours in the country swain,
The cony stands defendant; the cheater’s vein
Is to uphold an eloquent smooth tongue,
To be truth’s orator righting every wrong.
Before the cause concluded took effect,
In comes a crew of fiddling knaves abject,
The very refuse of that rabble rout,
Half shoes upon their feet torn round about — 
Save little Dick the dapper singing knave.
He had a threadbare coat to make him brave,
(God knows, scarce worth a tester, if it were
Valued at most; of seven it was too dear).
Well, take it as they list, Shakerag came in,
Making no doubt but they would like of him,
An ‘twere but for his person, a pretty lad,
Well-qualified, having a singing trade.
Well, so it was the cheater must be merry,
And he a song must have, called ‘hey-down-derry’.
So Dick begins to sing; the fiddlers play.
The melancholy cony replies, ‘Nay, nay,
No more of this!’ The other bids, ‘Play on!
’Tis good our spirits should something work upon — 
Tut, gentle sir; be pleasant, man,’ quoth he,
‘Yours be the pleasure; mine the charge shall be.
This do I for the love of gentlemen.
Hereafter happily if we meet again,
I shall of you expect like courtesy,
Finding fit time and opportunity.’
‘Or else I were ungrateful,’ quoth the cony,
‘It shall go hard, but we will find some money,
For some we have, that some well used gets more,
And so in time we shall increase our store.’
‘Mean time’, said he, ‘employ it to good use,
For time ill-spent doth purchase time’s abuse.’
With that, more wine he calls for, and intends
That either of them carouse to all their friends.
The cony nods the head, yet says not ‘Nay!’
Because the other would the charge defray.
The end tries all, and here begins the jest,
My gentleman betook him to his rest.
Wine took possession of his drowsy head,
And cheating Droone hath brought the fool to bed.
The fiddlers were discharged and all things whist,
Then pilf’ring Droone ‘gan use him as he list.
Ten pounds he finds, the reckoning he doth pay,
And with the residue passeth sheer away.
Anon the cony wakes, his coin being gone,
He exclaims against dissimulation.
But ’twas too late; the cheater had his prey.
Be wise, young heads: care for an afterday.
 




Satire 5. lngling Pyander
 

Age hath his infant youth, old trees their sprigs,
O’erspreading branches their inferior twigs.
Old beldam hath a daughter or a son,
True born or illegitimate, all’s one.
Issue she hath. The father? ask you me?
The house wide open stands; her lodging’s free.
Admit myself for recreation
Sometimes did enter her possession,
It argues not that I have been the man
That first kept revels in that mansion.
No, no, the haggling common place is old;
The tenement hath oft been bought and sold.
’Tis rotten now (‘earth to earth, dust to dust’).
Sodom’s on fire, and consume it must,
And wanting second reparations
Pluto hath seized the poor reversions.
But that hereafter worlds may truly know
What hemlocks and what rue there erst did grow,
As it is Satan’s usual policy,
He left an issue of like quality,
The still memorial, if I aim aright,
Is a pale chequered black hermaphrodite.
Sometimes he jets it like a gentleman,
Otherwhiles much like a wanton courtesan.
But truth to tell a man or woman whether,
I cannot say, she’s excellent in either.
But if report may certify a truth,
She’s neither of either, but a cheating youth.
Yet Troynovant, that all-admired town,
Where thousands still do travel up and down,
Of beauty’s counterfeits affords not one
So like a lovely smiling paragon
As is Pyander in a nymph’s attire,
Whose rolling eye sets gazers’ hearts on fire,
Whose cherry lip, black brow and smiles procure
Lust-burning buzzards to the tempting lure.
What, shall I cloak sin with a coward fear,
And suffer not Pyander’s sin appear?
I will, I will. — Your reason? — Why, I’ll tell,
Because time was I loved Pyander well.
True love indeed will hate love’s black defame;
So loathes my soul to seek Pyander’s shame.
O but I feel the worm of conscience sting,
And summons me upon my soul to bring
Sinful Pyander into open view,
There to receive the shame that will ensue.
O this sad passion of my heavy soul
Torments my heart and senses do control.
Shame thou, Pyander, for I can but shame;
The means of my amiss by thy means came.
And shall I then procure eternal blame
By secret cloaking of Pyander’s shame,
And he not blush?
By heaven I will not! I’ll not burn in hell
For false Pyander, though I loved him well.
No, no, the world shall know thy villainy,
Lest they be cheated with like roguery.
Walking the city as my wonted use,
There was I subject to this foul abuse;
Troubled with many thoughts pacing along,
It was my chance to shoulder in a throng,
Thrust to the channel I was, but crowding her,
I spied Pyander in a nymph’s attire.
No nymph more fair than did Pyander seem,
Had not Pyander then Pyander been.
No lady with a fairer face more graced,
But that Pyander’s self himself defaced.
Never was boy so pleasing to the heart
As was Pyander for a woman’s part.
Never did woman foster such another,
As was Pyander, but Pyander’s mother.
Fool that I was in my affection,
More happy I had it been a vision.
So far entangled was my soul by love
That force perforce I must Pyander prove,
The issue of which proof did testify
Ingling Pyander’s damned villainy.
I loved indeed and to my mickle cost;
 




Satire 6
 

I loved Pyander, so my labour lost.
Fair words I had, for store of coin I gave,
But not enjoyed the fruit I thought to have.
O so I was besotted with her words, — 
His words, that no part of a she affords;
For had he been a she, injurious boy,
I had not been so subject to annoy.
A plague upon such filthy gullery!
The world was ne’er so drunk with mockery.
Rash-headed cavaliers, learn to be wise,
And if you needs will do, do with advice.
Tie not affection to each wanton smile,
Lest doting fancy truest love beguile.
Trust not a painted puppet as I have done,
Who far more doted than Pygmalion.
The streets are full of juggling parasites
With the true shape of virgins’ counterfeits,
But if of force you must a hackney hire,
Be curious in your choice; the best will tire.
The best is bad; therefore hire none at all.
Better to go on foot than ride and fall.
 




Wise Innocent
 

‘Way for an innocent, ho!’— ‘What, a pure fool?’ — 
‘Not so, pure ass’— ‘Ass, where went you to school?’ — 
‘With innocents.’— ‘That makes the fool to prate.’ — 
‘Fool, will you any? Yes, the fool shall ha’t.’ — 
‘Wisdom, what shall he have?’— ‘The fool, at least.
Provender for the ass, ho! Stalk up the beast!’ — 
‘What, shall we have a railing Innocent?’ — 
‘No, gentle gull, a wise man’s precedent.’ — 
‘Then forward, Wisdom!’— ‘Not without I list;
Twenty to one, this fool’s some satirist.’ — 
‘Still doth the fool haunt me. Fond fool be gone!’ — 
‘No, I will stay, the fool to gaze upon.’ — 
‘Well, fool, stay still.’— ‘Still shall the fool stay? No!’ — 
‘Then pack simplicity.’— ‘Good Innocent, why so?’ — 
‘Nor go nor stay: what will the fool do then?’ — 
‘Vex him that seems to vex all other men!’ — 
‘It is impossible; streams that are barred their course
Swell with more rage and far more greater force
Until their full-stuffed gorge a passage makes
Into the wide maws of more scopious lakes.
Spite me? Not spite itself can discontent
My steeled thoughts or breed disparagement.
Had pale-faced coward fear been resident
Within the bosom of me, Innocent,
I would have housed me from the eyes of ire,
Whose bitter spleen vomits forth flames of lire.’ — 
‘A resolute ass! O for a spurring rider,
A brace of angels!’— ‘What? Is the fool a briber?
Is not the ass yet weary of his load?’ — 
‘What? With once bearing of the fool abroad?
Mount again, fool!’— ‘Then the ass will tire
And leave the fool to wallow in the mire.’ — 
‘Dost thou think otherwise?’— ‘Good ass, then, be gone!’ — 
‘I stay but till the Innocent get on.’ — 
‘What, wilt thou needs of the fool bereave me?
Then pack, good foolish ass, and so I leave thee.’
 




Epilogue to the last Satire of the First book
 

Thus may we see by folly oft the wise
Stumble and fall into fool’s paradise,
For jocund wit of force must jangling be.
Wit must have his will, and so had he.
Wit must have his will, yet parting of the fray
Wit was enjoined to carry the fool away.
Qui color albus erat, nunc est contrarius albo
 

FINIS
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To the Right Honourable and my very bountiful good Lord, my Lord Compton, T.M. wisheth the fruit of eternal fruition.
 

Comptus honos, honor est Comptono, et Compton honore.
Thou, that rock’st comely honour in thine arms,
Thou patron to the child-house of my vein,
Thou hive unto the muses’ honey swarms,
And godfather to th’ issue of my brain:
To thee, baptiser of mine infant lines
With golden water in a silver font,
Thy bounty gold, thy fingers silver twins,
Silvering my paper’s ink as they were wont;
To thee, the bloody crystal of a ghost
Wrapt in a fiery web I spin to thee;
To thee, the thawer of Diana’s frost,
Tarquin the hot in Lucrece’ tragedy;
To thee I consecrate these ashy fires,
She quenched in blood, he burnt in his desires.
Bound by your honour’s bounty,
T.M.
 

Castissimo, purissimoque Lucretiae Spiritui: Thomas Medius
et Gravis Tonus primum Surge vociferat
Tu castitatis imago,
Surgito! Tarquinium Phlegetontis imagine notum,
Noscito! Tu coeptis — nam te mutavit et ilium — 
Adspirato meis! Postremo tempore mundi,
Ad sua perpetuum deducito crimina carmen.
Castissimo Spiritui tuo addictissimus,
T.M.
 




The Prologue
 

Reach me a quill from the white angels’ wings,
My paper from the Via Lactea,
My ink from Jove’s high nectar-flowing springs,
My muse from Vesta. Awake, Rhamnusia!
Call up the ghost of gored Lucretia.
Thrice hath the trumpet of my pen’s round stage
Sounded a ‘Surge!’ to her bloody age.
 

Sad spirits, soft hearts, sick thoughts, souls sod in tears,
Well-humoured eyes, quick ears, tear-wounded faces,
Enrolled vestals, Dian’s hemispheres,
Rape-slaughtered Lucreces, all martyred graces,
Be ye the audience, take your tragic places.
Here shall be played the miseries that immures
Pure diamond hearts in crystal covertures.
 

Black spirits, hard hearts, thick thoughts, souls boiled in lust,
Dry fiery eyes, dull ears, high bloody looks
Made of hot earth, moulded in fire and dust,
Desire’s true graduates read in Tarquin’s books,
Be ye our stage’s actors. Play the cooks:
Carve out the daintiest morsel — that’s your part — 
With lust-keen falchion, even in Lucrece’ heart.
 

Now weepeth Lucrece with a trine of eyes,
Quenching the fire of lust with tears and blood,
Changing those eye-lamps, which were wont to rise
Like beams of morning, to a mourning cloud,
Her heart, the purest eye, to a red sea-flood.
Her ghost the idea of her soul resumes,
Which Phoenix-wise burns in her own perfumes.
 




The Ghost of Lucrece
 

Medea’s magic, and Calypso’s drugs,
Circe’s enchantments, Hecate’s triform
Weans my soul, sucking at revenge’s dugs,
To feed upon the air. What wind, what storm
Blew my dissevered limbs into this form,
And from the virgin paradise of death
Conjures my ghost with poetizing breath?
 

The candle of my shame burns in the sky,
Set on the cross-poles of the firmament
To fear away divine virginity
And light this world below, that being bent
To follow me, they go not as I went.
But when I hope to see the candle wane,
Then Tarquin’s spirit falls on the snuff again,
 

So that the snuff, the savour of my shame
That stinks before the throne of chastity,
Is still rekindled with venereal flame
To show that Tarquin’s planet plants in me
The root of fiery blood and luxury,
First forcing with his breath one flame’s retire,
Then takes my blood for oil, his lust for fire.
 

Now burns the beacon of my soul indeed
Too high for fame, but low enough for fume.
Saints, keep your cloister-house. Vesta, make speed,
Take in thy flowers, for fear the fire consume
Thy eternal sweet virginity-perfume.
For lust and blood are mingled in one lamp
To seal my soul with rape and murder’s stamp.
 

Before my shame, you candle had no fire,
Vestals nil feared me, the world saw me not.
Shame was the tinder, and the flint desire
That struck in Tarquin’s bosom and begot
A child of fire, a firebrand, and so hot
That it consumed my chastity to dust,
And on my heart painted the mouth of lust.
 

Was I the cradle, O my chastity,
To rock and lull this bastard firebrand,
Nursed with my blood, weaned with my tragedy,
Fed at my knife’s sharp point upon my hand,
Born and reborn where’er my spirits stand?
I was the cradle. See the fiery dart
That burns Diana’s temples in my heart.
 

Behold this blade, varnished with blood and tears,
Blood from my heart, tears from my stilling eyes.
Behold, I say, this knife, whereon appears
Vesta’s vermilion, melting from her skies,
And tears of pearls in bloody mysteries.
This is the tragic knife. Here you may see
Tears strive for fame, and blood for chastity.
 

Right hand, thou act’st revenge’s hand aright.
This knife and thou have sworn to kiss my breast.
Thou art my Vesta’s antidote, to fright
Lust from the bed of Collatinus’ rest.
Performer of thy vow, hand, be thou blest,
For thou in this hast shown me what thou art,
Driving the foe from scaling of my heart.
 

Come, spirit of fire, bred in a womb of blood,
Forged in a furnace by the smith of hell,
Begot and formed in that burning flood
Where Pluto’s Phlegethontic tenants dwell,
And scalded spirits in their fiery cell
Breathes from their soul the flame of luxury.
From that luxurious clime I conjure thee.
 

Now is my tide of blood. Come, quench thy soul.
The sluices of my spirit now runs again.
Come, I have made my breast an ivory bowl
To hold the blood that streameth from my vein.
Drink to my chastity, which thou hast slain.
But woe the while, that labour is in vain,
To drink to that which cannot pledge again.
 

Quaff thine own fill and let that lustful flame
That circuits in the circle of thy spirit
Pledge thy desire, carousing off my shame
Which swims amidst my blood and doth inherit
The portion of my soul without a merit.
And if this spring of blood cannot suffice,
I’ll rain down tears from my elemental eyes.
 

Thou art my nurse-child, Tarquin, thou art he.
Instead of milk, suck blood and tears and all.
In lieu of teats, Lucrece thy nurse, even she,
By tragic art seen through a crystal wall,
Hath carved with her knife thy festival.
Here’s blood for milk; suck till thy veins run over,
And such a teat which scarce thy mouth can cover.
 

Tarquin the ravisher: O, at that name
See how mine eyes dissolveth into tears!
Tarquin the Roman: I describe my shame.
From Rome it came, a Roman name it bears.
Tarquin my guest: lo, here began my fears.
Tarquin from Ardea posts. Hence sprang the fire,
For Ardea’s name sounds ardent hot desire.
 

Tarquin my kinsman: O divinity,
Where art thou fled? Hast thou forsook thy sphere?
Where’s virtue, knighthood and nobility?
Faith? Honour? Piety? They should be near,
For ‘kinsman’ sounds all these. They are not here.
Tarquin my kinsman: was it thou didst come
To sack my Collatine’s Collatium?
 

Tarquin my kinsman: too unkindly done,
And by a kinsman too, my ghost avers it.
Doth therefore that same name of kindred run
To see their kin red, and with blood prefers it?
O enemy to faith, that still defers it!
Had Tarquin never lustful Tarquin been,
Lucrece the chaste should have chaste Lucrece seen.
 

Tarquin the prince: had Rome no better heirs?
Thou mistress of the world, no better men?
Thou prodigality of nature’s fairs,
Are tigers kings? Mak’st thou thy throne a den?
Thy silver glittering streams black Lerna’s fen?
Thy seven hills that should o’erlook thy evils
Like seven hells to nurse up Roman devils?
 

To thee, that mak’st the moon thy looking-glass
To view thy triple crown and seven-fold head,
To thee, I say, the ghost of what I was
Plains me and it, sith thou so long hast fed
The ravisher and starved the ravished.
If Vesta’s lines were ever writ in thee,
Then weigh the blotting of those lines in me.
 

Tarquin the prince: sham’st thou to hear thy name?
Rome, ’tis thy heir. Sham’st thou to call him son?
Tarquin the prince: lo, I’ll repeat thy shame.
A Roman heir, from him to thee I run.
I’ll shame you both before my shame be done.
Tarquin the prince, Tarquin the Roman heir:
Thus will I haunt and hunt you to despair.
 

Tarquin the traitor: bid my spirit rise
And call up all the senses of my soul,
For treason should be guarded with more eyes
Than was Jove’s lo under his control,
For treason’s guile doth win the traitor’s goal.
Tarquin the traitor: watch when time’s in season,
For treason doth betray all things to treason.
 

Tarquin the lecher: virgin chastity
Melts at the heat of that luxurious word,
Like maiden snow upon a promontory,
Kissing the sun, her heavenly lovely lord,
Then dies, and melts into a wat’ry ford.
So did my chastity’s white-snow attire
Dissolve in blood at Tarquin’s lustful fire.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: chastity, beware.
Thou art beset with millions of deceits.
Thy eyes have leaden lids, they take no care;
Thy senses, rocked asleep, and thy conceits,
Tempered with silence, fear nor snares nor baits.
Only the vestal pureness of thy soul
Bade me beware that night-observing owl.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: in whose flaming eyes
Lust and desire bandied their balls of blood,
Chasing my spirit with fiery mysteries
Unto the hazard where destruction stood
Ready to strike my soul into a cloud,
So, when the sun had seen my vapour rise,
Then with his beams to dash me from the skies.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: watch destruction.
What, hath the eyes of lust no lids at all,
Or do they hover for confusion,
Answering in silence when affections call?
When lust awakes, the eyelids never fall,
But, like a courser holding reason’s rein,
Doth shut the eyes and opens them again.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: Vesta, look about.
The fourth alarum of my fears now rings,
And yet the hour of dread is scarce run out,
For midnight’s face more force of terror brings.
To think on that, my sinews shake like strings,
And chastity, which yet had spirit and breath,
Lay quavering at my heart to tune her death.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: turn the glass again.
Five times my tongue, the hammer of my soul,
That beats upon my breath and strikes a strain
Sounding all quavers — that’s the song of dole — 
Five times my tongue did even my tongue control,
For fear is such a slave and coward elf,
That, fearing others, runs and fears himself.
 

Tarquin the night-owl: enter treachery.
Sextus Tarquinius, this sixth hour is thine.
Farewell my life, farewell my chastity,
Farewell, though not mine now, that which was mine.
Thy grapes are now devoured. Alas, poor vine.
The tyrant, with his force of luxury,
Tires me an aunt, through imbecility.
 

Now enters on the stage of Lucrece’ heart
Black appetites in flamed habiliments.
When they have acted all, then they depart.
Rape ent’ring next, armed in murder’s tents,
Racks Vesta’s tenants and takes all her rents.
This shows that Vesta’s deity is poor:
She hath the stalk, but Venus hath the store.
 

This is the tragic scene. Bleed heart, weep eyes,
Fly soul from body, spirit from my veins.
Follow my chastity where’er it lies,
Which my unhallowed body now refrains.
Look to the lamp of chastity, it wanes.
The star which guided all my elements
Pulls in her head and leaves the firmaments.
 

Rape, in his paws of blood and fangs of lust,
Hath stained th’ immaculate lily of my field,
And hath sepulchred in the shade of dust
Diana’s milken robe, and Vesta’s shield.
When tigers prey, the seely lambs must yield;
When Tarquin posts from Ardea, by and by
Lucrece must lose her life and chastity.
 

O Collatine, where sleeps thy troubled spirit?
What new-come Morpheus hath arrested thee?
Doth thy heart soundly sleep? Doth nothing stir it?
Dear Collatine, awake! Wert thou with me,
The arches of mine eyes would waken thee,
For tears like waves rush at my eyelids’ door,
Striving together who should go before.
 

Come, Collatine, the foe hath sacked thy city.
Collatium goes to wrack. Come, Collatine.
Come, Collatine, all piety and pity
Is turned to petty treason. What is thine
Is seized upon long since, and what is mine
Carried away. True man, thou sleep’st at Rome
Even while a Roman thief robs thee at home.
 

Come, Collatine, ’tis Lucrece bids thee come,
Or shall I send my pursuivant of groans
Unto proud Rome from poor Collatium
To make all private means by public moans,
Discoursing my black story to the stones?
Come, Collatine, ’tis Tarquin’s dreadful drum
That conjures me to call, and thee to come.
 

Thy Lucrece’ bed, which had fair canopies
Spangled with stars like to the firmament,
And curtains wrought with many deities,
Resembling Jove’s white lacteal element,
Are stained now by lust and ravishment,
The stars out-stared, the deities defied.
These I had stored, the other deified.
 

The night before Tarquin and lust came hither-
Ill token for a chaste memorial — 
My maids and I, poor maid, did spin together
Like the three sisters which the fates we call,
And fortune lent us wheels to turn withal.
Round goes our wheels like worlds. On mine alone
Stood fortune reeling on a rolling stone.
 

Yet was my heart so light that still I said,
‘Sing merrily, my maids, our wheels go round.
Who would not sing and spin and be a maid,
To serve so sweet a goddess, and be bound
Apprentice where such mistresses abound?
Sing merrily, my maids,’ (again she says)
‘For Vesta is the goddess of our lays.
 

‘Maidens,’ quoth I, ‘but think what maidens be:
They are the very string that ties their hearts,
The pillars of their souls’ pure purity,
The distillations of th’ essential parts,
Both good deservers and the good deserts.
Then, seeing Vesta hath so many trades,
Go round, our wheels. Sing merrily, my maids.
 

‘What nimble fingers hath virginity,
To twist the thread and turn the wheel about!
O virgins, that same pearl of chastity
Shines like the moon to light your thoughts throughout.
Pure cogitations never harbours doubt,
But like the fairest purest chrysolite,
Admits no bruise without a crack with it.
 

‘Spin merrily, my maiden paradise.’
Thus with a merry cheer I whirled their wheels,
And made them rid at once more than at twice.
Such pretty pleasure true affection feels
That time’s old head runs swifter than his heels,
For mirth’s fledged wings are of so quick a flight
That makes the morn seem noon, the noon seem
night.
 

‘My maids, those airy sinews in your hands
Were of a finer thread than that you spin.
It was a merry age in golden bands
When Saturn sowed the earth and did begin
To teach bad husbands a new way to win.
Then was true labour exercised and done,
When gods did reel what goddesses had spun.’
 

Those times are waxen bald. A prouder air
Blows in the heaven and breathes upon the earth.
That age is out of date. Another heir
Claims his possession by an iron birth,
And in an iron throne of death and dearth
Rules this young age, sucking until it whine
Even at the dugs of Pluto’s Proserpine.
 

Thus, like Diana by a lily fount,
Sat I amidst my vestal elements.
Thus did myself still with myself account,
To free my thoughts from chained discontents
And stir up mirth, the nurse of nourishments.
Thus with a lightsome spirit and soul’s carouse,
I like a housewife cherished up my house.
 

When Roman dames, tickled with pride and lust,
Ravished with amorous philosophy,
Printed the measures of their feet in dust,
Temp’ring their blood with music’s harmony — 
The very synod-house of venery — 
Then I at home, instead of melody,
Grated my wheel upon the axletree.
 

How like Arachne turned I my wheel!
Each of my maids how like a shepherdess!
Had Collatine, my shepherd, held the reel,
We four might well have made a country mess.
But one abroad makes one at home the less.
My Collatine, my shepherd, was at Rome,
And left poor me to feed his flock at home.
 

Is Venus made a laundress to the court?
Cupid, her son, elected for a page?
No marvel if Diana’s stars do sport
With Venus’ planets upon Cupid’s stage.
Iron must have fire. This is an iron age.
Our souls, like smiths, with anvils of desire,
Beat on our flesh, and still we sparkle fire.
 

The prince’s court is ev’n a firmament
All wrought with beams by day and stars by night;
The prince himself the sunny element
From whence all beams and stars do borrow light
To paint their faces with a red and white;
Those beams ambassadors of his bright array,
Those stars his counsellors by night and day.
 

How comes it then — speak, speak, iniquity,
Thou blur of kingdoms and thou blot of kings,
Thou metamorphosis of purity,
That shap’st the greater things to lesser things — 
How comes it then that Cupid’s bow-string swings
About the heels of time? Iniquity,
It is the halter of thy luxury.
 

Thou hast burnt out the humour of thy bones,
And made them powders of impiety
To strew about the earth as thick as stones,
Like wombs of lust in tombs of lechery;
And all thy sinews, O iniquity,
Are so dried up, and now so slender spun,
That Venus makes them bow-strings for her son.
 

Where is the spring of blood’s virginity
That wont to serve thy veins like conduit heads
And cleanse thy cistern of iniquity
With maiden humours from chaste Flora’s meads?
Then slept’st thou like a lord in honour’s beds.
Then virtue was thy bedfellow. Now know,
As great an ebb follows as great a flow.
 

Lo, under that base type of Tarquin’s name
I cipher figures of iniquity.
He writes himself the shamer, I the shame,
The actor he, and I the tragedy.
The stage am I, and he the history,
The subject I, and he the ravisher.
He, murd’ring me, made me my murderer.
 

O lust, this pen of mine that writes thee ‘lust’
Lies blasted at the sulphur of thy fire.
The quill and feathers, burnt to ashy dust,
Like dust and ashes flies before desire,
Unable to endure thy flamed attire;
For, in the sky of contrariety,
The winner’s life is when the losers die.
 

If I proceed, O fiery incolants
Of that vast hell which Pluto terms his hall,
Tarquin’s companions, ye, I say, that haunts
The banks of burning baths, to you I call:
Send me Prometheus’ heart t’ indite withal,
And from his vulture’s wings a pen of blood
Thrice steeped and dipped in Phlegethontic flood.
 

Then shall I stamp the figure of the night
On Tarquin’s brow, and mark him for her son,
The heir of darkness, bastard of the light,
The cloud of heaven, th’ eclipser of the sun,
The stain in Vesta’s cheeks which first begun
In Tarquin’s flesh, begot of fiery dust.
O thou the hell of love, untutored lust!
 

It bribes the flesh to war against the spirit
With tickling blood must’ring in every vein.
It weans the conscience from her heavenly merit,
Depraving all chaste thoughts, her maiden train.
It makes the heart think and unthink again.
It taints the breath with fire, the brain with blood,
And sets a devil where a god had stood.
 

Being in the eye, lust is a cockatrice,
Hemlock in taste, a canker in the thought,
And in the life a moth, which in a trice
Consumes that treasure which so dear was bought
And cost so many drops of blood, for naught;
So many streams of blood and baths of sweat,
To bathe our spirits and to quench our heat.
 

O hell-eyed lust, when I behold thy face
Prefigured in my ghost, drawn in my mind,
I think of Sidon’s flowers that grow apace
And favour thee by quality and kind:
They look like faith before, and fame behind,
But if thou savour these well-favoured evils,
They have the sight of gods, the scent of devils.
 

If I had, like a curious herbalist,
Measured thy quantity by quality,
Or Aesculapius-wise, on reason’s fist
Had planted virtue by the property,
Or with the lapidary’s policy
Made choice by insight — that’s the note of wit,
And not by outward hue to judge of it — 
 

Then, like that skilful Aesculapius,
Setting apart the colour of deceit,
I might have known Tarquin from Tereus,
And Lucrece’ bed from Philomela’s bait.
Vesta conceived what Venus did conceit,
But, wanting Aesculapius in my choice,
I left sweet verdure for a flattering voice.
 

Did beauty, that same bavin’s blaze, incense thee,
That flower of time, which buds with vanity,
That string of fortune’s wheel, which doth commence thee
The graduate of hell-born iniquity?
Was beauty made the mark of luxury?
Then, heavens, from henceforth let the world behold
Beauty in lead, deformity in gold.
 

Say beauty’s beams dazzled thy cloudy eyes;
This beauty hangs but at the heels of time,
And when time’s wings a loftier measure flies
Then beauty like poor Icarus must climb,
Or plunge into the puddle of her slime;
For beauty’s limbs are of a waxen frame,
And melts like Icarus’ wings at every flame.
 

Saw’st thou the colours which quaint Phidias drew
In dead-live pictures with a touch of art?
Such red and white hath beauty being new,
Made only to amaze th’ amazer’s heart.
Yet Phidias’ colours, piercing like a dart,
Were stained with every breath, and lost their prime.
So beauty’s blot drops from the pen of time.
 

But O my heaven, shall I forget thy spheres?
O spheres of heaven, shall I let pass your skies?
O skies which wears out time, and never wears,
Shall I make dim the tapers of your eyes?
O eyes of heaven, sun, moon, and stars that rise
To wake the day, and free imprisoned night,
Shall my oblivious vapour cloud your light?
 

’Tis thou, O chastity. Shall I forsake thee,
Or drown thy memory in my bloody stream?
Remember, O my soul, did she not make thee
Out of Diana’s ribs? Did not that beam
Which glisters in thy spirit like Jove’s eye-gleam
Reflect from Vesta’s face upon thy heart,
Like Phoebus’ brow, the pride of heaven’s art?
 

O thou that mak’st the Via Lactea whiter,
That virgin gallery of majestic Jove,
Fair Juno’s maze — to foot it doth delight her — 
The silver path of heaven, and bath of love;
There sits the Iamb, the swan, the turtle dove,
Ensigns of peace, of faith, and chastity:
O silver stage to golden harmony.
 

That choir of saints in virgin ornament
Where angels sing like choristers of heaven,
Where all the martyrs kneel, the element
Where Cynthia’s robe and great Apollo’s steven
Hangs at the altar of this milken haven — 
And to conclude, not able to begin,
I write of that which flesh hath never seen.
 

’Twas thou, O chastity, m’ eternal eye,
The want of thee made my ghost reel to hell.
’Twas thou, O chastity, that gild’st the sky
With beams of virtue. It is thou dost dwell
In that white milken crystal silver cell,
Thou laundress to the gods and goddesses,
Washing their souls in fonts of holiness.
 

O thou that deck’st our Phoebus in the east,
Circling his temples with spiritual beams,
And guides his vestal chariot to the west
Through that pure crystal track of lacteal streams,
Silvering his wheels with alabaster gleams,
Then temp’ring the bright porphyry of his face
With chaste Endymion’s blush, the dye of grace,
 

That doing duty to his father Jove
Upon his knee of fire, bids him arise,
And blessing all his beams with kissing love,
Like a majestic father gilds his eyes
To add a rarer shine unto the skies,
Then takes his chariot with a brighter pride,
And cries aloud, ‘Saint Vesta be my guide!’
 

Saint Vesta, O thou sanctifying saint,
That lends a beam unto the clearest sun,
Which else within his fiery course would faint
And end his race ere he had half begun,
Making the world believe his power were done,
His oil burnt out, his lamp returned to slime,
His fires extinguished by the breath of time,
 

O thou, the pearl that hangs on Juno’s brow,
Like to the moon, the massy pearl of night,
Thou jewel in the ear of Jove, to show
The pride of love, the purity of light,
Thou Atlas of both worlds, umpire of right,
Thou haven of heaven, th’ assigner of each sign,
Sanctity’s saint, divinity’s divine,
 

O thou, the silver taper of the moon,
Set in an alabaster candlestick
That by the bed of heaven at afternoon
Stands like a lily which fair virgins pick
To match it with the lily of their cheek,
Thou lily lamb, thou crystal-feathered dove
That nestles in the palace of thy Jove,
 

O touch my veins again, thou blood divine.
O feed my spirit, thou food angelical,
And all chaste functions with my soul combine.
Colour my ghost with chastity, whose all
Feeds fat lean death and time in general.
Come, silver dove, heaven’s alabaster nun,
I’ll hug thee more than ever I have done.
 

Lucrece, alas, thou picture of thyself,
Drawn poor and pale by that old painter, time,
And overdashed by death, that meagre elf
Which dries our element of blood to thyme,
And temp’reth our old ashes with new slime;
Lucrece, I say, how canst thou Lucrece be,
Wanting a god to give a life to thee?
 

Bleed no more lines, my heart. This knife, my pen,
This blood, my ink, hath writ enough to lust.
Tarquin, to thee, thou very devil of men,
I send these lines. Thou art my fiend of trust.
To thee I dedicate my tomb of dust.
To thee I consecrate this little-most
Writ by the bloody fingers of my ghost.
 

This little scroll of fire that burns my hand
In repetition of thy fiery name
I fold upon my heart, my bloody land,
And to thy ghost my ghost doth send the same,
Intituled The Lines of Blood and Flame:
The ghost of Lucrece, that’s the ghost of blood;
The ghost of Tarquin, that’s the fiery flood.
 

Now for thy title and deserved style,
In dedication to thy worthiness:
To thee the second of Cocytus’ isle,
Chief seignior to the Phlegethontic mess,
High steward unto Pluto’s holiness,
Temp’rer of flames, the Lord Tisiphone,
My bloody fires begs patronage of thee.
 

Now lack I nothing but the post of hell
To fly like Vesta’s arrow from my bow
With these my red-hot news, and then to tell
How many times my heart did ebb and flow
Like seas, with tears above and blood below.
And from poor Lucrece’ mouth tell Tarquin thus,
That Philomel hath writ to Tereus.
 

Here stops the stream of tragic blood and fire,
And now Melpomene hales my spirit in.
The stage is down, and Philomela’s choir
Is hushed from pricksong. Acheron’s bells begin
To call our ghosts, clad in the spirits of sin.
Now Tereus meets with ravished Philomel,
Lucrece with Tarquin in the hall of hell.
 




The Epilogue
 

Rhamnusia in a chariot of revenge,
Heaped up with ghosts of blood and spirits of lire,
Hath pilled up Lucrece’ ghost, so to avenge
Her chaste untimely blood of flamed desire.
Now at the bar of hell, revenge’s choir,
Pleads Lucrece with a tongue of tears and bloods.
First speaks her heart, and then her eyes in floods.
 

Can death, that shrimp of spirits, that bony wretch,
That meagre element, that beggar god,
From Lucrece’ sky such heavenly colours fetch,
From beauty’s wrist so wrest that golden rod
Which makes all red and white disperse abroad?
Death’s power is come, and beauty’s triumph past.
She was as chaste as fair, as fair as chaste.
 

Her hair, which in Arachne’s finest loom
Was kissed with silver shuttles, O that hair
Which made Collatium shine in spite of Rome,
Combing her tresses like Jove’s golden heir — 
He made Rome bright, she made Collatium fair — 
That hair which danced in beams before her breath
Serves now to stuff the gaping ribs of death.
 

Her eyes, the curious fabric of her world,
Apollo’s touchstones where he tried his beams,
And when her eyes outmatched his fires he hurled
His crown of splendour into quenching streams,
Raging to see beauty’s enrolled themes
Writ in her eye-rolls; but alas, those eyes
Which lived in beauty, now in beauty dies.
 

Her tongue, which Orpheus tuned before he died,
And strung before he journeyed unto hell,
That new Parnassus by a river’s side,
Where music sojourns and the muses dwell,
O tongue of hers, Diana’s silver bell,
That rung chaste prayers to the church of heaven,
Now she of it, and it of her bereaven.
 

Her breath, which had a violet perfume
Tempered with rose all verdure, O her breath
Through discord of her tongue did all consume.
Unto the air of earth she did bequeath
That pension of her life, from life to death.
How ill was this bestowed on death, that elf
Which robs all others, yet still poor itself.
 

Her teats, twixt whom an alabaster bridge
Parts each from other, like two crystal bowls
Standing aloof upon the body’s ridge,
Bears chastity’s white nectar-flowing souls.
O valley decked with Flora’s silver rolls,
Why giv’st thou suck to death? It will be fed,
For know, death must not die till all be dead.
 

And to conclude, her all in every sphere,
That like the sun on crystal elements
Did shine in clearness bright, in brightness clear,
Her head her skies, her soul her firmaments,
Now stained by death, before by ravishments:
First Tarquin-life clad her in death’s array.
Now Tarquin-death hath stol’n her life away.
 

FINIS
 




On the death of that great master in his art and quality, painting and playing: Richard Burbage
 

Astronomers and star-gazers this year
Write but of four eclipses; five appear,
Death interposing Burbage — and their staying
Hath made a visible eclipse of playing.
Honour, integrity, compassion:
Those three filled up the lifetime of this man.
Of honour: the grave praetorship he bare,
Which he discharged with conscience, truth, and care.
He possessed earth, as he might heaven possess:
Wise to do right, but never to oppress.
His charity was better felt than known,
For when he gave there was no trumpet blown.
What more can be comprised in one man’s fame
To crown a soul and leave a living name?
All his just praise in her life may be read,
The true wife of his worth as of his bed.
 




St James
 

I
 

As David could his eyes no rest afford
Till he had found a place out to the Lord
To build an altar, so this man of worth,
The mirror which these later days bring forth,
Barkham the worthy, whose immortal name — 
Marble’s too weak to hold, for this work’s fame.
He never ceased in industry and care
From ruins to redeem this house of prayer,
Following in this the holy patriarchs’ ways,
That ready were Him altars still to raise — 
Where they received a blessing; so this lord,
Scarce warm in honour’s seat, did first accord
To this most pious work, in which is shown
God’s blessing and his thanks met both in one.
The charge the honourable City bears, — 
Whose bounty in full nobleness appears
To acts of best condition, in such wise
That all things, bettering by their ruin, rise.
Two noble faithful supervisors then
(Amongst a Senate of religious men)
Selected were, to whom the care they gave:
Generous Hamersley, and Campbell the grave,
Each being a masterpiece of zeal and care
Towards God’s own temple, St for truth’s affair.
Now at the blessed foundress I arrive,
Matilda, whom Henry the First did wive.
The Christendom she gave it held the same
Till James our sovereign gave it his own name.
And since I touch antiquity so near,
Observe what notes remarkable appear:
An alderman of London was at first
Prime prior of this church; falling to worst,
It is now raised by encouragement and care
Of a Lord Mayor of London, which is rare
And worth observing. Then, as I began, — 
I end best with the honour of the man.
This city’s first Lord Mayor lies buried here,
Fitz Ailwin, of the Drapers’ Company,
And the Lord Mayor, whose fame now shines so clear,
Barkham, is of the same society. — 
 

II
 

The rising here of the clear Gospel’s sun
Is through the Senate’s free donation.
The globe of that bright sun, the God of might;
Christ Jesus is the rising and the light;
The heat, the blessed Spirit of truth and right.
And as these three (the globe, the light, the heat)
Are all one sun, so three one God complete.
Thrice ‘Alleluia’ speaks about the rays
That three in one may only have the praise.
This sacred structure, which this Senate fames,
Our King hath styled ‘The Temple of St James’.
 




Malfi
 

In the just worth of that well-deserver,

Master John Webster,

and upon this masterpiece of tragedy

[The Duchess of Malfi]

In this thou imitat’st one rich and wise,
That sees his good deeds done before he dies;
As he by works, thou by this work of fame
Hast well provided for thy living name.
To trust to others’ honorings is worth’s crime;
Thy monument is raised in thy lifetime.
And ’tis most just, for every worthy man
Is his own marble, and his merit can
Cut him to any figure and express
More art than death’s cathedral palaces,
Where royal ashes keep their court. Thy note
Be ever plainness; ’tis the richest coat.
Thy epitaph only the title be:
Write ‘Duchess’, that will fetch a tear for thee — 
For who e’er saw this duchess live and die,
That could get off under a bleeding eye?
 




In Tragoediam
 

Ut lux ex tenebris ictu percussa Tonantis,
Illa, ruina malis, Claris fit vita poetis.
 




To the King
 

A harmless game, raised merely for delight,
Was lately played by the Black House and White.
The White side won, but now the Black House brag
They changed the game and put me in the bag — 
And that which makes malicious joy more sweet,
I lie now under hatches in the Fleet.
Use but your royal hand, my hopes are free;
’Tis but removing of one man — that’s me,
Tho. Middleton
 




To the worthily accomplished Master William Hammond
 

This — which nor stage nor stationer’s stall can show;
The common eye may wish for, but ne’er know — 
Comes in its best love with the New Year forth
As a fit present to the hand of worth.
 




The Picture plainly explained, after the manner of the chess play
 

A game at chess is here displayed
Between the Black and White House made,
Wherein crown-thirsting policy
For the Black House (by fallacy)
To the White Knight check often gives, — 
And to some straits him thereby drives.
The Fat Black Bishop helps also
With faithless heart to give the blow.
Yet (maugre all their craft) at length
The White Knight, with wit-wondrous strength — 
And circumspective prudency,
Gives checkmate by discovery
To the Black Knight; and so at last,
The game thus won, the Black House — cast
Into the bag, and therein shut —— 
Find all their plumes and coxcombs cut.
Plain-dealing thus by wisdom’s guide
Defeats the cheats of craft and pride.
 




The Biographies
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Middleton lived in Newington Butts, Southwark, London (picture c. 1870)




THOMAS MIDDLETON by Algernon Charles Swinburne
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If it be true, as we are told on high authority, that the greatest glory of England is her literature and the greatest glory of English literature is its poetry, it is not less true that the greatest glory of English poetry lies rather in its dramatic than its epic or its lyric triumphs. The name of Shakespeare is above the names even of Milton and Coleridge and Shelley: and the names of his comrades in art and their immediate successors are above all but the highest names in any other province of our song. There is such an overflowing life, such a superb exuberance of abounding and exulting strength, in the dramatic poetry of the half-century extending from 1590 to 1640, that all other epochs of English literature seem as it were but half awake and half alive by comparison with this generation of giants and of gods. There is more sap in this than in any other branch of the national bay-tree: it has an energy in fertility which reminds us rather of the forest than the garden or the park. It is true that the weeds and briers of the underwood are but too likely to embarrass and offend the feet of the rangers and the gardeners who trim the level flower-plots or preserve the domestic game of enclosed and ordered lowlands in the tamer demesnes of literature. The sun is strong and the wind sharp in the climate which reared the fellows and the followers of Shakespeare. The extreme inequality and roughness of the ground must also be taken into account when we are disposed, as I for one have often been disposed, to wonder beyond measure at the apathetic ignorance of average students in regard of the abundant treasure to be gathered from this wildest and most fruitful province in the poetic empire of England. And yet, since Charles Lamb threw open its gates to all comers in the ninth year of the nineteenth century, it cannot but seem strange that comparatively so few should have availed themselves of the entry to so rich and royal an estate. The subsequent labors of Mr. Dyce made the rough ways plain and the devious paths straight for all serious and worthy students. And now again Mr. Bullen has taken up a task than which none more arduous and important, none worthier of thanks and praise, can be undertaken by an English scholar. In his beautiful and valuable edition of Marlowe there are but two points to which exception may be taken. It was, I think, a fault of omission to exclude the apocryphal play of “Lust’s Dominion” from a place in the appendix: it was, I am certain, a fault of commission to admit instead of it the much bepuffed and very puffy rubbish of the late Mr. Home. That clever, versatile, and energetic writer never went so far out of his depth or floundered so pitifully in such perilous waters as when he ventured to put verses of his own into the mouth of Christopher Marlowe. These errors we must all hope to see rectified in a second issue of the text: and meantime we can but welcome with all possible gratitude and applause the magnificent series of old plays by unknown writers which we owe to the keen research and the fine appreciation of Marlowe’s latest editor. Of these I may find some future occasion to speak: my present business is with the admirable poet who has been promoted to the second place in Mr. Bullen’s collection of the English dramatists.

The selection of Middleton for so distinguished a place of honor may probably not approve itself to the judgment of all experts in dramatic literature. Charles Lamb, as they will all remember, would have advised the editor “to begin with the collected plays of Heywood”: which as yet, like the plays of Dekker and of Chapman, remain unedited in any serious or scholarly sense of the term. The existing reprints merely reproduce, without adequate elucidation or correction, the corrupt and chaotic text of the worst early editions: while Middleton has for upward of half a century enjoyed the privilege denied to men who are usually accounted his equals if not his superiors in poetic if not in dramatic genius. Even for an editor of the ripest learning and the highest ability there is comparatively little to do where Mr. Dyce has been before him in the field. However, we must all give glad and grateful welcome to a new edition of a noble poet who has never yet received his full meed of praise and justice: though our gratitude and our gladness may be quickened and dilated by the proverbial sense of further favors to come.

The first word of modern tribute to the tragic genius of Thomas Middleton was not spoken by Charles Lamb. Four years before the appearance of the priceless volume which established his fame forever among all true lovers of English poetry by copious excerpts from five of his most characteristic works, Walter Scott, in a note on the fifty-sixth stanza of the second fytte of the metrical romance of “Sir Tristrem,” had given a passing word of recognition to the “horribly striking” power of “some passages” in Middleton’s masterpiece: which was first reprinted eleven years later, in the fourth volume of Dilke’s Old Plays. Lamb, surprisingly enough, has given not a single extract from that noble tragedy: it was reserved for Leigh Hunt, when speaking of its author, to remark that “there is one character of his (De Flores in ‘The Changeling’) which, for effect at once tragical, probable, and poetical, surpasses anything I know of in the drama of domestic life.” The praise is not a whit too high; the truth could not have been better said.

The play with which Mr. Bullen, altering the arrangement adopted by Mr. Dyce, opens his edition of Middleton, is a notable example of the best and the worst qualities which distinguish or disfigure the romantic comedy of the Shakespearean age. The rude and reckless composition, the rough intrusion of savorless farce, the bewildering combinations of incident and the far more bewildering fluctuations of character — all the inconsistencies, incongruities, incoherences of the piece are forgotten when the reader remembers and reverts to the passages of exquisite and fascinating beauty which relieve and redeem the utmost errors of negligence and haste. To find anything more delightful, more satisfying in its pure and simple perfection of loveliness, we must turn to the very best examples of Shakespeare’s youthful work. Nay, it must be allowed that in one or two of the master’s earliest plays — in “Two Gentlemen of Verona,” for instance — we shall find nothing comparable for charm and sincerity of sweet and passionate fancy with such enchanting verses as these:

O happy persecution, I embrace thee With an unfettered soul! So sweet a thing It is to sigh upon the rack of love, Where each calamity is groaning witness Of the poor martyr’s faith. I never heard Of any true affection, but ’twas nipt With care, that, like the caterpillar, eats The leaves off the spring’s sweetest book, the rose. Love, bred on earth, is often nursed in hell: By rote it reads woe, ere it learn to spell.

Again: the “secure tyrant, but unhappy lover,” whose prisoner and rival has thus expressed his triumphant resignation, is counselled by his friend to “go laugh and lie down,” as not having slept for three nights; but answers, in words even more delicious than his supplanter’s:

Alas, how can I? he that truly loves Burns out the day in idle fantasies; And when the lamb bleating doth bid good-night Unto the closing day, then tears begin To keep quick time unto the owl, whose voice Shrieks like the bellman in the lover’s ears: Love’s eye the jewel of sleep, O, seldom wears! The early lark is wakened from her bed, Being only by love’s plaints disquieted; And, singing in the morning’s ear, she weeps, Being deep in love, at lovers’ broken sleeps: But say a golden slumber chance to tie With silken strings the cover of love’s eye, Then dreams, magician-like, mocking present Pleasures, whose fading leaves more discontent.

Perfect in music, faultless in feeling, exquisite in refined simplicity of expression, this passage is hardly more beautiful and noble than one or two in the play which follows. “The Phoenix” is a quaint and homely compound of satirical realism in social studies with Utopian invention in the figure of an ideal prince, himself a compound of Harun-al-Rashid and “Albert the Good,” who wanders through the play as a detective in disguise, and appears in his own person at the close to discharge in full the general and particular claims of justice and philanthropy. The whole work is slight and sketchy, primitive if not puerile in parts, but easy and amusing to read; the confidence reposed by the worthy monarch in noblemen of such unequivocal nomenclature as Lord Proditor, Lussurioso, and Infesto, is one of the signs that we are here still on the debatable borderland between the old Morality and the new Comedy — a province where incarnate vices and virtues are seen figuring and posturing in what can scarcely be called masquerade. But the two fine soliloquies of Phoenix on the corruption of the purity of law (act i. scene iv.) and the profanation of the sanctity of marriage (act ii. scene ii.) are somewhat riper and graver in style, with less admixture of rhyme and more variety of cadence, than the lovely verses above quoted. Milton’s obligation to the latter passage is less direct than his earlier obligation to a later play of Middleton’s from which he transferred one of the most beautiful as well as most famous images in “Lycidas”: but his early and intimate acquaintance with Middleton had apparently (as Mr. Dyce seems to think[]) left in the ear of the blind old poet a more or less distinct echo from the noble opening verses of the dramatist’s address to “reverend and honorable matrimony.”

 

Mr. Dyce would no doubt have altered his opinion had he lived to see the evidence adduced by the Director of the New Meltun Society that the real author of “A Game at Chess” was none other than John Milton himself, whose earliest poems had appeared the year before the publication of that anti-papal satire. This discovery is only less curious and precious than a later revelation which we must accept on the same authority, that “Comus” was written by Sir John Suckling, “Paradise Regained” by Lord Rochester, and “Samson Agonistes” by Elkanah Settle: while on the other hand it may be affirmed with no less confidence that Milton — who never would allow his name to be spelled right on the title-page or under the dedication of any work published by him — owed his immunity from punishment after the Restoration to the admitted fact that he was the real author of Dryden’s “Astraea Redux.”

In “Michaelmas Term” the realism of Middleton’s comic style is no longer alloyed or flavored with poetry or fancy. It is an excellent Hogarthian comedy, full of rapid and vivid incident, of pleasant or indignant humor. Its successor, “A Trick to Catch the Old One,” is by far the best play Middleton had yet written, and one of the best he ever wrote. The merit of this and his other good comedies does not indeed consist in any new or subtle study of character, any Shakespearean creation or Jonsonian invention of humors or of men: the spendthrifts and the misers, the courtesans and the dotards, are figures borrowed from the common stock of stage tradition: it is the vivid variety of incident and intrigue, the freshness and ease and vigor of the style, the clear straightforward energy and vivacity of the action, that the reader finds most praiseworthy in the best comic work of such ready writers as Middleton and Dekker. The dialogue has sometimes touches of real humor and flashes of genuine wit: but its readable and enjoyable quality is generally independent of these. Very witty writing may be very dreary reading, for want of natural animation and true dramatic movement: and in these qualities at least the rough-and-ready work of our old dramatists is seldom if ever deficient.

It is, however, but too probable that the reader’s enjoyment may be crossed with a dash of exasperation when he finds a writer of real genius so reckless of fame and self-respect as the pressure of want or the weariness of overwork seems but too often and too naturally to have made too many of the great dramatic journeymen whose powers were half wasted or half worn out in the struggle for bare bread. No other excuse than this can be advanced for the demerit of Middleton’s next comedy. Had the author wished to show how well and how ill he could write at his worst and at his best, he could have given no fairer proof than by the publication of two plays issued under his name in the same year 1608. “The Family of Love” is, in my judgment, unquestionably and incomparably the worst of Middleton’s plays: very coarse, very dull, altogether distasteful and ineffectual. As a religious satire it is so utterly pointless as to leave no impression of any definite folly or distinctive knavery in the doctrine or the practice of the particular sect held up by name to ridicule: an obscure body of feather-headed fanatics, concerning whom we can only be certain that they were decent and inoffensive in comparison with the yelling Yahoos whom the scandalous and senseless license of our own day allows to run and roar about the country unmuzzled and unwhipped.

There is much more merit in the broad comedy of “Your Five Gallants,” a curious burlesque study of manners and morals not generally commendable for imitation. The ingenious and humorous invention which supplies a centre for the picture and a pivot for the action is most singularly identical with the device of a modern detective as recorded by the greatest English writer of his day. “The Butcher’s Story,” told to Dickens by the policeman who had played the part of the innocent young butcher, may be profitably compared by lovers of detective humor with the story of Fitsgrave — a “thrice worthy” gentleman who under the disguise of a young gull fresh from college succeeds in circumventing and unmasking the five associated swindlers of variously villanous professions by whom a fair and amiable heiress is beleaguered and befooled. The play is somewhat crude and hasty in construction, but full of life and fun and grotesque variety of humorous event.

The first of Middleton’s plays to attract notice from students of a later generation, “A Mad World, My Masters,” if not quite so thoroughly good a comedy as “A Trick to Catch the Old One,” must be allowed to contain the very best comic character ever drawn or sketched by the fertile and flowing pen of its author. The prodigal grandfather, Sir Bounteous Progress, is perhaps the most life-like figure of a good-humored and liberal old libertine that ever amused or scandalized a tolerant or intolerant reader. The chief incidents of the action are admirably humorous and ingenious; but the matrimonial part of the catastrophe is something more than repulsive, and the singular intervention of a real live succubus, less terrible in her seductions than her sister of the “Contes Drolatiques,” can hardly seem happy or seasonable to a generation which knows not King James and his Demonology.

Of the two poets occasionally associated with Middleton in the composition of a play, Dekker seems usually to have taken in hand the greater part, and Rowley the lesser part, of the composite poem engendered by their joint efforts. The style of “The Roaring Girl” is full of Dekker’s peculiar mannerisms; slipshod and straggling metre, incongruous touches or flashes of fanciful or lyrical expression, reckless and awkward inversions, irrational and irrepressible outbreaks of irregular and fitful rhyme. And with all these faults it is more unmistakably the style of a born poet than is the usual style of Middleton. Dekker would have taken a high place among the finest if not among the greatest of English poets if he had but had the sense of form — the instinct of composition. Whether it was modesty, indolence, indifference, or incompetence, some drawback or shortcoming there was which so far impaired the quality of his strong and delicate genius that it is impossible for his most ardent and cordial admirer to say or think of his very best work that it really does him justice — that it adequately represents the fulness of his unquestionable powers. And yet it is certain that Lamb was not less right than usual when he said that Dekker “had poetry enough for anything.” But he had not constructive power enough for the trade of a playwright — the trade in which he spent so many weary years of ill-requited labor. This comedy in which we first find him associated with Middleton is well written and well contrived, and fairly diverting — especially to an idle or an uncritical reader: though even such an one may suspect that the heroine here represented as a virginal virago must have been in fact rather like Dr. Johnson’s fair friend Bet Flint; of whom the Great Lexicographer “used to say that she was generally slut and drunkard; occasionally whore and thief” (Boswell, May 8, 1781). The parallel would have been more nearly complete if Moll Cutpurse “had written her own Life in verse,” and brought it to Selden or Bishop Hall with a request that he would furnish her with a preface to it.

The plays of Middleton are not so properly divisible into tragic and comic as into realistic and romantic — into plays of which the mainspring is essentially prosaic or photographic, and plays of which the mainspring is principally fanciful or poetical. Two only of the former class remain to be mentioned: “Anything for a Quiet Life” and “A Chaste Maid in Cheapside.” There is very good stuff in the plot or groundwork of the former, but the workmanship is hardly worthy of the material, Mr. Bullen ingeniously and plausibly suggests the partnership of Shirley in this play: but the conception of the character in which he discerns a likeness to the touch of the lesser dramatist is happier and more original than such a comparison would indicate. The young stepmother whose affectation of selfish levity and grasping craft is really designed to cure her husband of his infatuation, and to reconcile him with the son who regards her as his worst enemy, is a figure equally novel, effective, and attractive. The honest shopkeeper and his shrewish wife may remind us again of Dickens by their points of likeness to Mr. and Mrs. Snagsby; though the reformation of the mercer’s jealous vixen is brought about by more humorous and less tragical means than the repentance of the law-stationer’s “little woman.” George the apprentice, through whose wit and energy this happy consummation becomes possible, is a very original and amusing example of the young Londoner of the period. But there is more humor, though very little chastity, in the “Chaste Maid”; a play of quite exceptional freedom and audacity, and certainly one of the drollest and liveliest that ever broke the bounds of propriety or shook the sides of merriment.

The opening of “More Dissemblers Besides Women” is as full at once of comic and of romantic promise as the upshot of the whole is unsatisfactory — a most lame and impotent conclusion. But some of the dialogue is exquisite; full of flowing music and gentle grace, of ease and softness and fancy and spirit; and the part of a poetic or romantic Joseph Surface, as perfect in the praise of virtue as in the practice of vice, is one of Middleton’s really fine and happy inventions. In the style of “The Widow” there is no less fluency and facility: it is throughout identical with that of Middleton’s other comedies in metre; a style which has so many points in common with Fletcher’s as to make the apocryphal attribution of a share in this comedy to the hand of the greater poet more plausible than many other ascriptions of the kind. I am inclined nevertheless to agree with Mr. Bullen’s apparent opinion that the whole credit of this brilliant play may be reasonably assigned to Middleton; and especially with his remark that the only scene in which any resemblance to the manner of Ben Jonson can be traced by the most determined ingenuity of critical research is more like the work of a pupil than like a hasty sketch of the master’s. There is no lack of energetic invention and beautiful versification in another comedy of adventure and intrigue, “No Wit, No Help Like a Woman’s”: the unpleasant or extravagant quality of certain incidents in the story is partially neutralized or modified by the unfailing charm of a style worthy of Fletcher himself in his ripest and sweetest stage of poetic comedy.

But high above all the works yet mentioned there stands and will stand conspicuous while noble emotion and noble verse have honor among English readers the pathetic and heroic play so memorably appreciated by Charles Lamb, “A Fair Quarrel.” It would be the vainest and emptiest impertinence to offer a word in echo of his priceless and imperishable praise. The delicate nobility of the central conception on which the hero’s character depends for its full relief and development should be enough to efface all remembrance of any defect or default in moral taste, any shortcoming on the aesthetic side of ethics, which may be detected in any slighter or hastier example of the poet’s invention. A man must be dull and slow of sympathies indeed who cannot respond in spirit to that bitter cry of chivalrous and manful agony at sense of the shadow of a mother’s shame:

Quench, my spirit, And out with honor’s naming lights within thee! Be dark and dead to all respects of manhood! I never shall have use of valor more.

Middleton has no second hero like Captain Ager: but where is there another so thoroughly noble and lovable among all the characters of all the dramatists of his time but Shakespeare?

The part taken by Rowley in this play is easy for any tiro in criticism to verify. The rough and crude genius of that perverse and powerful writer is not seen here by any means at its best. I should say that his call was rather toward tragedy than toward comedy; that his mastery of severe and serious emotion was more genuine and more natural than his command of satirical or grotesque realism. The tragedy in which he has grappled with the subject afterward so differently handled in the first and greatest of Landor’s tragedies is to me of far more interest and value than such comedies as that which kindled the enthusiasm of a loyal Londoner in the civic sympathies of Lamb. Disfigured as it is toward the close by indulgence in mere horror and brutality after the fashion of Andronicus or Jeronimo, it has more beauty and power and pathos in its best scenes than a reader of his comedies would have expected. But in the underplot of “A Fair Quarrel” Rowley’s besetting faults of coarseness and quaintness, stiffness and roughness, are so flagrant and obtrusive that we cannot avoid a feeling of regret and irritation at such untimely and inharmonious evidence of his partnership with a poet of finer if not of sturdier genius. The same sense of discord and inequality will be aroused on comparison of the worse with the better parts of “The Old Law.” The clumsiness and dulness of the farcical interludes can hardly be paralleled in the rudest and hastiest scenes of Middleton’s writing: while the sweet and noble dignity of the finer passages have the stamp of his ripest and tenderest genius on every line and in every cadence. But for sheer bewildering incongruity there is no play known to me which can be compared with “The Mayor of Queenborough.” Here again we find a note so dissonant and discordant in the lighter parts of the dramatic concert that we seem at once to recognize the harsher and hoarser instrument of Rowley. The farce is even more extravagantly and preposterously mistimed and misplaced than that which disfigures the play just mentioned: but I thoroughly agree with Mr. Bullen’s high estimate of the power displayed and maintained throughout the tragic and poetic part of this drama; to which no previous critic has ever vouchsafed a word of due acknowledgment. The story is ugly and unnatural, but its repulsive effect is transfigured or neutralized by the charm of tender or passionate poetry; and it must be admitted that the hideous villany of Vortiger and Horsus affords an opening for subsequent scenic effects of striking and genuine tragical interest.

The difference between the genius of Middleton and the genius of Dekker could not be better illustrated than by comparison of their attempts at political and patriotic allegory. The lazy, slovenly, impatient genius of Dekker flashes out by fits and starts on the reader of the play in which he has expressed his English hatred of Spain and Popery, his English pride in the rout of the Armada, and his English gratitude for the part played by Queen Elizabeth in the crowning struggle of the time: but his most cordial admirer can hardly consider “The Whore of Babylon” a shining or satisfactory example of dramatic art. The play which brought Middleton into prison, and earned for the actors a sum so far beyond parallel as to have seemed incredible till the fullest evidence was procured, is one of the most complete and exquisite works of artistic ingenuity and dexterity that ever excited or offended, enraptured or scandalized an audience of friends or enemies: the only work of English poetry which may properly be called Aristophanic. It has the same depth of civic seriousness, the same earnest ardor and devotion to the old cause of the old country, the same solid fervor of enthusiasm and indignation, which animated the third great poet of Athens against the corruption of art by the sophistry of Euripides and the corruption of manhood by the sophistry of Socrates. The delicate skill of the workmanship can only be appreciated by careful and thorough study; but that the infusion of poetic fancy and feeling into the generally comic and satiric style is hardly unworthy of the comparison which I have ventured to challenge, I will take but one brief extract for evidence:

Upon those lips, the sweet fresh buds of youth, The holy dew of prayer lies, like pearl Dropt from the opening eyelids of the morn Upon a bashful rose.

Here for once even “that celestial thief” John Milton has impaired rather than improved the effect of the beautiful phrase borrowed from an earlier and inferior poet. His use of Middleton’s exquisite image is not quite so apt — so perfectly picturesque and harmonious — as the use to which it was put by the inventor.

Nothing in the age of Shakespeare is so difficult for an Englishman of our own age to realize as the temper, the intelligence, the serious and refined elevation of an audience which was at once capable of enjoying and applauding the roughest and coarsest kinds of pleasantly, the rudest and crudest scenes of violence, and competent to appreciate the finest and the highest reaches of poetry, the subtlest and the most sustained allusions of ethical or political symbolism. The large and long popularity of an exquisite dramatic or academic allegory such as “Lingua,” which would seem to appeal only to readers of exceptional education, exceptional delicacy of perception, and exceptional quickness of wit, is hardly more remarkable than the popular success of a play requiring such keen constancy of attention, such vivid wakefulness and promptitude of apprehension, as this even more serious than fantastic work of Middleton’s. The vulgarity and puerility of all modern attempts at any comparable effect need not be cited to throw into relief the essential finish, the impassioned intelligence, the high spiritual and literary level, of these crowded and brilliant and vehement five acts. Their extreme cleverness, their indefatigable ingenuity, would in any case have been remarkable: but their fulness of active and poetic life gives them an interest far deeper and higher and more permanent than the mere sense of curiosity and wonder.

But if “A Game at Chess” is especially distinguished by its complete and thorough harmony of execution and design, the lack of any such artistic merit in another famous work of Middleton’s is such as once more to excite that irritating sense of inequality, irregularity, inconstancy of genius and inconsequence of aim, which too often besets and bewilders the student of our early dramatists. There is poetry enough in “The Witch” to furnish forth a whole generation of poeticules: but the construction or composition of the play, the arrangement and evolution of event, the distinction or development of character, would do less than little credit to a boy of twelve; who at any rate would hardly have thought of patching up so ridiculous a reconciliation between intending murderers and intended victims as here exceeds in absurdity the chaotic combination of accident and error which disposes of inconvenient or superfluous underlings. But though neither Mr. Dyce nor Mr. Bullen has been at all excessive or unjust in his animadversions on these flagrant faults and follies, neither editor has given his author due credit for the excellence of style, of language and versification, which makes this play readable throughout with pleasure, if not always without impatience. Fletcher himself, the acknowledged master of the style here adopted by Middleton, has left no finer example of metrical fluency and melodious ease. The fashion of dialogue and composition is no doubt rather feminine than masculine: Marlowe and Jonson, Webster and Beaumont, Tourneur and Ford — to cite none but the greatest of authorities in this kind — wrote a firmer if not a freer hand, struck a graver if not a sweeter note of verse: this rapid effluence of easy expression is liable to lapse into conventional efflux of facile improvisation: but such command of it as Middleton’s is impossible to any but a genuine and a memorable poet.

As for the supposed obligations of Shakespeare to Middleton or Middleton to Shakespeare, the imaginary relations of “The Witch” to “Macbeth” or “Macbeth” to “The Witch,” I can only say that the investigation of this subject seems to me as profitable as a research into the natural history of snakes in Iceland. That the editors to whom we owe the miserably defaced and villanously garbled text which is all that has reached us of “Macbeth,” not content with the mutilation of the greater poet, had recourse to the interpolation of a few superfluous and incongruous lines or fragments from the lyric portions of the lesser poet’s work — that the players who mangled Shakespeare were the pilferers who plundered Middleton — must be obvious to all but those (if any such yet exist anywhere) who are capable of believing the unspeakably impudent assertion of those mendacious malefactors that they have left us a pure and perfect edition of Shakespeare. These passages are all thoroughly in keeping with the general tone of the lesser work: it would be tautology to add that they are no less utterly out of keeping with the general tone of the other. But in their own way nothing can be finer: they have a tragic liveliness in ghastliness, a grotesque animation of horror, which no other poet has ever conceived or conveyed to us. The difference between Michael Angelo and Goya, Tintoretto and Gustave Doré, does not quite efface the right of the minor artists to existence and remembrance.

The strange and strangely beautiful tragic poem, which could not have come down to us under a stupider or a less appropriate name than that apparently conferred on it by the licenser of “The Second Maiden’s Tragedy,” must by all evidence of internal and external probability be almost unquestionably assigned to the hand of Middleton. The masterly daring of the stage effect, which cannot or should not be mistaken for the merely theatrical audacity of a headlong impressionist at any price, is not more characteristic of the author than the tender and passionate fluency of the flawless verse. The rather eccentric intermittency of the supernatural action is a no less obviously plausible reason for assigning it to the creator of so realistic a witch and so singular a succubus. But such a dramatic poem as this would be a conspicuous jewel in the crown of any but a supremely great dramatist and poet. And the musical or metrical harmony of the verse, imperceptible as it may be or rather must always be to the long-eared dunces who can only think to hear through their clumsy fingers, is so like Fletcher’s as to suggest that if any part of Shakespeare’s “King Henry VIII.” is attributable to a lesser hand than his it may far more plausibly be assigned to Middleton’s than to Fletcher’s. Had it or could it have been the work of Fletcher, the clamorous and multitudinous satellites who preferred him with such furious fatuity of acclamation to so inconsiderable a rival as Shakespeare would hardly have abstained from reclaiming it on behalf of the great poet whom it pleased their imbecility to set so far above one so immeasurably and so unutterably greater.

The tragedy of “Women Beware Women,” whether or not it be accepted as the masterpiece of Middleton, is at least an excellent example of the facility and fluency and equable promptitude of style which all students will duly appreciate and applaud in the riper and completer work of this admirable poet. It is full to overflowing of noble eloquence, of inventive resource and suggestive effect, of rhetorical affluence and theatrical ability. The opening or exposition of the play is quite masterly: and the scene in which the forsaken husband is seduced into consolation by the temptress of his wife is worthy of all praise for the straightforward ingenuity and the serious delicacy by which the action is rendered credible and the situation endurable. But I fear that few or none will be found to disagree with my opinion that no such approbation or tolerance can be reasonably extended so as to cover or condone the offences of either the underplot or the upshot of the play. The one is repulsive beyond redemption by elegance of style, the other is preposterous beyond extenuation on the score of logical or poetical justice. Those who object on principle to solution by massacre must object in consistency to the conclusions of “Hamlet” and “King Lear”; nor are the results of Webster’s tragic invention more questionable or less inevitable than the results of Shakespeare’s: but the dragnet of murder which gathers in the characters at the close of this play is as promiscuous in its sweep as that cast by Cyril Tourneur over the internecine shoal of sharks who are hauled in and ripped open at the close of “The Revenger’s Tragedy.” Had Middleton been content with the admirable subject of his main action, he might have given us a simple and unimpeachable masterpiece: and even as it is he has left us a noble and memorable work. It is true that the irredeemable infamy of the leading characters degrades and deforms the nature of the interest excited: the good and gentle old mother whose affectionate simplicity is so gracefully and attractively painted passes out of the story and drops out of the list of actors just when some redeeming figure is most needed to assuage the dreariness of disgust with which we follow the fortunes of so meanly criminal a crew: and the splendid eloquence of the only other respectable person in the play is not of itself sufficient to make a living figure, rather than the mere mouthpiece for indignant emotion, of so subordinate and inactive a character as the Cardinal. The lower comedy of the play is identical in motive with that which defaces the master-work of Ford: more stupid and offensive it hardly could be. But the high comedy of the scene between Livia and the Widow is as fine as the best work in that kind left us by the best poets and humorists of the Shakespearean age; it is not indeed unworthy of the comparison with Chaucer’s which it suggested to the all but impeccable judgment of Charles Lamb.

The lack of moral interest and sympathetic attraction in the characters and the story, which has been noted as the principal defect in the otherwise effective composition of “Women Beware Women,” is an objection which cannot be brought against the graceful tragicomedy of “The Spanish Gipsy.” Whatever is best in the tragic or in the romantic part of this play bears the stamp of Middleton’s genius alike in the sentiment and the style. “The code of modern morals,” to borrow a convenient phrase from Shelley, may hardly incline us to accept as plausible or as possible the repentance and the redemption of so brutal a ruffian as Roderigo: but the vivid beauty of the dialogue is equal to the vivid interest of the situation which makes the first act one of the most striking in any play of the time. The double action has some leading points in common with two of Fletcher’s, which have nothing in common with each other: Merione in “The Queen of Corinth” is less interesting than Clara, but the vagabonds of “Beggars’ Bush” are more amusing than Rowley’s or Middleton’s. The play is somewhat deficient in firmness or solidity of construction: it is, if such a phrase be permissible, one of those half-baked or underdone dishes of various and confused ingredients, in which the cook’s or the baker’s hurry has impaired the excellent materials of wholesome bread and savory meat. The splendid slovens who served their audience with spiritual work in which the gods had mixed “so much of earth, so much of heaven, and such impetuous blood” — the generous and headlong purveyors who lavished on their daily provision of dramatic fare such wealth of fine material and such prodigality of superfluous grace — the foremost followers of Marlowe and of Shakespeare were too prone to follow the impetuous example of the first rather than the severe example of the second. There is perhaps not one of them — and Middleton assuredly is not one — whom we can reasonably imagine capable of the patience and self-respect which induced Shakespeare to rewrite the triumphantly popular parts of Romeo, of Falstaff, and of Hamlet with an eye to the literary perfection and permanence of work which in its first light outline had won the crowning suffrage of immediate or spectacular applause.

The rough-and-ready hand of Rowley may be traced, not indeed in the more high-toned passages, but in many of the most animated scenes of “The Spanish Gipsy.” In the most remarkable of the ten masks or interludes which appear among the collected works of Middleton the two names are again associated. To the freshness, liveliness, and spirited ingenuity of this little allegorical comedy Mr. Bullen has done ample justice in his excellent critical introduction. “The Inner-Temple Masque,” less elaborate than “The World Tost at Tennis,” shows no lack of homely humor and invention: and in the others there is as much waste of fine flowing verse and facile fancy as ever excited the rational regret of a modern reader at the reckless profusion of literary power which the great poets of the time were content to lavish on the decoration or exposition of an ephemeral pageant. Of Middleton’s other minor works, apocryphal or genuine, I will only say that his authorship of “Microcynicon” — a dull and crabbed imitation of Marston’s worst work as a satirist — seems to me utterly incredible. A lucid and melodious fluency of style is the mark of all his metrical writing; and this stupid piece of obscure and clumsy jargon could have been the work of no man endowed with more faculty of expression than informs or modulates the whine of an average pig. Nor is it rationally conceivable that the Thomas Middleton who soiled some reams of paper with what he was pleased to consider or to call a paraphrase of the “Wisdom of Solomon” can have had anything but a poet’s name in common with a poet. This name is not like that of the great writer whose name is attached to “The Transformed Metamorphosis”: there can hardly have been two Cyril Tourneurs in the field, but there may well have been half a dozen Thomas Middletons. And Tourneur’s abortive attempt at allegoric discourse is but a preposterous freak of prolonged eccentricity: this paraphrase is simply a tideless and interminable sea of limitless and inexhaustible drivel. There are three reasons — two of them considerable, but the third conclusive — for assigning to Middleton the two satirical tracts in the style of Nash, or rather of Dekker, which appeared in the same year with his initials subscribed to their prefatory addresses. Mr. Dyce thought they were written by the poet whose ready verse and realistic humor are both well represented in their text: Mr. Bullen agrees with Mr. Dyce in thinking that they are the work of Middleton. And Mr. Carew Hazlitt thinks that they are not.

No such absolute and final evidence as this can be adduced in favor or disfavor of the theory which would saddle the reputation of Middleton with the authorship of a dull and disjointed comedy, the work (it has hitherto been supposed) of the German substitute for Shakespeare. Middleton has no doubt left us more crude and shapeless plays than “The Puritan”; none, in my opinion — excepting always his very worst authentic example of farce or satire, “The Family of Love” — so heavy and so empty and so feeble. If it must be assigned to any author of higher rank than the new Shakespeare, I would suggest that it is much more like Rowley’s than like Middleton’s worst work. Of the best qualities which distinguish either of these writers as poet or as humorist, it has not the shadow or the glimmer of a vestige.

In the last and the greatest work which bears their united names — a work which should suffice to make either name immortal if immortality were other than an accidental attribute of genius — the very highest capacity of either poet is seen at its very best. There is more of mere poetry, more splendor of style and vehemence of verbal inspiration, in the work of other poets then writing for the stage: the two masterpieces of Webster are higher in tone at their highest, more imaginative and more fascinating in their expression of terrible or of piteous truth: there are more superb harmonies, more glorious raptures of ardent and eloquent music, in the sometimes unsurpassed and unsurpassable poetic passion of Cyril Tourneur. But even Webster’s men seem but splendid sketches, as Tourneur’s seem but shadowy or fiery outlines, beside the perfect and living figure of De Flores. The man is so horribly human, so fearfully and wonderfully natural, in his single-hearted brutality of devotion, his absolute absorption of soul and body by one consuming force of passionately cynical desire, that we must go to Shakespeare for an equally original and an equally unquestionable revelation of indubitable truth. And in no play by Beaumont and Fletcher is the concord between the two partners more singularly complete in unity of spirit and of style than throughout the tragic part of this play. The underplot from which it most unluckily and absurdly derives its title is very stupid, rather coarse, and almost vulgar: but the two great parts of Beatrice and De Flores are equally consistent, coherent, and sustained in the scenes obviously written by Middleton and in the scenes obviously written by Rowley. The subordinate part taken by Middleton in Dekker’s play of “The Honest Whore” is difficult to discern from the context or to verify by inner evidence: though some likeness to his realistic or photographic method may be admitted as perceptible in the admirable picture of Bellafront’s morning reception at the opening of the second act of the first part. But here we may assert with fair confidence that the first and the last scenes of the play bear the indisputable sign-manual of William Rowley. His vigorous and vivid genius, his somewhat hard and curt directness of style and manner, his clear and trenchant power of straightforward presentation or exposition, may be traced in every line as plainly as the hand of Middleton must be recognized in the main part of the tragic action intervening. To Rowley, therefore, must be assigned the very high credit of introducing and of dismissing with adequate and even triumphant effect the strangely original tragic figure which owes its fullest and finest development to the genius of Middleton. To both poets alike must unqualified and equal praise be given for the subtle simplicity of skill with which they make us appreciate the fatal and foreordained affinity between the ill-favored, rough-mannered, broken-down gentleman and the headstrong, unscrupulous, unobservant girl whose very abhorrence of him serves only to fling her down from her high station of haughty beauty into the very clutch of his ravenous and pitiless passion. Her cry of horror and astonishment at first perception of the price to be paid for a service she had thought to purchase with mere money is so wonderfully real in its artless and ingenuous sincerity that Shakespeare himself could hardly have bettered it:

Why, ’tis impossible thou canst be so wicked, And shelter such a cunning cruelty, To make his death the murderer of my honor!

That note of incredulous amazement that the man whom she has just instigated to the commission of murder “can be so wicked” as to have served her ends for any end of his own beyond the pay of a professional assassin is a touch worthy of the greatest dramatist that ever lived. The perfect simplicity of expression is as notable as the perfect innocence of her surprise; the candid astonishment of a nature absolutely incapable of seeing more than one thing or holding more than one thought at a time. That she, the first criminal, should be honestly shocked as well as physically horrified by revelation of the real motive which impelled her accomplice into crime, gives a lurid streak of tragic humor to the life-like interest of the scene; as the pure infusion of spontaneous poetry throughout redeems the whole work from the charge of vulgar subservience to a vulgar taste for the presentation or the contemplation of criminal horror. Instances of this happy and natural nobility of instinct abound in the casual expressions which give grace and animation always, but never any touch of rhetorical transgression or florid superfluity, to the brief and trenchant sword-play of the tragic dialogue:

That sigh would fain have utterance: take pity on’t, And lend it a free word; ‘las, how it labors For liberty! I hear the murmur yet Beat at your bosom.

The wording of this passage is sufficient to attest the presence and approve the quality of a poet: the manner and the moment of its introduction would be enough to show the instinctive and inborn insight of a natural dramatist. As much may be said of the few words which give us a ghostly glimpse of supernatural terror:

Ha! what art thou that tak’st away the light Betwixt that star and me! I dread thee not: ’Twas but a mist of conscience.

But the real power and genius of the work cannot be shown by extracts — not even by such extracts as these. His friend and colleague Dekker shows to better advantage by the process of selection: hardly one of his plays leaves so strong and sweet an impression of its general and complete excellence as of separate scenes or passages of tender and delicate imagination or emotion beyond the reach of Middleton: but the tragic unity and completeness of conception which distinguish this masterpiece will be sought in vain among the less firm and solid figures of his less serious and profound invention. Had “The Changeling” not been preserved, we should not have known Middleton: as it is, we are more than justified in asserting that a critic who denies him a high place among the poets of England must be not merely ignorant of the qualities which involve a right or confer a claim to this position, but incapable of curing his ignorance by any process of study. The rough and rapid work which absorbed too much of this poet’s time and toil seems almost incongruous with the impression made by the noble and thoughtful face, so full of gentle dignity and earnest composure, in which we recognize the graver and loftier genius of a man worthy to hold his own beside all but the greatest of his age. And that age was the age of Shakespeare.
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IT should be an editor’s aim to cultivate a nice sense of proportion and eschew exaggeration. Uncritical eulogy has the effect of irritating or repelling the reader; and when a poet has stood the test of time for nearly three centuries, his position needs no strengthening by violent displays of editorial zeal. Middleton’s most recent critic (The writer of the anonymous article on Middleton in the ninth edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica.) has not hesitated to affirm that “in daring and happy concentration of imagery, and a certain imperial confidence in the use of words, he of all the dramatists of that time is the disciple that comes nearest to the master.” The reader who gives to these volumes the study they deserve will discover that this statement is not made at random, but is the mature judgment of a balanced mind. The comedies of intrigue show ready invention and craftsmanlike skill, though the plots are sometimes thin and the humour often gross; for dignity of moral sentiment the serious scenes of A Fair Quarrel have hardly been surpassed; The Changeling, Women beware Women, and The Spanish Gipsy are among the highest achievements of the English drama.

Thomas Middleton was the only son of William Middleton, gentleman, who settled in London, and there married Anne, daughter of William Snow. The date of the dramatist’s birth may be fixed arc. 1570; and it is probable that he was born in the metropolis. There is no evidence to show whether he received an academical training. A Thomas Middleton was admitted member of Gray’s Inn in 1593, and another in 1596; the earlier entry probably refers to the dramatist.

In 1597 Middleton began his literary career with The
Wisdom of Solomon Paraphrased. As we know of no other writer of the same name, I fear we must hold the dramatist responsible for this intolerable and interminable performance. The fluency of the versification is aggravating to the last degree. Through stanza after stanza and page after page we plod, vainly hoping to find something to reward us, some flash of inspiration; and when we reach the end, we are too dejected to congratulate ourselves on our release. It is extraordinary that a man of Middleton’s brilliant ability should have perpetrated so insipid a piece of work. When the dramatists turned their hands to sacred subjects, the result was seldom satisfactory; but few have shown themselves so ill-fitted as Middleton for this class of composition.

Middleton was again before the public in 1599 with Microcynicon, Six Snarling Satyres. His name is not on the title-page, but some preliminary stanzas, headed His Defiance to Envy, are signed “T. M. Gent.;” and there is no reason to doubt that the initials belong to the dramatist. These satires call for little comment. “Brief, but tedious,” will be the censure of most readers, and I dare not question the justice of the finding. Following in the steps of Marston and Hall, Middleton thought it necessary to adopt a rugged rhythm and barbarous phraseology. At the time of publication these “snarling satyres” may have interested a small esoteric circle of readers, who were able to read between the lines and applaud the hits; but the salt has long since lost its savour.

We cannot determine at what date Middleton began to write for the stage. The earliest reference to him in Henslowe’s Diary (ed. Collier, p. 221) is an entry dated 22nd May r6o2, from which it appears that he was then engaged with Munday, Drayton, Webster, and some others not named, in writing a play called Caesar’s Fall, for which Henslowe advanced five pounds on account. Under date 29th May (ibid p. 222) is an entry recording the payment of three pounds to Dekker, Drayton, Middleton, Webster, and Munday for a play called too harpes, i.e. Two Harpies. On 21st October (ibid p. 227) Middleton received four pounds in part payment for The Chester Tragedy, and on 9th November two pounds “in fulle paymente of his playe called Randowlle earlle of Chester” (ibid p. 228), which was doubtless the same piece as The Chester Tragedy. From an entry dated 14th December 1602 (ibid p. 228) we learn that Middleton was paid five shillings for writing a prologue and epilogue to Greene’s Friar Bacon, when that play was revived at court. There is another entry (ibid p. 241), dated 2d October 1602, recording the payment of twenty shillings to Middleton on account of an unnamed play written for Lord Worcester’s company. Time, which “hath an art to make dust of all things,” has spared neither Caesar’s Fall, nor the Two Harpies, nor The Chester Tragedy (which Malone in a moment of forgetfulness identified with the Mayor of Queenborough), nor the prologue and epilogue to Friar Bacon.

In 1602, then, Middleton was closely employed in dramatic writing; but it is fairly certain that he had begun work a few years earlier. The date 1599 has been assigned to the excellent comedy The Old Law, which was first published in 1656 as the work of Massinger, Middleton, and Rowley. If the play was written in 1599 (a point on which we cannot speak with certainty), Massinger could have had no hand in the original composition, for in 1599 he was a youth of fifteen. Probably Massinger did no more than revise the play on the occasion of its revival at the Salisbury Court Theatre; I doubt whether he added a single scene. Rowley’s share was certainly considerable. When he is writing at his best, Rowley is one of the drollest of writers. He was a poor hand at constructing plots; he was often guilty of the most atrocious absurdities; his verse hobbled badly when it came from his pen, and in its passage through the press was reduced by the old printers to a rudis indigestaque moles; he roared like a bull of Bashan when he ought to have been dignified. But he had a genuine gift of humour; and at times (as in A Woman never Vext and passages of All’s Lost by Lust) he could wring our heart-strings with pity. I would unhesitatingly assign to him the scene (iii. 1) where Gnotho, anxious to put away his old wife Agatha and take a younger, bribes the parish-clerk to alter the date in the register. The conclusion of The Old Law is the drollest of all drolleries. To the relief of the old courtiers and the dismay of their gaping heirs, Evander, the Duke, has just pronounced void the law which condemned to death all men of fourscore years and all women of threescore. At this moment Gnotho and his friends are seen approaching in riotous mirth, preceded by a band of fiddlers and followed by the sorrowing wives, who are being conducted to execution. Gnotho, more forward than the rest, has a double business in hand; he is provided with his new bride, and when he has seen Agatha despatched by the hangman, he will, proceed to church to solemnise the second marriage. “Crowd on afore!” he shouts impatiently to the fiddlers. The Duke calls a halt and inquires the meaning of the procession. Gnotho, anxious to make an end of the business, very briefly explains, and then shouts again to the fiddlers “Crowd on!” Evander demands more light on the matter, but Gnotho is in no mood for parleying. “A lusty woman, able-bodied, and well-blooded cheeks,” says Evander, eyeing Agatha; “sure I cannot think that she be so old,” — to which Gnotho replies that he will bet Evander two to one she is of the full age. Evander commits the case to the consideration of the old courtiers. Gnotho listens with amused pity while they sternly denounce his conduct, and when they have ended exclaims, “A mess of wise old men! ye are good old men, and talk as age will give you leave.” But at length, by slow degrees, he is brought to realise the true state of affairs. There is nothing in Massinger’s or Middleton’s plays to match the drollery of this scene; but whoever has read Rowley knows what a rich vein of whimsical humour he could sometimes discover. Yet in this very scene Middleton’s presence is plainly visible; the humour is Rowley’s, but without Middleton’s help the Duke and old courtiers would not have preserved so dignified a demeanour. To Middleton probably belong all the serious parts of the play. The scenes in which the wantonness of the young court-gallants and Eugenia is so spiritedly represented are unquestionably by Middleton, and the talk of the lawyers in the opening scene is quite in his manner. The Old Law was a favourite with Charles Lamb, who wrote of it—” There is an exquisiteness of moral sensibility, making one to gush out tears of delight, and a poetical strangeness in all the improbable circumstances of this wild play, which are unlike anything in the dramas which Massinger wrote alone. The pathos is of a subtler edge. Middleton and Rowley, who assisted in this play, had both of them finer geniuses than their associate.” Whether the plot was original or borrowed I cannot say. A few years ago Anthony Trollope constructed a slight novel, The Fixed Period, with a plot of somewhat similar character. There is only one quarto of The Old Law, published in 1656, and the text is deplorably corrupt. Numerous emendations, sometimes excellent and sometimes needless, were made by Monk Mason and Gifford. Perhaps I ought to have allowed myself more freedom in the matter of emendation. Among my corrections there are two I regard as tolerably certain. Hippolita pleading before the young courtiers for the life of her old father-in-law, says (v i):

 

“For yet, methinks, you bear the shapes of men, 

(Though nothing more than merely beautifeaus


To make you appear angels),” &c.

 

Gifford converted the italicised words into “merely beauty serves,” and this emendation was adopted by Dyce; but Gifford’s reading is quite unintelligible. My own correction, “mercy beautifies,” is, I venture to think, unassailable. Again: Leonides, admiring his daughter-in-law’s devotion, exclaims — 

 

“That the stronger tie of wedlock should do more 

Than nature in her nearest ligaments 

Of blood and propagation! I should ne’er 

Have begot such a daughter of my own.”

 

Gifford and Dyce read “strong” for “stranger.” The true reading is certainly “stranger,” which gives us the desired antithesis.

Dyce considered the tragi-comedy of The Mayor of Queenborough (first printed in 1661) to be one of Middleton’s earliest plays. I do not follow him in laying stress on dumb-shows as evidence towards fixing the date. We have a dumb-show in The Changeling, which is certainly one of Middleton’s maturest works. Webster gives us dumb-shows in The White Devil. My own view is that The Mayor of Queenborough was originally an early play, but that it underwent considerable revision at a later date? and has descended in its revised form. In iv. 3 (see vol ii p. 86) there are some lines which contain a resemblance, too close to be accidental, to a passage in The Tempest. Middleton frequently imitates Shakespeare, but it is hardly likely that Shakespeare (as Reed supposed) was on this occasion returning the compliment. Many passages are so strikingly fine that I cannot but believe them to have been written when Middleton’s genius was in its full maturity. What a grip there is in such lines as these! — 

 

“We are all, my lord, 

The sons of fortune; she has sent us forth


To thrive by the red sweat of our own merits.”

 

Or take these lines on woman’s lust: — 

 

“’Tis her cunning, 

The love of her own lust, which makes a woman 

Gallop down hill as fearless as a drunkard.”

 

Or these on Thong Castle: — 

 

“Why, here’s a fabric that implies eternity; 

The building plain but most substantial; 

Methinks it looks as if it mock’d all ruin, 

Saving that master-piece of consummation, 

The end of time, which must consume even ruin, 

And eat that into cinders.”

 

Again and again we are arrested by the bold utterance, the fine dramatic ring of the verse. Yet the play as a whole leaves little impression on the mind, and has the appearance of being an immature production. The odd confusion of chronology is a mark of youthful treatment. Only at an early stage of his career would Middleton have ventured to introduce a Puritan into a chronicle play which deals with Hengist and Horsus. Rowley, who wrote The Birth of Merlin, would have had not the slightest hesitation in the matter, and Heywood was equally indifferent; but Middleton in his mature work shows due respect for chronology. The plot is repulsive. Vortiger is a monster of iniquity, and his brutality towards his gentle wife, Castiza, is peculiarly disgusting. Roxana is a creature of lust, effrontery, and guile. Middleton’s later studies of depraved feminine character are among his highest achievements; but Roxana cannot for a moment compare with Bianca in Women beware Women or Beatrice in The Changeling. The comic scenes were doubtless effective on the stage; they are somewhat tiresome by the fireside. In Rowley’s hands the Mayor would have been a more amusing figure. It is for the detached passages of noble poetry that students will value this tragi-comedy, which is admirably adapted for purposes of quotation. Lamb has introduced one short extract from it into his essay The Superannuated Man:—” I no longer hunt after pleasure; I let it come to me. I am like the man 

 

‘that’s born and has his years come to him 

In some green desert.’

 

The extract is from i. I, where Constantius seeks to be relieved from assuming the cares of royalty: — 

 

“I know no more the way to temporal rule 

Than he that’s born and has his years come to him 

In a rough desert.”

 

It will be perceived that by the change of rough into green, Lamb has given a novel significance to the passage.

First on the list of Middleton’s printed plays is Blurt, Master Constable, 1602, a sprightly, well-written play, containing some charming poetry. The scene is laid in Venice. Hippolito and Camillo, returning from the wars, are received by Hippolito’s sister, Violetta. Camillo, a suitor to Violetta, has brought with him as prisoner a French gentleman, Fontinelle, whom he delivers into his mistress’s hands as a trophy of war. Charmed with his grace of manner, Violetta falls in love with her prisoner at first sight; and her passion is reciprocated. The lovers contrive to baffle the machinations of Hippolito and Camillo, and at length are secretly married. Severe censure has been passed, quite undeservedly, on the conclusion of the play. Professor A. W. Ward, who usually takes pains to be scrupulously accurate, observes in his account of Middleton (Engl. Dram. Lit., ii. 74):— “The lightness and gaiety of writing in Blurt, Master Constable (printed 1602), cannot render tolerable a play with so vile a plot. Beginning pleasantly, and indeed prettily enough, with the sudden passion of a lady for the prisoner brought home from the wars by her lover, it ends offensively with the unfaithfulness of the prisoner, who has escaped and married the lady, and is finally brought back to her by a device which resembles a parody on the plot of All’s Well that Ends Well.” But, if I have read the play rightly, Mr. Ward has misstated the matter. Hippolito and Camillo, in their anxiety to effectually sunder the young lovers, endeavour to clap up a match between Fontinelle and the courtesan Imperia. Hippolito broaches the matter to Imperia, and — that she may not buy a pig in a poke — sends her Fontinelle’s portrait; she is delighted with the portrait and welcomes the proposal. In iii i, Hippolito and Camillo offer Fontinelle his liberty if he will marry Imperia, but he indignantly rejects the proposal and is sent back to prison. Frisco, the courtesan’s page, is then employed to visit the prisoner and use his powers of persuasion. At this point the plot is not so plain as we could have wished, and it is probable that a scene between Frisco and Fontinelle has been lost. A plan of escape is devised during the prison conference: Fontinelle is to change clothes with Frisco and repair to the courtesan’s house. Meanwhile Fontinelle sends by Frisco a letter to Violetta, bidding her come at midnight to Saint Lorenzo’s monastery, and bring a friar to conduct the marriage. The poet leaves us to fill in details. When the marriage had been solemnised, it remained for the bride and bridegroom to seek a place of shelter. What was to be done, for the hour was late? The course they took is as plain as day. It was agreed that Fontinelle should go to the courtesan’s house, pretending that he had come to carry out his engagement, and that Violetta should presently follow to claim her husband. It is a violent absurdity to suppose that Fontinelle’s speech to Imperia in v. 2 is the language of genuine passion: — 

 

“Now, by the heart of love, my Violet 

Is a foul weed (O pure Italian flower!)

 

She a black negro, to the white compare 

Of this unequalled beauty. O most accurst, 

That I have given her leave to challenge me!

But, lady, poison speaks Italian well, 

And in her loath’d kiss I’ll include her hell.”

 

The parenthesised words ought to be enough for any reader; but we have, besides, the explicit statement of Violetta at the close of the play: — 

 

“My Fontinelle ne’er dallied in her arms; 

She never bound his heart with amorous charms:

 

My Fontinelle ne’er loathed my sweet embrace:

She never drew love’s picture by his face:

With prayers and bribes we hired her both to lie Under that roof.”

 

Of course I do not deny that it would have been more decorous for the marriage-night to have been spent under some other roof than the courtesan’s; but it must be remembered that the young lovers were not in a position to pick and choose their lodging. Helena’s device in All’s Well seems to me far less defensible than Violetta’s. Fontinelle’s conduct throughout is the conduct of an honourable gentleman. I am sorry that Mr. Ward should have misrepresented the plot; but I allow that Middleton ought to have rendered such misrepresentation impossible by supplying more details and leaving less to the reader’s imagination. It is not easy to carry in one’s head the plots of several hundreds of plays; and so careful a stage-historian as Mr. Ward may well claim indulgence for occasional lapses.

We may assume that Middleton’s marriage with Mary, daughter of Edward Morbeck, one of the six clerks in Chancery, took place in 1602 or 1603; for his son Edward was born in 1604. There were no other children of the marriage.

In 1604 were published two interesting tracts, Father Hubbard’s Tale, or the Ant and the Nightingale, and The Black Book; the former was entered in the Stationers’ Books on 3rd January 1603-4, and the latter on 22nd of the following March. The address To the Reader prefixed to Father Hubbard’s Tale is signed T. M., and the Epistle to the Reader prefixed to The Black Book bears the same initials. There cannot be the slightest doubt that these initials belong to the dramatist. With a light hand the writer exposes the foibles and vices of the time. He was evidently a great admirer of Nashe — to whom he makes many allusions — and reflects in his own pages something of Nashe’s marvellous brilliancy. To students of the social life of the early seventeenth century these tracts — and similar writings of Dekker and Rowlands — are invaluable. In Father Hubbard’s Tale we are shown how a rich young spendthrift squanders in dicing and debauchery the hard-earned fruits of his father’s parsimony, until at length he is driven to join the ranks of the sharpers who have fleeced him, and assists in ruining other young heirs. The elaborate description of the young prodigal’s apparel is quite in Nashe’s vein of whimsical extravagance. We are conducted in The Black Book through the rowdiest parts of the metropolis, Turnbull Street and Birchin Lane, the haunts of drabs and thieves. Middleton’s knowledge of London, like Sam Weller’s, was extensive and peculiar.

In the same year (1604) Middleton assisted Dekker in the composition of The Honest Whore. We find in Henslow’s Diary (ed. Collier, p. 232) the following entry: — 

 

“Lent unto the company, to geve unto Thomas Deckers and Middelton, in earnest of ther Playe called the pasyent man and the onest hore, the some of v 1604.”

 

The First Part of The Honest Whore was issued in 1604, and the Second Part in 1630: on the title-pages of both parts only Dekker’s name is found. I agree with Dyce that Middleton’s share in this play was inconsiderable. Dekker had, as Lamb says, “poetry enough for anything.” His sympathy with sinful and sorrowing humanity was genuine and deep; but his poignant feelings sometimes found expression in language which seems to have the air of insincerity. In the fine scenes where Hippolito implores Bellafront to abandon her vicious course of life, and again where he strives to undo the effect of his former teaching, one feels that the arguments and illustrations are enforced with over-heated vehemence. This note of exaggeration is never absent from Dekker’s work; he let his fancy have full swing and did not write “with slower pen.” But he was the most natural of writers, lovable at all points, full of simplicity and tenderness. The character of Orlando Friscobaldo is drawn in Dekker’s cheeriest, sunniest manner. I would ascribe to Middleton the scenes (i. 5 and iii. 1) where the gallants endeavour to irritate the patient Candido. Bellafront’s preparations for receiving visitors, and the conduct of the gallants on their arrival (ii. 1), closely recall a scene in Michaelmas Term (iii. 1). In these scenes, and in a few comic scenes of the Second Part, we recognise Middleton’s hand, but hardly elsewhere.

About the time when the First Part of The Honest Whore was composed, Dekker went out of his way to acknowledge a slight obligation under which he lay towards Middleton. On the 15th March 1603-4, King James, with the Queen and Prince Henry, paid a state visit to the City, and Dekker was employed to write a pageant for the occasion. When the pageant was printed (1604), he appended to the speech of Zeal the following note:—” If there be any glory to be won by writing these lines, I do freely bestow it, as his due, on Tho. Middleton, in whose brain they were begotten, though they were delivered here: quæ nos non fecimus ipsi, vix ea nostra voco.” As the speech is only sixty lines long, it is curious — considering how indifferent the dramatists were to literary etiquette — that he should have made this acknowledgment. Had Middleton’s share in The Honest Whore been at all considerable, we may be tolerably sure that his name would not have been omitted from the title-page.

After 1604 Middleton published nothing until 1607, in which year appeared The Phoenix’ and Michaelmas Term. Both these comedies are full of life and movement. Phoenix, son of the Duke of Ferrara, is solicited by his father, at the instance of some disaffected courtiers, to travel in foreign parts that he may gain observation and experience. He agrees to the proposal, but requests that he may be accompanied only by a single attendant, Fidelio; for he suspects treachery, and is determined to outwit the courtiers. Instead of travelling abroad, he disguises himself and travels in his own kingdom, with the intent not only to keep a sharp eye on the courtiers, but to detect what abuses are rife throughout the land. In the course of his perambulations he discovers notable roguery. There is Tangle, an “old busy turbulent fellow, a villainous maltworm, that eats holes into poor men’s causes,” who talks in a legal jargon that becomes somewhat tedious. Then there is Falso, a justice of the peace, who takes bribes on all sides, and keeps a set of rascally serving-men, who employ their leisure in committing highway robberies. We are also introduced to a worthless sea-captain, who has grown tired of his wife, and signs a bond for the sale of her; and to a wanton city madam, who by robbing her husband supports a needy knight for her pleasure. In this nest of villainy there is found one honest man, Quieto, who (like Candido in The Honest Whore) is at peace with everybody and allows nothing to ruffle his equanimity. There is an abundance of amusing intrigue and lively situations. The poetry put into the mouth of Phoenix is of a high order. Genuine eloquence is shown in the apostrophes to “sober Law, made with meek eyes, persuading action” (i. 4), and to “reverend and honourable Matrimony” (ii. 2). The latter passage, as Dyce remarked, bears some resemblance to the lines beginning “Hail, wedded Love!” in the fourth book of Paradise Lost.

In Michaelmas Term we see a young gentleman, Master Easy, caught in the snares of a griping usurer, Quomodo. Tighter and tighter in each successive scene the meshes close round the victim. In the end all comes right; villainy overreaches itself, and Master Easy not only gets back his lands, but is left in lawful possession of the bloodsucker’s wife, a spirited woman. Michaelmas Term is full of excellent fun, and the reader has only himself to blame if he fails to find amusement.

Quomodo’s one ambition was to be a landed proprietor When he sees that his dream is about to be realised, his exultation is delightfully comic. He dwells with gusto on the prospect of the Whitsun holidays, when he will ride down to his estate in Essex “with a number of citizens and their wives, some upon pillions, some upon side-saddles,” his son, Sim, riding ahead in a peach-coloured taffeta jacket. There will be good store of logs for Christmas; and he intends to astonish the citizens’ wives by the quality of the fruit from his orchard. His parting words to the victim whom he has fleeced of everything are drolly cordial:—” If it please you, sir, you know the house; you may visit us often, and dine with us once a quarter.”

A Trick to Catch the Old One and The Family of Love were published in 1608: the former had been entered in the Stationers’ Registers on 7th October 1607, and the latter on the T2th of the same month. I do not hesitate to endorse Langbaine’s brief but emphatic judgment on A Trick to Catch the Old One:— “This is an excellent old play.” The plot is as follows. An improvident young gallant, Witgood, who has mortgaged all his property to his usurious uncle, Lucre, repents of his evil courses and is anxious to make a new start. He pretends that he is the accepted suitor to a rich widow from the country. The so-called widow is a courtesan, who throws herself into the scheme with uncommon zest. A shrewd innkeeper is engaged as her serving-man and despatched to Lucre’s house to make inquiries on his mistress’s behalf about Witgood’s fortunes. He feigns to be unaware that he is addressing Witgood’s uncle; he wants to hear from some sober citizen whether the match contemplated by his mistress is desirable, and whether Witgood is a man of substance. Lucre pricks up his ears at once. Poor relatives are a nuisance, but when a timely stroke of luck promotes them to affluence, then the case is altered, and those who formerly neglected them are ready with suit and service, even where little or no personal advantage is to be derived. Lucre is the more pleased to hear of his nephew’s good fortune because he anticipates that the widow’s lands may eventually pass from Witgood’s possession to his own. For some months he had refused to see Witgood, but he now sends a messenger to say that his nephew would be a welcome visitor. Witgood replies that he is very much occupied, and he begs to be excused. Lucre’s eagerness is doubled; he renews the invitation in a more cordial manner. Presently Witgood arrives and is congratulated by his uncle, who cheerfully undertakes to supply his present necessities and stop the mouths of importunate creditors. Then Witgood introduces the widow, with whose appearance Lucre is charmed. Meanwhile the news of the engagement has been noised abroad, and the prodigal’s creditors assemble to congratulate him, vying with each other in pressing their services upon him. The rumour reaches the ears of Onesiphorous Hoard, Lucre’s mortal enemy; and Hoard determines to endeavour to supplant Witgood in the widow’s affections. Taking with him some trusty companions to substantiate his statements, he goes to the widow, exposes Witgood’s former extravagances and present poverty, and proposes himself as a more eligible suitor. The widow professes herself vastly indignant against Witgood and accepts Hoard in his stead. On that very day she was to meet Lucre and Witgood in order to make final arrangements for the marriage. There is no time to be lost; so it is agreed that under some pretext she shall slip from Witgood’s company, whereupon Hoard and his friends will surprise her and carry her by boat to the sanctuary of Cole Harbour, where a parson shall be in attendance. Lucre is furious when he discovers that the prize has been carried off by his hated antagonist. Away he hies with his nephew and friends to Cole Harbour. Hoard has no objection to discuss the situation, for the marriage has just been secretly performed. The courtesan and Lucre converse apart; she pays him home soundly: did he expect that she would marry a beggar? let him restore the lands and then she will marry his nephew. To thwart his adversary he gladly catches at the proposal, and volunteers besides to make his nephew his heir. When the mortgage has been given up, Lucre learns that he has made the sacrifice too late. Meanwhile Witgood is still exercising his brain, anxious to reap the full benefit of the situation. He asserts that there was a pre-contract between himself and the widow, and threatens to bring the matter into a court of law. Hoard is violently alarmed, and eagerly adopts his wife’s proposal that Witgood should be bought off. At first Witgood is inexorable — he will have law; but finally he consents to abandon his claim on condition that his creditors’ demands are satisfied. When this difficulty is settled, Hoard prepares a marriage feast and invites his friends, including Lucre and Witgood (who has meanwhile secretly married Hoard’s niece) among the guests. The denouement is exceedingly amusing. Hoard’s brother, on being introduced to the bride, recognises Witgood’s mistress, and a scene of some confusion follows; but finally Hoard puts a good face on the matter and reminds the guests that “the wedding dinner cools.” It will be seen that in writing this comedy Middleton was more anxious to amuse than to teach a moral lesson. Grave moralists may argue that it is reprehensible for a man to fasten his cast-off mistress on his bride’s uncle; nor am I inclined to dispute the reasonableness of the contention. But we must not bring the squint looks of “budge doctors of the stoic fur” to bear on these airy comedies of intrigue. Middleton could moralise severely enough, when the occasion required; but in the present instance his aim was to provide entertainment, and he succeeds admirably. It is impossible not to admire the happy dexterity with which the mirthful situations are multiplied. The interest never flags for a moment, but is heightened at every turn.

The Family of Love is written with Middleton’s usual freedom and facility. As he had been before the public for some years, it is curious to note the modesty with which he refers to himself in the prologue: — 

 

“If, for opinion hath not blaz’d his fame, 

Nor expectation filled the general round, 

You deem his labours slight,” &c.

 

In the Address to the Reader he mentions that the play was in the press before he had notice of it, “by which means some faults may escape in the printing;” and he adds that “it passed the censure of the stage with a general applause.”

Your Five Gallants was entered in the Stationers’ Registers on 22d March 1607-8, under the title of Fyve Wittie Gallants. The quarto, which is very carelessly printed, bears no date, but was probably published in 1608. The five gallants are “the broker gallant,” “the bawd gallant,” “the cheating gallant,” “the pocket gallant,” “the whore gallant,” — a choice fraternity of vagabonds, whose manner of life is described with much gusto. There is an allusion in iv. 2 to the closing of playhouses in time of plague. The year 1607 was a plague-year. On 12th April the Lord Mayor in a letter to the Lord Chamberlain announced that the plague was increasing in the skirts and confines of the city; and suggested that orders should be given to the justices of Middlesex to interdict the performance of stage-plays at Whitechapel, Shoreditch, Clerkenwell, and other outlying districts.

A Mad World, my Masters? licensed on 12th October 1608 and printed in the same year, is a pleasanter play than the preceding. The characters of Sir Bounteous Progress, the liberal knight who keeps open house for all comers, and Harebrain, the jealous husband, yoked to a demure light-o’-love, are very ably drawn; and the situations are worked out with the adroit briskness that we admired in A Trick to Catch the Old One. The deception practised by the counterfeit players recalls the similar incident in the Mayor of Queenborough. Middleton seems to have been tickled with the notion of converting wanton wagtails into wives. In A Trick to Catch the Old One, Witgood succeeded in marrying his mistress to his wife’s uncle; in A Mad World the tables are turned, and Folly wit finds himself united to his uncle’s mistress. The victims in both cases submit with a good grace. A large part of Mrs. Behn’s City Heiress, 1681, was conveyed from A Mad World.

In 1609 Middleton published a slight tract commemorating the exploits of the adventurous Sir Robert Sherley, the youngest and most remarkable of the Three English Brothers. As the dedication to Sir Thomas Sherley is subscribed “Thomas Middleton,” I have felt bound, against my inclination, to include this uninteresting tract among our author’s works.

The Roaring Girl, written in conjunction with Dekker, was published in 1611. Of Mary Frith, the Roaring Girl, whose adventures are so graphically described by the dramatists, I have given some account in a prefatory note to the play (iv. 3-6). In the Address to the Reader Middleton says:— “Worse things, I must needs confess, the world has taxed her for than has been written of her;” and he concludes with the very proper observation—” We rather wish in such discoveries, where reputation lies bleeding, a slackness of truth than fulness of slander.” Under this judicious treatment the Amazon of the Bankside becomes an attractive figure. She moves among rowdies and profligates without suffering any contamination; she has the thews of a giant and the gentleness of a child, Secure in her “armed and iron maidenhood,” and defying the breath of scandal, she daffs the world aside and chooses a life of frolic freedom. She can converse with rogues and cheats in their cant language, and knows all their tricks and subterfuges. Her hand is heavy on swaggerers, but she has a woman’s ear for a tale of lovers’ distress, and is quick to render efficient aid. The conception is strikingly fresh and original. We can distinguish, I think, with some approach to exactness, Middleton’s share from Dekker’s. Throughout the first act Dekker’s hand is clearly traceable. The description of the furniture in Sir Alexander Wengrave’s house is quite in Dekker’s vein of fantastic extravagance, and is closely paralleled by similar descriptions in the Wonder of a Kingdom. When Sir Alexander says — 

 

“Then, sir, below 

The very floor, as ‘twere, waves to and fro, 

And like a floating island seems to move 

Upon a sea bound in with shores above,”

 we are at once reminded of Torrenti’s boast in a Wonder of a Kingdom — 

 

“I’ll pave my great hall with a floor of clouds, 

Wherein shall move an artificial sun, 

Reflecting round about me golden beams, 

Whose flames shall make the room seem all on fire.”

 

The dullest reader must perceive that the same fancy was at work in both instances. Middleton never indulged in these airy extravagances. Sir Bounteous in A Mad World has far homelier notions of magnificence. The second act opens precisely in Middleton’s manner. The very names of the characters — Laxton, Goshawk, Greenwit, Gallipot, &c. — are evidence in his favour.

This style of nomenclature, which Middleton commonly adopted in his comedies, was not affected by Dekker. Then the characters are just such as we find in other plays of Middleton: Mistress Gallipot may be compared with Mistress Purge in The Family of Love or with Falso’s Daughter in The Phoenix; and Mistress Openwork, the jealous scold, is a repetition of Mistress Glister in The Family of Love. The dialogue is conducted with Middleton’s usual smartness and rapidity. The second scene of act ii., where Sir Alexander, having overheard his son courting Moll, implores him to abandon the suit, has Dekker’s naturalness of sentiment and fluency of metre, a not unpleasing mixture of blank verse and rhyme. Act iii is mainly by Middleton: the feigning of the precontract in the second scene is a repetition of the device in A Trick to Catch the Old One; the conduct of Laxton and Gallipot is precisely the same as that of Witgood and Hoard. As to iv i, where young Wengrave brings the Roaring Girl to his father’s house, I am not at all sure about the authorship, but I incline to Middleton; the next scene, before Gallipot’s house, is evidently Middleton’s for the most part, but the rhymed speeches at the end seem to belong to Dekker. The whole of the fifth act I would ascribe to Dekker. Those who have read Dekker’s Bellman of London and Lanthorn and Candlelight are aware that he made a special study of the cant language of thieves. He has turned this knowledge to account very largely in the last act of the present play.

We next hear of Middleton in 1613, when he was employed to write a pageant, The Triumphs of Truth, to celebrate, the Mayoralty of Sir Thomas Middleton. There are two editions of the pageant, and to the second is appended the “manner of his lordship’s entertainment” at the opening of the New River Head. Pageants are usually tedious, and The Triumphs of Truth is no exception to the rule. The speeches are smoothly written, but the songs are poor. The pageant seems to have been mounted on a costly scale, and some of the emblematic inventions are curious. Envy was represented “eating of a human heart, mounted on a rhinoceros, attired in red silk, suitable to the bloodiness of her manners.” One of the chief features of the pageant was an emblematic representation of the Grocers’ Company (to which Sir Thomas Middleton belonged) in a water-spectacle:—” Then... his Lordship and the worthy company are led forward toward the water-side, where you shall find the river decked in the richest glory to receive him; upon whose crystal bosom stands five islands, artfully garnished with all manner of Indian fruit-trees, drugs, spiceries and the like; the middle island with a fair castle especially beautified;” the castle representing the newly-established forts of the East-India Company. It must have been peculiarly gratifying to the Lord Mayor to read the following exordium, in which modern readers will find a spice of satirical humour:—” Search all chronicles, histories, records, in what language or letter soever; let the inquisitive man waste the dear treasures of his time and eyesight, he shall conclude his life only in this certainty, that there is no subject upon earth received into the place of his government with the like state and magnificence as is the Lord Mayor of the city of London.” What eloquence! what a climax! That sentence ought to be written in letters of gold and set up in the Mansion House as a monument in perpetuum. Middleton then proceeds to impress on the civic authorities the necessity of employing a competent pageant-writer, one whose invention can match the brilliancy of the scenic shows. I am sorry to add that he takes the opportunity to deal a blow at Anthony Munday:—” It would heartily grieve any understanding spirit to behold, many times, so glorious a fire in bounty and goodness offering to match itself with freezing art, sitting in darkness with the candle out, looking like the picture of Black Monday.” Munday came in for plenty of knocks, but his poetical credit stood high in the city; and, in spite of Middleton’s sneer, he was employed as pageant-maker during the next three years.

On 4th January 1613-14, a masque by Middleton, The Mask of Cupid, which was never printed, and of which no MS. is known to exist, was performed at the Merchant Tailors’ Hall, as we learn from the following entry in the City Records (under date 18th January 1613-14):— “Item: it is ordered by the Court that Thomas Middleton Gent, shall be forthwith allowed upon his bill of particulars such recompense and charges, as the committees lately appointed for the ordering of the late solemnities at Merchant Tailors’ Hall shall think meet, for all his disbursements and pains taken by him and others in the last Mask of Cupid, and other shows lately made at the aforesaid Hall by the said Mr. Middleton.”  The solemnities were in honour of the recent marriage of Robert Kerr, Earl of Somerset, to Lady Frances Howard. In Howes’ continuation of Stowe’s Annales (ed. 1615, p. 928) there is an account of the magnificent reception of the infamous pair at Merchant Tailors’ Hall.

The comedy No Wit, No Help like a Woman’s, published in 1657, bears some indications of having been written circ. 1613. Weatherwise, in iii. 1, says:— “If I, that have proceeded in five and twenty such books of astronomy [i e almanacs], should not be able to put down a scholar now in one thousand six hundred and thirty-eight, the dominical letter being G, I stood for a goose.” Among Shirley’s Poems, 1646, is a prologue to a play (acted in Dublin) called No Wit to a Woman’s. This play was without doubt Middleton’s, and the passage quoted above — which suggests the date 1613-14 — was introduced by Shirley on the occasion of the revival of the play at Dublin. Of course Shirley may have been reckoning in round numbers; and perhaps we ought not to put too literal a construction upon the words. From Weatherwise’s references to his almanac, we gather that the play was produced in June. It is one of Middleton’s ablest comedies, but it leaves a somewhat unpleasant taste in the mouth. The characters have more variety than in the earlier comedies. Sir Oliver Twilight is a very humorous and original creation. He will not part with a penny-piece to his son and daughter at their marriage; but they are welcome to live with their partners under his roof and have all their wants supplied: — 

 

“’Tis his pride 

To have his children’s children got successively 

On his forefathers’ feather-beds.”

 

Equally original is Weatherwise, who regulates all his actions by the signs of the zodiac. Savourwit, Sir Oliver’s servant, is a fellow of infinite resources and matchless impudence. The deception practised by Mrs. Low-water, in assuming man’s apparel and going through a mock marriage with the wealthy Lady Goldenfleece, would be a hazardous experiment on the modern stage; but Elizabethan audiences were accustomed to such exhibitions. Philip Twilight is an unsatisfactory character. His mother and sister on their passage to Guernsey had fallen into the hands of privateers, had been separated and sold. After nine years comes a letter from the mother — 

 

“Which related all 

Their taking, selling, separation, 

And never meeting; and withal requir’d 

Six hundred crowns for ransom.”

 

Philip Twilight is sent by his father with the ransom; but instead of applying the money to its proper uses he spends it on his own pleasure. While thus employed he meets with “a sweet young gentlewoman, but one that would not sell her honour for the Indies.” He secretly marries her, and brings her home to his father’s house as his long-lost sister, pretending that he has received sure intelligence abroad of his mother’s death. With the fortunes of a damnable young scoundrel who shows such heartless disregard for his mother’s suffering it is difficulty to have any sympathy. Probably Middleton was following some Italian novel, but it is a pity that he did not represent young Twilight under a pleasanter aspect.

A Chaste Maid in Cheapside, printed in 1630, is stated on the title-page to have been performed by the Lady Elizabeth’s servants at the Swan on the Bankside. I take it on the authority of Mr. Fleay (who has made a special study of the perplexing history of the theatrical companies between 1576 and 1642), that there was no Princess Elizabeth’s company before 1611, and that before 1617 the company had removed to the Cockpit in Drury Lane. Mr. Fleay reminds me (in a private communication) of the statement made by John Taylor, that early in 1613 “all the players except the King’s men had left their usual residency in the Bankside and played in Middlesex, far remote from the Thames.” But as the Princess Elizabeth’s company may have acted occasionally at the Swan after this date, I am not inclined to think that we are justified in saying that the Chaste Maid must have been produced in or before 1613.

The company appears to have left the Bankside because it was unable to compete with the King’s men. After the destruction of the Globe (June 1613), when their too powerful rivals repaired to Blackfriars, the Princess Elizabeth’s company may have returned to their old quarters. The Chaste Maid is the only extant play that we know to have been acted at the Swan. The play is exceedingly diverting, but I cannot conscientiously commend it virginibus puerisque, for the language and situations occasionally show an audacious disregard for propriety. Lamb quoted the exquisitely droll soliloquy in which Master Allwitt, the contented cuckold, describes the blessedness of his lot. If the reader, disregarding the anathemas of virtuous critics, gives the Chaste Maid a hearing, I can promise him plenty of entertainment Civitatis Amor was written to celebrate Charles’s assumption of the title of Prince of Wales (4th November 1616). As the signature “Thomas Middleton” is found in the middle of the pageant, after the song of Peace, it is not improbable that another hand wrote the later part. We may dismiss without comment The Triumphs of Honour and Industry, 1617; The Inner Temple Masque, 16195 and The Triumphs of Love and Antiquity, 1619.

In 1617 appeared the admirable play A Fair Quarrel, in which Middleton was assisted by Rowley; a second edition with additional comic matter followed in the same year. Lamb quoted in his Specimens the duel scene and the scene where Captain Ager before the duel seeks to be resolved of his mother’s honour from her own lips. The exquisite criticism which Lamb passed upon those scenes will be familiar to every reader. It may be said without hesitation that, outside Shakespeare’s highest works, there is nothing in the English drama more affecting, nothing nobler, than the colloquy between Captain Ager and his mother. That scene and the duel scene I believe to belong to Middleton. To such a height of moral dignity and artistic excellence Rowley never attained. We may safely assign to Rowley the boisterous comic scenes. Middleton’s humour is of a quieter character; he had little liking for noisy horse-play. Apart from the scenes where Captain Ager and the Colonel are concerned, I cannot trace Middleton’s hand with any clearness. At the end of the first act Rowley’s metrical harshness strikes upon the ear, and throughout the scenes relating to Fitzallen and Jane we seldom escape from it. The incident of the Physician tempting Jane is very unpleasant, but powerfully treated. Rowley was a writer of high ability, but he was sadly wanting in artistic form and refinement. He is too blunt and emphatic, — there is too much of the fortiter in modo.

In Calendar of Domestic State Papers, under date 19th July 1618, I find— “Licence to Wm. Alley, at nomination of Thomas Middleton, of the sole printing and publishing of a book by Middleton called The Peacemaker, or Great Britain’s Blessing.” The pamphlet here mentioned was printed anonymously in the same year by Thomas Purfoot, and a second edition appeared in 1619. In the British Museum Catalogue it is ascribed to King James; and the mistake is not surprising, for Middleton was hoaxing his readers — posing before the public as his royal master. The preliminary address “to all our true-loving and peace-embracing subjects” reads like James’s ipsissima verba. There is an attempt throughout to keep up the deception; but occasional hints show clearly enough that James was not the writer. In sig. B. i we have “Let England then (the seat of our Salomon) rejoice in her happy government.” It is too absurd to suppose that James would refer to himself as “our Salomon.” A great part of the pamphlet is taken up with a tirade against the practice of duelling, which had been denounced five years earlier in “A Publication of His Majesty’s Edict and severe Censure against private Combats and Combatants.” The circumstances connected with the publication of The Peacemaker are most mysterious. Perhaps Middleton applied to James to allow the pamphlet to be issued with the royal imprimatur, and it is possible that James complied by writing the preliminary address; but more probably the whole business was an elaborate joke on Middleton’s part. The virtuous indignation expressed against tobacco must have pleased James:—” That witch Tobacco, which hath quite blown away the smoke of Hospitality and turned the chimneys of their forefathers into the noses of their children.” The vein of pedantry (assumed for the nonce) must have been equally gratifying to the wise fool. I am puzzled by the pamphlet Much more trouble than usually went to the writing of masques appears to have been spent on The World Tost at Tennis, 1620. Ben Jonson said that “next himself only Fletcher and Chapman could make a masque;” but Middleton and Rowley have amply proved their ability on the present occasion. The invention is ingenious, the speeches are finely written, and the songs are smooth. First comes an Induction, consisting of a lively colloquy between the “the three, ancient and principal receptacles,” Richmond, St. James’s, and Denmark House. Richmond is jealous of the prestige acquired by Denmark House, who in very graceful language quiets her fears by the assurance that all three sisters shall be held in equal honour: — 

 

               “The round year 

In her circumferent arms will fold us all, 

And give us all employment seasonable.

I am for colder hours, when the bleak air 

Bites with an icy tooth: when summer has sear’d, 

And autumn all discolour’d, laid all fallow, 

Pleasure taken house and dwells within doors, 

Then shall my towers smoke and comely show:

But when again the fresher mom appears, 

And the soft spring renews her velvet head, 

St. James’s take my blest inhabitants, 

For she can better entertain them then, 

In larger grounds, in park, sports and delights:

Yet a third season, with the western oars, 

Calls up to Richmond, when the high-heated year 

Is in her solsticy; then she affords 

More sweeter-breathing air, more bounds, more pleasures; 

The hounds’ loud music to the flying stag, 

The feathered talenter to the falling bird, 

The bowman’s twelve-score prick even at the door, 

And to these I could add a hundred more.”

 

The masque opens with a dialogue, marked in the early parts by Rowley’s metrical irregularity, between a soldier and a scholar. While they are deploring the neglect shown to men of their profession, Pallas descends and chides them for their discontent. She begins by affirming that there should be no divorce between arts and arms, — 

 

“For he’s the complete man partakes of both, 

The soul of arts join’d with the flesh of valour, 

And he alone participates with me.”

 

She then proceeds to preach a homily in praise of poverty. The soldier ventures to respectfully reply, “there’s yet a competence which we come short of.” To this Pallas rejoins that the cause may be as much “in your own negligence as our slow blessings but they shall prefer their complaints to Jupiter, who presently descends to the sound of music. Jupiter delivers his views after a very trenchant fashion: — 

 

“’Tis more than Jupiter Can do to please ‘em: unsatisfied man 

Has in his ends no end; not hell’s abyss 

Is deeper gulf’d than greedy avarice; 

Ambition finds no mountain high enough 

For his aspiring foot to stand upon:

One drinks out all his blessings into surfeits, 

Another throws ‘em out as all were his, 

And the gods bound for prodigal supply:

What is he lives content in any kind?

That long-incensèd Nature is now ready 

To turn all back into the fruitless chaos.”

 

Then to show the malcontents what in old time “arts and arms commixt... did in the world’s broad face,” Pallas calls on the Muses to lead in the Nine Worthies. When this show is ended and Jupiter is again beginning to chide his petitioners, Time enters weeping and explains the causes of his sorrow, — how landlords and usurers greedily long for his coming, but when he arrives they bend their plodding heads over their money-bags, let him pass unnoticed and then instantly sigh for his return; the lawyer drives him off from term to term; the prodigal sickens him with surfeits; the drunkard sets him on his head topsy-turvy; all the women hate him, and with “gloss and pencilry” wipe off the impression that he sets upon their cheeks. Time having retired, Jupiter denounces vain-glorious pride, and to rebuke modern extravagance in the matter of apparel, summons the Five Starches (daughters of Deceit), who perform a grotesque dance, and after a short dispute for precedency retire. Jupiter now descends from his aerial machine, and “to show the strange removes of the world, places the orb, whose figure it bears, in the midst of the stage; “ whereupon Simplicity enters, takes up the orb and moralises on the changes that have been effected in the world. While he is thus engaged Deceit enters; a dialogue follows, in which Deceit strives to gain the good graces of Simplicity, but is obliged to retire discomfited. Then is heard within a reaper’s song in praise of Simplicity. Presently Deceit re-enters in company with a King. Simplicity resigns the orb to the king; Deceit offers to relieve the king of the burthen, but his offer is rejected with scorn and he slinks away, returning successively with a Land-captain, a Sea-captain, a Flamen, and a Lawyer, who each in turn receive the orb, and who are all equally resolute in refusing to resign it to Deceit. Finally the orb is given back to the king; Deceit, in company with the Devil (who arrived at a late stage of the proceedings), finding himself baffled at all points, withdraws not to return; and the others, after an exhortation from the king, presently follow, leaving the original characters in possession of the stage. Jupiter then delivers a valedictory address to the soldier and scholar, impressing upon them that it will be their own fault if they fail to prosper, for never was a brighter career open for soldiers and scholars. He alludes specially to James’ patronage of learning, and to the opportunities offered by the war in the Palatinate. The malcontents recant and the masque closes. There is one great merit in The World Tost at Tennis; it is not tedious, as masques so frequently are. The verse was something more than a peg on which to hang the costumes. By the fireside it can be read with pleasure, and, handsomely mounted, it must have been received on the stage with applause.

On 6th September 1620 Middleton was appointed to the office of City Chronologer. His appointment is thus recorded in the City Records: — 

 

“1620, 6th September, 18th James I. — Thomas Middleton, admitted City Chronologer. Item, this day was read in Court (of Aldermen) a petition of Thomas Middleton, Gent., and upon consideration thereof taken, and upon the sufficient testimony this Court hath received of his services performed to this City, this Court is well pleased to entertain and admit the said Thomas Middleton to collect and set down all memorable acts of this City and occurrences thereof, and for such other employments as this Court shall have occasion to use him in; but the said Thomas Middleton is not to put any of the same acts so by him to be collected into print without the allowance and approbation of this Court; and for the readiness of his service to the City in the same employments this Court does order that he shall receive from henceforth, out of the Chamber of London, a yearly fee of 61. 13Î. 4d.” On 20th November of the same year his salary was raised to ten pounds. On 17th April 1621 a Freedom was granted to him towards his expenses, and on 7th May 1622 another Freedom was granted for his better encouragement in his labours. On 17th September 1622, for his further encouragement, he received a gift of fifteen pounds, and on 6th February 1622-23 another gift of twenty pounds. On 24th April 1623 another Freedom was granted to him, and on 2d September 1623, for his services at the shooting on Bunhill and at the Conduit Head before the Lord Mayor and Aldermen, he was rewarded with twenty marks. We learn from Oldys’ annotated copy of Langbaine (preserved in the British Museum) that Middleton’s MS. City Chronicle was extant in the last century. “There are two MSS. of this Author’s [Middleton’s] in being which have never been taken notice of in any Accot of him. They were sold in an Auction of Books at the Apollo Coffee House in Fleet Street ab’the year 1735 by Edw Lewis, but puff’d up to a great price, bought back, & coud not afterwds be recovered. They are entitled I. Annates: or a Continuation of Chronologie;
conteyninge Passages and Occurrences proper to the HonriobIe Citty of London: Beginninge in the Yeare of our Lorde 1620. By Thomas Midleton then received by their HonnobIe Senate as Chronologer for the Cittye.

There are in it these Articles under the year 1621. — On Good Fryday in the Morn died John (King) Lord Bp of London. — 28 May Fra. Ld Verulam committed to the Tower. (Seal taken from him the last day of April). — 27 Decr. Sr Edwd Coke Committed to the Tower. — Decr. The Fortune Play House, situate between White Cross Street and Golding Lane, burnt, &c. II. Middleton’s Farrago: In which there is — The Earl of Essex his Charge agt’ Visct Wimbleton, & the Viscts Answr. — The Treaty and Articles of Marriage between Pr. Cha: & Hen: Maria. — Parliamentary Matters, 1625-26. — Habeas Corpus 1627, &c.”

Before we come to the consideration of the final group of tragedies and romantic comedies in which Middleton’s genius was shown at its highest, it will be convenient to discuss The Witch. This tragi-comedy (first printed by Isaac Reed in 1770, from a MS. then in the possession of Major Pearson, and now preserved in the Malone Collection at Oxford) has received, owing to its Shakespearean interest, more attention than it deserves on its own merits. It is strangely ill-constructed and is not by any means one of Middleton’s finest works, though uncritical writers have absurdly advanced it to the first place. In the MS. the play is stated to have been “long since acted by his Majesty’s servants at the Blackfriars.” We must not lay too much stress on the words “long since,” as though they carried us back for many years. The King’s men were not acting regularly at the Blackfriars before June 1613, when, at the destruction of the Globe, they had to seek fresh quarters. After the rebuilding of the Globe, they kept both houses for their own use. This external evidence does not amount to much; for the King’s men, though not regularly employed at the Blackfriars before 1613, may have acted there occasionally in earlier years. But looking at The Witch in connection with Middleton’s other plays (and this is what previous critics have neglected to do), I should certainly refer it to the later part of his career, — to the period when he was no longer content with composing lively comedies of intrigue, but was turning his attention towards subjects of deeper moment. We have seen that (with the doubtful exception of The Mayor of Queenborough, which I consider to be a revised version of an early play) A Fair Quarrel, 1616-17, is the first of Middleton’s plays in which the serious interest predominates. Without attempting to fix the exact date of Macbeth, we can with confidence refer it to 1606-10. In April r6ro Dr. Simon Forman witnessed a performance of Macbeth at the Globe. Now between the years 1606 and 1610 Middleton wrote The Phoenix, Michaelmas Term, A Trick to Catch the Old One, The Family of Love, Your Five Gallants, A Mad World my Masters, and a portion of The Roaring Girl (published in 1611). He had established his position as a writer of comedies of intrigue, and there is not a shred of evidence to show that he made during those years any essay in the direction of tragedy or tragi-comedy. Let us next consider the relation between Macbeth and The Witch. It is only in the incantation scenes that the resemblance appears. As to the essential difference between the witches of Shakespeare and Middleton, it would be presumption in an editor to attempt to add anything to Lamb’s exquisite criticism. The hags in Ben Jonson’s Masque of Queens (1609) conduct their rites after much the same fashion as Shakespeare’s weird sisters. But to guide him in selecting the ingredients for Hecate’s hell-broth, Shakespeare needed not the wealth of learning which Ben Jonson displayed in the footnotes of his masque. The reports of the trials of the Scotch witches and Scot’s Discovery of Witchcraft would have furnished him with all the details that he required. It is not at all surprising that the incantation scenes in Macbeth should bear a general resemblance to the similar scenes in The Witch; indeed, it would be more extraordinary not to find such resemblance. But the difficulty lies in this fact, that the stage-directions in Macbeth contain allusions, to two songs which are found in Middleton’s Witch. At the close of Hecate’s speech in iii. 5, after the words 

“And you all know Security 

Is mortals’ chiefest enemy,”

 the folio gives the stage-direction “Music and a Song.”
Hecate them exclaims — 

 

“Hark, I am called, my little spirit, see 

Sits in a foggy cloud and stays for me;”

 and another stage-direction follows, “Sing within. ‘Come away, come away,’ &c.” I quote in full the passage of The Witch (iii. 3.) where this song occurs: — 

 

“Song above.

 

Come away, come away, 

Hecate, Hecate, come away!

 

Hec. I come, I come, I come, I come, 

With all the speed I may, 

With all the speed I may.

Where’s Stadlin?

 

[Voice above.] Here.

 

Hec. Where’s Puckle?

 

[ Voice above.] Here;


And Hoppo too, and Hellwain too; 

We lack but you, we lack but you,


Come away, make up the count.

 

Hec. I will but ‘noint, and then I mount.

 

[A Spirit like a cat descends.

 

[ Voice above. ] There’s one comes down to fetch his dues, 

A kiss, a coll, a sip of blood; 

And why thou stay’st so long I muse, I muse, 

Since the air’s so sweet and good.

 

Hec. O, art thou come?

What news, what news?

 

Spirit. All goes still to our delight:

Either come, or else Refuse, refuse.

 

Hec. Now I’m furnish’d for the flight.

 

Fire. Hark, hark, the cat sings a brave treble in her own language.

 

Hec. [Going up.] Now I go, now I fly, 

Malkin my sweet spirit and I.

O what a dainty pleasure ’tis 

To ride in the air 

When the moon shines fair, 

 

And sing and dance and toy and kiss!

Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 

Over seas, our mistress’ fountains, 

Over steeply] towers and turrets, 

We fly by night, ‘mongst troops of spirits:

No ring of bells to our ears sounds, 

No howls of wolves, no yelps of hounds; 

No, not the noise of cannons’ breach, 

Or cannons’ throat our height can reach.

[ Voices abovi.\ No ring of bells,” &c.

 

Again, in Macbeth, iv i, after Hecate’s words — 

 

“And now about the cauldron sing, 

Like elves and fairies in a ring; Enchanting all that you put in,”

 occurs the stage-direction “Music and a Song.  Black Spirits,’” &c. In The Witch, v. 2, we find — 

 

“Hec. Stir, stir about, whilst I begin the charm.

 

A charm-song about a vessel.

Black spirits and white, red spirits and gray, 

Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may!

Titty, Tiffin, 

Keep it stiff in; 

Fire-drake, Puckey, 

Make it lucky; 

Liard Robin, You must bob in.

Round, around, around, about, about!

All ill come running in, all good keep out.”

 

It is to be noticed that the songs found in the MS. of The Witch occur (with slight variations) in Davenant’s alteration of Macbeth, 1674. Now, looking at the first passage (“Come away, come away,” &c.), it is plain to the dullest reader that, though the first five lines are in every way appropriate, what follows before we reach Hecate’s airy song is grotesquely out of keeping with the solemnity of Shakespeare’s Hecate. The fantastic lines “Now I go, now I fly,” &c., are undoubtedly fine as we read them in The Witch, but, transferred to Macbeth, they wantonly disturb our conception of the awful personage who has just announced — 

 

          “This night I’ll spend 

Unto a dismal and a fatal end.”

 

In regard to the second passage, it is equally clear that only the two first lines and the two last could be attributed to Shakespeare, — and the two last lines may be dismissed without difficulty. It would be reasonable to assume that five lines of the first passage and two (or four) of the second belong to Macbeth, and were omitted from the copy used by the editors of the First Folio. It was not unusual to omit songs from the printed copies of plays: none of Lyly’s charming songs, for example, are included in the first editions of his plays. But the editors of the First Folio were more careful in this respect, and I can only suppose that the copy from which they printed was slightly imperfect. Macbeth bears other traces of having been printed from a faulty transcript. Certainly no competent critic would deny that the second scene of the first act has descended in an imperfect state. If my view is correct that The Witch was written after Macbeth, Middleton would of course have studied Shakespeare’s play; and it is not at all surprising that he should have taken these songs and expanded them. Nor, again, need we be amazed at the fact that Davenant was in possession of a playhouse copy of Macbeth containing additions from Middleton’s play. The players dealt with Shakespeare’s text as with any ordinary playwright’s; they saw an opportunity of giving more “business” to Hecate and the witches by conveying passages from Middleton, and they were indifferent to the fact that they were degrading Shakespeare’s creations. It is only, I repeat, in the incantation scenes that there is any resemblance between Middleton’s poor play and Shakespeare’s masterpiece. Yet, strange to relate, there have been found in our own day scholars who have proposed to hand over to Middleton some of the finest passages in Macbeth. It will be enough for me to say that there is not a shadow or tittle of evidence, whether internal or external, to support these assertions.

Among the Conway papers in the Record Office is a MS. “Invention by Thomas Middleton, being a musical allegory performed for the service of Edward Barkham, Lord Mayor of London, when he entertained his brother aldermen at a feast in the Easter holidays, Ap. 22, 1622.” I have printed it for the first time; it has little merit. In the same year Middleton produced the “Triumphs of Honour and Virtue” for the mayoralty of Peter Probyn. It was reprinted in 1845 among the Shakespeare Society’s Papers from an unique exemplar. This and the preceding piece were unknown to Dyce.

Middleton, like many of his contemporaries, appears to have had no desire for posthumous fame. His finest works — The Changeling, Women beware Women, and The Spanish Gipsy — were not published in his lifetime. The Changeling was issued by Humphrey Mosely in 1653; and to the same publisher, whom all students of the English drama should respect, we owe Women beware Women, published (with No Wit, no Help like a Woman’s) in 1657. The Spanish Gipsy was printed for Richard Marriot in 1653. Had these plays been destroyed, the loss to our dramatic literature would have been serious, for only here is Middleton’s genius seen in its full maturity. Rowley assisted in the composition of The Changeling and The Spanish Gipsy; Women beware Women was written wholly by Middleton.

The Changeling is partly founded on Book I. Hist. 4 of Reynolds’ God’s Revenge against Murder, of which the earliest edition is dated 1621. A “Note of such plays as were acted at court in 1623 and 1624,’’ in Sir Henry Herbert’s office-book (Malone’s Shakespeare, 1821, iii. 227) contains the entry— “Upon the Sunday after, being the 4 of January 1623, by the Queene of Bohemia’s Company, The Changeling, the Prince only being there. At Whitehall.” The play must have been written circ. 1621-23. I agree with Dyce in thinking that Middleton had the chief share in The Changeling. Rowley was probably responsible for the conduct of the underplot. The wild extravagance of the madhouse scenes is quite in his manner. I have little doubt that the last scene of the play is by Rowley. The violence of the language and the introduction of ill-timed comic touches remind us of All’s Lost by Lust; and the metrical roughness is painfully prominent. There are also occasional traces of Rowley in the opening scenes.

Regarded as an artistic whole, The Changeling cannot challenge comparison with The Maid’s Tragedy, The Broken Heart, or The Duchess of Malfi. It has not the sustained tragic interest of these masterpieces; but there is one scene in The Changeling which, for appalling depth of passion, is not merely unsurpassed, but, I believe, unequalled outside Shakespeare’s greatest tragedies. Dismissing the underplot, let us follow the summa fastigia rerum. Alsemero, seeking employment in the wars, has arrived at Alicant on his way to Malta. In a church at Alicant he sees Beatrice-Joanna, daughter to Vermandero, governor of the castle, and is so smitten with her beauty that he forgets the wars and thinks only of making her his bride. A few days before Alsemero’s arrival Beatrice had been contracted to Alonzo de Pivacquo, and the marriage was to be solemnised without delay; but at first sight of Alsemero she falls passionately in love with him and loathes her contracted husband. Alonzo’s brother, Tomaso, notices the strangeness of her demeanour and endeavours to dissuade Alonzo from the marriage; but his counsel is ill-received. In the service of Vermandero is a hard-favoured attendant, De Flores, a man of gentle birth but broken fortunes. He is possessed by an over-mastering passion for Beatrice, who is disgusted with his attentions and shrinks from him as from a poisonous creature, openly scoffing at him, but in her inmost heart stirred with a vague dread of him. As the marriage-day draws near and she ponders over the situation, she can see help only from one quarter — from the man whom she detests, De Flores. She knows his devotion, and she knows also his poverty. She changes her treatment towards him, and greets him with smiles instead of frowns. De Flores is ravished with delight: — 

 

“Her fingers touch’d me!

She smells all amber.”

 

Gradually she proceeds to discover to him her hatred of Alonzo. He kneels to her and implores to be employed in her service. She imagines that his eagerness is prompted by greed, and to spur his resolution gives him gold, promising more when Alonzo is despatched: — 

 

“When the deed’s done 

I’ll furnish thee with all things for thy flight; 

Thou may’st live bravely in another country.”

 

When she retires he exclaims — 

 

“O my blood!

Methinks I feel her in mine arms already; 

Her wanton fingers combing out this beard, 

And, being pleased, praising this bad face.

Hunger and pleasure, they’ll commend sometimes 

Slovenly dishes, and feed heartily on ‘em.

Nay, which is stranger, refuse daintier for ‘em.

Some women are odd feeders.”

 

At this moment he sees Alonzo approaching: — 

 

“Here comes the man goes supperless to bed, 

Yet shall not rise to-morrow to his dinner.”

 

Alonzo, who is the guest of Vermandero, has come to ask De Flores to conduct him over the castle and show him the strength of the fortifications. It is agreed that they shall make their tour of inspection immediately after dinner. To secure himself from interruption, Alonzo, before joining his guide, announces that he is going to take a gondola. The doomed man and De Flores, after passing through labyrinthine passages, reach a vault, the entrance to which is so narrow that they disencumber themselves of their rapiers in order to make freer progress. De Flores hangs up the weapons on hooks fitted in the wall for that purpose; but he has previously concealed a naked rapier behind the door. While Alonzo is looking through a casement which affords a full view of the castle’s strength, De Flores snatches the hidden weapon and stabs him several times in the back. On Alonzo’s finger is a diamond ring which sparkles in the dimness of the vault. De Flores tries to draw the ring from the finger, that he may show it to Beatrice as evidence that the deed has been accomplished: but it clings obstinately, and to obtain it he has to cut off the finger. The meeting that presently follows between De Flores and Beatrice is the most powerful scene in the play. Hearing that Alonzo is despatched, she exclaims — 

 

“My joys start at mine eyes; our sweet’st delights Are evermore born weeping.”

 

But at the sight of the dead man’s ringed finger she retreats with a cry of horror, “Bless me, what hast thou done?” De Flores observes grimly — 

 

“Why, is that more 

Than killing the whole man? I cut his heart-strings.

A greedy hand thrust in a dish at court 

Hath had as much as this.”

 

Looking at the ring, she muses, “’Tis the first token my father made me send him;” but there is no touch of pity in her heart for the dead man. She bids De Flores bury the finger and keep the ring for himself; “at the stag’s fall the keeper has his fees,” and that ring is worth three hundred ducats. De Flores remarks — 

 

“Twill hardly buy a capcase for one’s conscience though, 

To keep it from the worm, as fine as ’tis,”

 

Beatrice hastens to add that she did not intend the ring to be his sole recompense; then noticing his clouded countenance, she protests that it would be misery in her to give him cause for offence. Sharp and significant is the reply — 

 

“I know so much, it were so; misery 

In her most sharp condition.”

 

But Beatrice has not the least suspicion of the meaning conveyed by the words. She sees before her only a man of broken fortunes, who for gold has stained his hand with blood. She offers him three thousand golden florins. He puts them by scornfully, with the remark that he could have hired a journeyman in murder at that rate. Thinking that he is dissatisfied with the amount, she offers to double it, but is met by the retort that she is taking a course to double his vexation. Still not a hint of De Flores’ purpose crosses her mind. She is anxious to bring the interview to an end; the man’s obstinacy — his inordinate greed — is embarrassing; she must act with decision. Alarmed but resolute, she fronts him: — 

 

“For my fear’s sake, 

I prithee, make away with all speed possible; 

And if thou be’st so modest not to name 

The sum that will content thee, paper blushes not:

Send thy demand in writing, it shall follow thee; 

But, prithee, take thy flight.”

 

He answers quietly, “You must fly too then.” With astonishment she inquires his meaning. He coolly reminds her that she is his partner in guilt, and points out that his flight would at once draw suspicion on her. Watching the effect of his words, he proceeds — 

 

“Nor is it fit we two, engag’d so jointly, 

Should part and live asunder;”

 

Then with a gesture of impatience as she shrinks from him — 

 

“What makes your lip so strange?

This must not be betwixt us.”

 

At length she grasps the reality of the situation. But the man is her father’s servant; her dignity shall awe him into shame. As he presses forward for her embrace, she draws herself to her full height — 

 

“Speak it yet farther off, that I may lose 

What has been spoken, and no sound remain on’t; 

I would not hear so much offence again 

For such another deed.”

 

But she utterly miscalculates her power. Calm, through very intensity of passion, and keen as a knife’s edge, is De Flores’ answer — 

 

“Soft, lady, soft!

The last is not yet paid for: O, this act 

Has put me into spirit; I was as greedy on’t 

As the parch’d earth of moisture when the clouds weep:

Did you not mark, I wrought myself into’t, 

Nay, sued and kneeled for’t? Why was all that pains took?

You see I’ve thrown contempt upon your gold; 

Not that I want it [not], for I do piteously; 

In order I’ll come to’t, and make use on’t, 

But ’twas not held so precious to begin with, 

For I place wealth after the heels of pleasure; 

 

And were I not resolv’d in my belief 

That thy virginity were perfect in thee, 

I should but take my recompense with grudging, 

As if I had but half my hopes I agreed for.”

 

Still she will not abandon all hope, but tries desperately to retain her self-possession: — 

 

“Thy language is so bold and vicious, 

I cannot see which way I can forgive it With any modesty.”

 

Here De Flores loses patience: — 

 

“Push! you forget yourself; 

A woman dipp’d in blood and talk of modesty!”

 

She bids him remember the barrier that her birth had set between them. “Push! fly not to your birth!” he retorts: — 

 

“You must forget your parentage to me; 

You are the deed’s creature; by that name 

You lost your first condition, and I challenge you, 

As peace and innocency has turn’d you out 

And made you one with me.”

 

She prostituted her affections when she abandoned her affianced husband for Alsemero, and she shall never enjoy Alsemero unless she first yields her body to the murderer’s embraces. De Flores has no care for his own life; he will confess all if she refuses. Her pride is crushed, and she kneels at the feet of the man whom she was wont to spurn: — 

 

“Stay, hear me once for all; I make thee master 

Of all the wealth I have in gold and jewels; 

Let me go poor unto my bed with honour 

And I am rich in all things.”

 

 

The last spark of hope is quenched by the relentless answer: — 

 

“Let this silence thee; 

The wealth of all Valencia shall not buy 

My pleasure from me; 

Can you weep Fate from its determin’d purpose?

So soon may [you] weep me.”

 

Neither Webster nor Cyril Tourneur nor Ford has given us any single scene so profoundly impressive, so absolutely ineffaceable, so Shakespearean as this colloquy between Beatrice and De Flores. In A Fair Quarrel Middleton showed how nobly he could depict moral dignity; but this scene of The Changeling testifies beyond dispute that, in dealing with a situation of sheer passion, none of Shakespeare’s followers trod so closely in the master’s steps.

The latter part of the play contains some powerful writing, but there is no scene that can be compared for a moment with the terrible colloquy. Vermandero construes Alonzo’s disappearance as a dishonourable flight. Resenting the supposed insult, he lends a willing ear to Alsemero’s suit, and is anxious to have the match concluded without delay. Beatrice is in perplexity as the marriage day draws near; but I must be excused for passing over the device by which she conceals the loss of her virginity from Alsemero. Meanwhile Tomaso has a shrewd suspicion of foul play, but knows not on whom to fasten the guilt. By a sort of instinct he suspects De Flores— “honest De Flores,” as men call him. Honest De flores! a queen would as soon fix her palace in a pest-house as Honesty would seek a lodging in this ill-favoured fellow. De Flores is uncomfortable in Tomaso’s presence, and seeks to avoid him. On one occasion Tomaso strikes him, but he has no power to draw: — 

 

“I cannot strike; I see his brother’s wounds 

Fresh bleeding in his eye as in a chrystal.”

 

But the catastrophe is at hand. Alsemero’s friend, Jasperino, has observed passages of familiarity between De Flores and Beatrice. He reports what he has seen to Alsemero. A powerful scene follows, in which Beatrice confesses to Alsemero that she procured the murder of Alonzo, but denies the charge of unchastity. Alsemero will not act rashly; he locks her in a closet while he ponders his plan of conduct. At this moment De Flores enters. Confronted with Beatrice’s confession, he proceeds to disclose what she had suppressed. “He lies! the villain does belie me!” cries Beatrice from within. Alsemero unlocks the closet and sends in De Flores. At this point Vermandero and Tomaso enter with two prisoners who have been seized on suspicion of having murdered Alonzo. As Vermandero is proceeding to explain the circumstances of their arrest, cries are heard issuing from the closet, and presently De Flores re-enters dragging in Beatrice. Wounded to the death, she has just strength enough to confess her guilt and declare her penitence. But there is no touch of shame in De Flores. He has had his enjoyment of Beatrice and is content to die: — 

 

               “I thank life for nothing 

But that pleasure: it was so sweet to me 

That I have drunk up all, left none behind.”

 

An attempt is made to lay hands on him that he may be reserved for torture, but he frustrates the intention by dealing himself a mortal stab—” it is but one thread more, and now ’tis cut.”

The Changeling was revived at the Restoration. Under date 23d February 1660-61, Pepys entered in his Diary— “To the Playhouse and there saw The Changeling, the first time it hath been acted these twenty years, and it takes exceedingly.” From Downes’ Roscius Anglicanus we learn that Betterton, about the age of twenty-two, sustained the character of De Flores.

A “Note of such playes as were acted at court in 1623 and 1624,” in Sir Henry Herbert’s office-book, contains the entry: “Upon the fifth of November at Whitehall, the Prince being there only, The Gipsye, bye the Cockpitt company” (Malone’s Shakespeare, 1821, iii. 227). From a passage in ii. 1 we may conjecture that The Spanish Gipsy was a later play than The Changeling, and that the part of Constanza was taken by an actor who had given satisfaction as Antonio.

The Spanish Gipsy is an admirable example of a well-contrived and well-written romantic comedy. It is at once fantastic and pathetic, rippling with laughter and dashed with tears; a generous, full-blooded play. The introductory scenes are peculiarly impressive, filling the reader with wonder as to how a tragic issue is to be averted. Roderigo, son of the corregidor of Madrid, has fallen in love with a girl whom he has casually seen, and with whose name he is unacquainted. He has noticed her walking a few paces behind an old gentleman and his wife, but he knows not whether she is their daughter or servant. Whoever she may be, he has determined to possess her. He communicates to his friends Louis and Diego his intention of forcibly carrying her off, and requests their assistance, which (with some reluctance on Louis’ part) they agree to render. An opportunity is presently offered: the old couple is seen approaching in the dusk of evening, followed by the maiden. Roderigo secures his prize and hurries away, while the elders are firmly held by Louis and Diego. But when the old man exclaims, “Do you not know me? I am De Cortes, Pedro de Cortes,” Louis quickly looses his hold, and bidding Diego follow, takes to flight. Louis is the accepted of De Cortes’s daughter, whom he has unwittingly betrayed to dishonour. Meanwhile Roderigo by a private garden-way has conveyed his victim to his father’s house. A noble scene ensues, in which the dishonoured lady confronts her unknown ravisher: — 

 

“Though the black veil of night hath overclouded 

The world in darkness, yet ere many hours 

The sun will rise again, and then this act 

Of my dishonour will appear before you 

More black than is the canopy that shrouds it:

What are you, pray? what are you?”

 

The ravisher’s spirit is quelled; he can but answer in monosyllables. “Not speak to me? are wanton devils dumb?” she cries; women’s honour would be safe if men could plead no better than “this untongued piece of violence.” Then she flings herself upon him and clutches him fast: “You shall not from me.” He offers her gold, but she replies — 

“I need no wages for a ruin’d name More than a broken heart.”

Impatiently shaking her off, he retires and locks the door. Left alone in the darkness, she gropes her way towards the window, invoking the “lady-regent of the air, the moon,” to light her to some brave vengeance. As she draws aside the window-curtains, she sees by the starlight a fair garden, in the centre of which is an alabaster fountain. Then her glance wanders round the richly furnished chamber and lights upon a crucifix, which she conceals in her bosom. Just when she has concluded these rapid observations, by which she will be able to identify that room hereafter, Roderigo returns. He professes penitence for his sin and offers all reparation in his power. She will not disclose her name; she will take her shame with her to the grave; but she has two requests to make of him: first, that neither in riot of mirth nor in privacy of friendship nor in idle talk he shall mention the wrong that he has done; and, secondly, that he shall lead her back, before the morning rise, to the place where he met her. He solemnly promises to fulfil the conditions, and she passes veiled from the house.

It is indeed a sombre introduction, preparing us to expect some tale of blood and vengeance. I leave the reader to discover by what smooth channels the argument is conducted to a peaceful issue. The Spanish Gipsy has all the interest of a novel; stripped of its poetry and reduced to a mere prose narrative, it would hold the reader’s attention. In the gipsy scenes (which were, doubtless, largely the work of Rowley) we breathe the fresh air of the woodlands, and the songs have the genuine ring of rollicking freedom. There are few more charming figures than that of the young maiden, Constanza, who in gipsy guise follows her exiled father in his wanderings, singing and dancing in the booths of fairs, sportive as a squirrel and maidenly as Rosalind.

The Spanish Gipsy opened gloomily and ended cheerfully, but in Women, beware Women, the reverse process is adopted. The introduction to this powerful tragedy is singularly sweet. Leantio, a young factor, has married without her parents’ consent a Venetian beauty, Bianca, and brings her to his mother’s house at Florence. Bianca has cheerfully abandoned her rich home to share her lover’s slender fortunes. She is devoted to him, and he to her. The widowed mother is fearful that the house will afford poor entertainment for so high-born a lady, but Bianca with winning grace professes herself perfectly happy. In a few days Leantio’s affairs oblige him to leave his wife. He gives his mother directions that Bianca should not be seen abroad, for he is jealous of her beauty, and dreads lest his treasure should be snatched from him. The leave-taking is most charmingly described. “But this one night, I prithee,” whispers Bianca imploringly, and it must have been difficult indeed to resist such an appeal; but his affairs will brook no delay, and he knows that one night will mean twenty, and then forty more, if he stays; besides, he is to return in five days. Bianca acquiesces, but cannot control her tears when she perceives that he is really gone. While the widow is cheering and consoling her as they sit by the window, a crowd of sightseers gathers in the streets. The widow remembers that it is the day on which the Duke and nobles hold their solemn annual procession. Presently the procession draws near with music and song: in front are six knights bare-headed, then two cardinals, followed by the Lord Cardinal and his brother the Duke, in whose train come the nobles two by two. Bianca is enchanted with the magnificence of the spectacle; her vanity also is flattered, for she assures the widow that the Duke cast a glance at the window as he passed; whereupon the old lady sensibly remarks — 

 

“That’s every one’s conceit that sees a duke; 

If he look steadfastly, he looks straight at them, 

When he, perhaps, good, careful gentleman, 

Never minds any, but the look he casts 

Is at his own intentions, and his object 

Only the public good.”

 

But Bianca is right; the Duke did notice her, and he determines to make prize of her beauty. To effect his purpose, he employs the services of a clever and abandoned court lady, Livia, who sets to work with devilish cunning. She invites the widow to her house, pleasantly chides her for living so much in seclusion, and hopes she will be a frequent guest. The poor widow, anxious about her daughter-in-law, who is sitting lonely at home, endeavours to bring the visit quickly to a close; but Livia insists that she shall stay, and they sit down to play chess. Attracted by Livia’s sympathetic manner, the widow discloses the secret of her son’s marriage, and without much persuasion is induced to send for Bianca, who presently arrives and is cordially welcomed. While Livia and the widow continue their game, Guardiano (a creature of the Duke’s) shows Bianca round the picture-gallery. As she is expressing her delight at the wonders of the gallery, Guardiano tells her that the fairest piece yet remains; he draws aside a curtain and the Duke steps from his concealment. At first she makes a bold stand against the Duke’s solicitations; but when to adroit flattery he adds dazzling promises of the greatness that he will confer upon her (not without hints of violence in case of her refusal), soon her resistance is weakened, and after no severe struggle she capitulates. As she returns, outwardly calm, from the Duke’s embrace to her protectress’s side, she is filled with loathing for the infamous creatures who have betrayed her. But she is not of the stuff of which heroines are made, and when the first feeling of shame is past, she treads the path of sin unblushingly. Her change of manner perplexes and distresses the unsuspecting widow: — 

 

“She was but one day abroad, but ever since 

She’s grown so cutted there’s no speaking to her:

 

Whether the sight of great cheer at my lady’s, 

And such mean fare at home, work discontent in her, 

I know not; but I’m sure she’s strangely alter’d.

I’ll ne’er keep daughter-in-law i’ th’ house with me 

Again, if I had an hundred.”

 

On the fifth day Leantio returns. His heart is brimming with love for his young bride; as he draws near his home and deliciously muses on the contentment that his marriage has brought him, the very air around the house seems laden with blessings. But at the first sight of Bianca his joy is dashed to the ground. No loving arms are stretched out to welcome him; a few cold words of greeting, and then Bianca proceeds to complain of the meanness of her lodging and protest that she will not be mewed up from society. While Leantio is endeavouring to pacify his wife, a knocking is heard at the door. Bianca is hurried into another room and a messenger enters; he has come from the Duke with a message to Bianca. Leantio protests that there is no such person in the house, that he has never heard the name before; and with this answer the messenger retires.

When Bianca hears from her distracted husband that she has been summoned to the palace, she hastens, to his amazement, to obey the summons. Left alone, he muses bitterly, converting into curses the blessings that he had lately pronounced on marriage. Presently the messenger returns, summoning him to the Duke’s presence. Arrived at the palace, he sees the Duke whispering in Bianca’s ear, and knows that his last hope is gone. To be rid of Leantio’s presence, the Duke appoints him to the captaincy of some distant castle. Leantio retains his composure and expresses his gratitude, but his heart is being riven in twain. He is no tame cuckold; he has loved deeply and he can hate deeply: — 

 

“She’s gone for ever, utterly; there is 

As much redemption of a soul from hell 

As a fair woman’s body from his palace.

Why should my love last longer than her truth?

What is there good in woman to be lov’d, 

When only that which makes her so has left her?

I cannot love her now, but I must like 

Her sin and my own shame too, and be guilty 

Of law’s breach with her, and mine own abusing; 

All which were monstrous: then my safest course, 

For health of mind and body, is to turn 

My heart and hate her, most extremely hate her.”

 

It is a pitiful, thrice-pitiful story, worked out with relentless skill to a ghastly catastrophe. The passionate energy and concentrated bitterness of the language is as remarkable as in The Changeling.

The comedy More Dissemblers besides Women was
licensed by Sir Henry Herbert to the King’s Company on 17th October 1623, without fee, as being an “old play,” which had been previously licensed by Sir George Buc (Chalmers’ Supplem. Apol., p. 215). Dyce thought that the word “old” proves the play to have been “produced a considerable time previous to the year 1623 but it is, I think, merely a term applied to such plays as had been previously licensed. Sir George Buc (“by reason of sickness and indisposition of body wherewith it had pleased God to visit him”) resigned the post of Master of the Revels in May 1622. Before that date the comedy must have been written; but it is evidently a late work, more elaborate and substantial than the early comedies. The guileless Cardinal, with an inexhaustible stock of moral reflections and an implicit belief in the purity of his scapegrace nephew, Lactantio, is drawn with tenderness and care. Equally successful is the character of the Duchess, who, having vowed “ne’er to know love’s heat in a second husband,” after seven years of widowhood suddenly has her resolution shaken, but quickly checks the course of her affections when she finds that the man whom she admires is devoted to another mistress, and, after composing differences all round, returns to the strictness of her former life. A witty serving-man, Dondolo, contributes not a little to the entertainment. The girl-page who accompanies the profligate Lactantio is a pathetic little figure; but it is a pity that Middleton adopted so intolerably gross a device for discovering her condition to the Duchess.

In 1623 Middleton composed the pageant The Triumphs of Integrity for Sir Martin Lumley’s mayoralty. It was mounted on an elaborate scale, the chief feature in the spectacle being the Chrystal Sanctuary, styled the Temple of Integrity, “where her immaculate self, with all her glorious and sanctimonious concomitants, sit, transparently seen through the chrystal.” The columns were of gold and the battlements of silver, and “the whole fabric for the night-triumph [was] adorned and beautified with many lights, dispersing their glorious radiance on all sides through the chrystal.”

We have now to consider the most curious incident in Middleton’s career — the circumstances attending the production of A Game at Chess. When the proposed Spanish marriage, which had been very unpopular with the English people, was broken off in the autumn of 1623, Middleton in A Game of Chess gave voice to the satisfaction of his countrymen at the failure of negotiations and their detestation of Spanish intrigues. The play was acted with great applause in August 1624 for nine days continuously; then a strong protest from Gondomar, the Spanish Ambassador, caused its withdrawal, and both author and actors were summoned to appear before the Privy Council. The official correspondence in regard to the matter has been preserved. On 12th August 1624 Mr. Secretary Conway addressed the following letter to the Privy Council: — 

 

“May it please your Lordships, — His Majesty hath received information from the Spanish Ambassador of a very scandalous comedy acted publickly by the King’s players, wherein they take the boldness and presumption, in a rude and dishonourable fashion, to represent on the stage the persons of his Majesty, the King of Spain, the Conde de Gondomar, the Bishop of Spalato, &c. His Majesty remembers well there was a commandment and restraint given against the representing of any modern Christian kings in those stage-plays; and wonders much both at the boldness now taken by that company, and also that it hath been permitted to be so acted, and that the first notice thereof should be brought to him by a foreign ambassador, while so many ministers of his own are thereabouts, and cannot but have heard of it. His Majesty’s pleasure is, that your Lordships presently call before you as well the poet that made the comedy as the comedians that acted it: And upon examination of them to commit them, or such of them as you shall find most faulty, unto prison, if you find cause, or otherwise take security for their forthcoming; and then certify his Majesty what you find that comedy to be, in what points it is most offensive, by whom it was made, by whom licensed, and what course you think fittest to be held for the exemplary and severe punishment of the present offenders, and to restrain such insolent and licentious presumption for the future. This is the charge I have received from his Majesty, and with it I make bold to offer to your Lordships the humble service of, &c. From Rufford, August 12th, 1624.”

 

Their Lordships on 21st August sent the following answer: — 

 

“After our hearty commendations, &c. — According to his Majesty’s pleasure signified to this Board by your letter of the 12th of Aug., touching the suppressing of a scandalous comedy acted by the King’s players, we have called before us some of the principal actors, and demanded of them by what license and authority they have presumed to act the same; in answer whereto they produced a book being an original and perfect copy thereof (as they affirmed) seen and allowed by Sir Henry Herbert, Knt., Master of the Revels, under his own hand, and subscribed in the last page of the said book: We demanding further, whether there were not other parts or passages represented on the stage than those expressly contained in the book, they confidently protested they added or varied from the same nothing at all. The poet, they tell us, is one Middleton, who shifting out of the way, and not attending the Board with the rest, as was expected, we have given warrant to a messenger for the apprehending of him. To those that were before us we gave a round and sharp reproof, making them sensible of his Majesty’s high displeasure herein, giving them strait charge and commands that they presumed not to act the said comedy any more, nor that they suffered any play or interlude whatsoever to be acted by them or any of their company until his Majesty’s pleasure be further known. We have caused them likewise to enter into bond for their attendance upon the Board whensoever they shall be called. As for our certifying to his Majesty (as was intimated by your letter) what passages in the said comedy we should find to be offensive and scandalous; we have thought it our duties for his Majesty’s clearer information to send herewithal the book itself subscribed as aforesaid by the Master of the Revels, that so either yourself or some other whom his Majesty shall appoint to peruse the same, may see the passages themselves out of the original, and call Sir Henry Herbert before you to know a reason of his licensing thereof, who (as we are given to understand) is now attending at court. So having done as much as we conceived agreeable with our duties in conformity to his Majesty’s royal commandments, and that which we hope shall give him full satisfaction, we shall continue our humble prayers to Almighty God for his health and safety; and bid you very heartily farewell.”

 

On the 27th Conway wrote again: — 

 

“Right Honourable, — His Majesty having received satisfaction in your Lordships’ endeavours, and in the signification thereof to him by yours of the 21st of this present, hath commanded me to signify the same to you. And to add further, that his pleasure is, that your Lordships examine by whose direction and application the personating of Gondomar and others was done; and that being found out, the party or parties to be severely punished, his Majesty being unwilling for one’s sake and only fault to punish the innocent or utterly to ruin the company. The discovery on what party his Majesty’s justice is properly and duly to fall, and your execution of it and the account to be returned thereof, his Majesty leaves to your Lordships’ wisdoms and care. And this being that I have in charge, continuing the humble offer of my service and duty to the attendance of your commandments, &c. From Woodstock, the 27th August 1624.”

 

On the same day the following letter  was addressed by the Lord Chamberlain to the Lord President of the Council: — 

 

“To the right honble my very good Lord, the Lord Viscount Maundeville, Lord President of his Majesty’s most honble Privy Counsell, theis.

 

My very good Lord 

 

Complaynt being made unto his Majesty against the Company of his Comedians, for acting publiquely a Play knowne by the name of a Game at Chesse, contayning some passages in it reflecting in matter of scorne and ignominy upon the King of Spaine, some of his Ministers and others of good note and quality, his Majesty out of the tender regard hee had of that King’s honor and those of his Ministers who were conceived to bee wounded thereby, caused his letters to bee addressed to my Lords and the rest of his most honbIe Privy Council, thereby requiring them to convent those his Comedians before them, and to take such course with them for this offence as might give best satisfaction to the Spanish Ambassador and to their owne Honnors. After examination that bonble Board thought fitt not onely to interdict them playing of that play, but of any other also, untill his Majesty should give way unto them. And for their obedience hereunto they weare bound in 300”bondes. Which punishment when they had suffered (as his Majesty conceives) a competent tyme, upon their petition delivered heere unto him, it pleased his Majesty to comaund mee to lett your Lordship understand (which I pray your Lordship to impart to the rest of that honble Board) that his Majesty now conceives the punishment, if not satisfactory for that their insolency, yet such as since it stopps the current of their poore livelyhood and mainteanance, without much prejudice they cannot longer undergoe. In consideration therefore of those his poore servants, his Majesty would have their Lordships connive at any common play lycensed by authority, that they shall act as before. As for this of the Game at Chesse, that it bee not onely antiquated and sylenced, but the Players bound as formerly they weare, and in that point onely never to act it agayne. Yet notwithstanding that my Lords proceed in their disquisition to fynd out the originall roote of this offence, whether it sprang from the Poet, Players, or both, and to certefy his Majesty accordingly. And so desireing your Lordship to take this into consideration, and them into your care, I rest 

 

                        Yor Lods most affectionate Cousin to serve you, 

                                                                                              PEMBROKE.”

 

Under date 30th August 1624 the Council register contains the entry: — 

 

“This day Edward Middleton of London, gent, being formerly sent for by warrant from this Board, tendred his appearance, wherefor his indemnitie is here entered into the register of counceil causes; nevertheless he is enjoyned to attend the Board till he be discharged by order from their Lordships.”

Dyce inserts “Thomas” in brackets after “Edward,” supposing that the clerk of the Privy Council made an error in the name. But Dyce had not personally inspected the register; he relied entirely on Chalmers. It was pointed out by a writer in the Shakespeare Society’s Papers that the person who tendered his appearance was the poet’s son. Under date 27th August 1624 is the following entry in the register:— “A warrant directed to Robert Goffe, one of the Messengers of His Mats Chamber to bring one Middleton sonne to Midleton the Poet before their Llops to answer,” &c.

A copy of A Game at Chess, formerly in the possession of Major Pearson, and now preserved in the Dyce Library at South Kensington, has the following MS. note in an old hand: — 

“After nyne dayse wherein I have heard some of the acters say they tooke fiveteene hundred Pounde the Spanish faction being prevalent gott it supprest the chiefe actors and the Poett Mr. Thomas Middleton that writt it committed to prisson where hee lay some Tyme and at last gott oute upon this petition presented to King James.

 

‘A harmles game: coynd only for delight was playd betwixt the black house and the white the white house wan: yet still the black doth bragg they had the power to put mee in the bagge use but your royall hand. Twill set mee free 

Tis but removing of a man thats mee.’”

 

Dyce, following Malone, gave his opinion that the statement in regard to the receipts was a gross exaggeration; but he did not sufficiently realise the intense excitement caused by the performances. If Dyce had seen the following letter of Chamberlain to Carleton, dated 21st August 1624, he would probably have modified his opinion:—” I doubt not but you have heard of our famous play of Gondomar, which hath been followed with extraordinary curiosity, and frequented by all sorts of people, old and young, rich and poor, masters and servants, papists, wise men, &c., churchmen and Scotsmen, as Sir Henry Wotton, Sir Albert Morton, Sir Benjamin Rudyard, Sir Thomas Lake, and a world besides. The Lady Smith would have gone if she could have persuaded me to go thither. I am not so sour nor so severe but that I would willingly have attended her, but I could not sit so long, for we must have been there before one o’clock at farthest to find any room. They counterfeited his person to the life, with all his graces and faces, and had gotten, they say, a cast suit of his apparel for the purpose, and his letter, wherein the world says there lacked nothing but a couple of asses to carry it, and Sir George Petre or Sir Tobie Matthew to bear him company. But the worst is, playing him, they played somebody else, for which they are forbidden to play that or any other play till the King’s further pleasure be known; and they may be glad if they can so escape Scot-free. The wonder lasted but nine days, for so long they played it” (Court and Times of James Z, ii. 472-473).

A Game at Chess contains some very caustic satire against Gondomar (the Black Knight), whose fair-seeming hypocrisy is exposed with masterly power, while his bodily infirmities are ridiculed with provoking persistence. The satirist’s lash falls heavily on the apostate Bishop of Spalato (the Fat Bishop), who is represented as a swag-bellied monster of gluttony — and lecherous withal There is abundant evidence to show that the satire was keenly appreciated. Three editions — without date, but probably printed in 1624 — have come down, and Collier possessed a title-page of an edition dated 1625. A MS. copy is preserved in the British Museum, another at Trinity College, Cambridge, and a third (imperfect) at Bridgewater House. It is curious to note that Sir Thomas Browne possessed a MS. of the play (Browne’s Works, ed. Wilkin, 1835, iv. 470). Howel, in a letter to Sir John North from Madrid, writes:— “I am sorry to hear how other nations so much tax the English of their incivility to public Ministers of State; and what ballads and pasquils and fopperies and plays were made against Gondomar for doing his master’s business” (Letters, ed. 1678, p. 123). Ben Jonson in iii i of The Staple of News (acted in 1625) has a passage — too indelicate to quote — about Gondomar and “the poor English play was writ of him.” Fletcher in the prologue to Rule a Wife and Have a Wife makes an allusion to A Game at Chess: — 

 

     “Do not your looks let fall, 

Nor to remembrance our late errors call, 

Because this day we’re Spaniards all again, 

The story of our play and our scene Spain:

The errors, too, do not for this cause hate; 

Now we present their wit, and not their state.”

 

The extraordinary applause that the play won was remembered as a stage-tradition for many years. In Davenant’s Playhouse to be Let (first acted in 1663) an actor brings word to his fellows—” There’s such a crowd at doors as if we had a new play of Gondomar.”

Two comedies, The Widow and Anything for a Quiet Life, remain for consideration. The Widow was published in 1652 by Humphrey Moseley as the work of Jonson, Fletcher, and Middleton. I must confess, with Gifford, that I cannot discover any traces of Jonson’s hand. Collier was surprised that Gifford “did not trace his pen through the whole of the fourth act;” but to me the scene where Latrocinio disguises himself as an empiric and dispenses his nostrums in a hired room of an inn, seems rather to be imitated from Ben Jonson than written by him. Nor can I discover Fletcher’s hand, unless the songs be his. Dyce pointed out that a conceit in iv. 2 is found in The Honest Lawyer, a play by “S. S.,” printed in 1616. “S. S.” is a very poor writer, and it is hardly probable that Middleton would have taken the trouble to borrow from such a source.

In v i we have a mention of “yellow bands” as “hateful,” — an evident allusion to the execution (Nov. 1615) of the infamous Mrs. Turner, the poisoner, who invented yellow bands and wore a yellow ruff at the gallows. In i. 2 (“You play a scornful woman”) there appears to be an allusion to Beaumont and Fletcher’s Scornful Lady, which was written some time between 1609 and 1615. From internal evidence I should be inclined to group The Widow with a Mad World, my Masters, and A Trick to Catch the Old One, assigning 1608-9 as the date of original production. It was revised at a later date — not improbably by Fletcher.

Anything for a Quiet Life was printed in 1662. According to Malone, “it appears from internal evidence to have been written about the year 1619” (Shakespeare, ed. 1821, xv. 425). Mr. Fleay, without giving any reason for his judgment, assigns circ. 1623 as the date of production. In i. 1 we have mention of “the late ill-starred voyage to Guiana.” Dyce supposed that a reference was intended to the first voyage under Raleigh in 1595, but Middleton must certainly have been alluding to something more recent — probably to the voyage of 1617. In ii i there may perhaps be a reference to The Changeling (“You shall see me play the Changeling”). The project, ridiculed in i. 1, of “devising new water mill[s]for the recovery of drowned lands” is mentioned in Ben Jonson’s The Devil is an Ass, ii. 1, acted in 1616. I suspect that the play in its present shape has been revised by another hand. The character of Lady Cressingham is drawn very much in the manner of Shirley, who delighted to ridicule the whims and extravagances of high-bred ladies. Perhaps Middleton left the play unfinished and Shirley completed it.

In 1626 Middleton composed the pageant The Triumphes of Health and Prosperity for the mayoralty of Sir Cuthbert Hacket. The first speech makes allusion to the devastations (so graphically described in Thomas Brewer’s Weeping Lady) caused by the plague in the previous year.

We have seen that in 1623 (vide note 1, p xii.) Middleton was living in Newington Butts. He was buried there on 4th July 1627, as Dyce discovered from an entry in the register of the parish church. On 7th February 1627-28 his widow, Magdalen Middleton, applied to the civic authorities for pecuniary assistance, and received twenty nobles. The entry (Rep. No. 42, f. 89) runs “Item: this day, upon the humble petition of Magdalen Middleton, late wife of Thomas Middleton, deceased, late Chronologer of this City, it is ordered by this Court that Mr. Chamberlain shall pay unto her as the gift of this Court the sum of twenty nobles.’’ A “Mrs. Midelton” was buried at Newington Butts on r8th July 1628 (as appears from an entry in the parish register): she was doubtless the dramatist’s widow. Ben Jonson succeeded Middleton in the post of City Chronologer.

There can be little doubt that Middleton was concerned in the authorship of more than one of the plays included among the works of Beaumont and Fletcher. I reserve that point for consideration hereafter in my Introduction to Beaumont and Fletcher. Mr. Fleay attributes to Middleton A Match at Midnight and The Puritan. The first of these comedies was printed in 1633, and is ascribed on the title-page to “W. R.” i.e. William Rowley. I strongly favour Mr. Fleay’s view that Rowley merely altered it {circ. 1622) for a revival, and that the real author was Middleton. It is written very much in the style of Middleton’s early comedies of intrigue. The Puritan was published in 1607, and the title-page states that it was “written by W. S.,” — a fraudulent attempt to induce the public to believe that Shakespeare was the author, though Dyce and others suppose the initials to belong to Wentworth Smith. Middleton wrote a play called The Puritan Maid, Modest Wife and Wanton Widow (entered in the Stationers’ Registry, 9th September 1653); but this title will hardly suit The Puritan, which, nevertheless, I believe to be by Middleton. One curious expression in The Puritan (C 3), “by you Bear at Bridge-foot in heaven,” re-occurs in Middleton’s No Wit, No Help like a Woman’s (vol iv p. 415). Steevens, not understanding the joke, altered the word “heaven “to “even” in The Puritan. Throughout the play we are reminded of Middleton. The satire on the Puritans is what we find in The Family of Love; and the picture of town-life that the play gives is quite in the manner of Middleton’s early comedies. George Pyeboard is an inferior Witgood. It is the poorest of Middleton’s plays, unless we except Your Five Gallants, but it is not unamusing. George Pyeboard is evidently George Peele, the hero of the Merry Conceited Jests, which were published in the same year (1607) as the play, and furnished the playwright with hints. Pyeboard’s references to his almanac (sig. F 4) recall several passages in other plays of Middleton.

There are not many allusions to Middleton in the writings of his contemporaries. Jonson told Drummond of Hawthornden in 1619 “that Markham (who added his English Arcadia) was not of the number of the Faithful, i.e., Poets, and but a base fellow. That such were Day and Middleton.” I should like to think that this was but the expression of a passing gust of discontent; but we have seen that six years afterwards Jonson went out of his way to sneer at A Game at Chess. To the Duchess of Malfi Middleton contributed commendatory verses (in 1623), but Webster in the Address to the Reader prefixed to The White Devil (1612), while complimenting Chapman, Dekker, Heywood, &c., made no mention of Middleton. In Taylor’s Praise of Hempseed, 1620, are the lines: — 

 

“And many there are living at this day 

Which do in paper their true worth display, 

As Davis, Drayton, and the learned Dun, 

Johnson, and Chapman, Marston, Middleton, 

With Rowley, Fletcher, Withers, Massinger, 

Heywood, and all the rest where’er they are, 

Must say their lines but for the paper sheet 

Had scarcely ground whereon to set their feet.”

 

In a well-known passage of Heywood’s Hierarchy of Blessed Angels, 1635, Middleton is mentioned: — 

 

“Fletcher and Webster, of that learned pack 

None of the mean’st, yet neither was but Jack.

Decker’s but Tom; nor May nor Middleton, 

And he’s now but Jack Ford that once were John.”

 

His name is also found on the list of poets in Howes’ continuation of Stow, 1615, p. 811. In Wit’s Recreations is the following epigram: — 

 

“TO MR. THOMAS MIDDLETON.

 

Facetious Middleton, thy witty Muse 

Hath pleased all that books or men peruse.

 

If any thee despise, he doth but show 

Antipathy to wit in daring so:

Thy fame’s above his malice, and ‘twill be 

Dispraise enough for him to censure thee.”

 

The anonymous author of On the Time-Poets in the Choice Drollery, 1656, is not complimentary: — 

 

“The squibbling Middleton and Haywood sage, Th’ apologetick Atlas of the stage.”

 

There are critics who station poets in order of merit as a schoolmaster ranges his pupils in the classroom. This process I do not intend to adopt with Middleton. The test of a poet’s real power ultimately resolves itself into the question whether he leaves a permanent impression on the mind of a capable reader. A poet may carve cherry-stones with exquisite skill; but mere artistry, though a man might have the very touch of Meleager, soon palls. It becomes more and more a relief to turn from the χιΧιδόνων μουσιία of this refined age to the Elizabethans. Middleton may be charged with extravagance and coarseness. True: but he could make the blood tingle; he could barb his words so that they pierce the heart through and through. If The Changeling, Women beware Women, The Spanish Gipsy, and A Fair Quarrel do not justify Middleton’s claims to be considered a great dramatist, I know not which of Shakespeare’s followers is worthy of the title.




Glossary of Elizabethan Language

[image: img53.png]
 

By clicking on the links below, readers can view a glossary of Elizabethan 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
 

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 (Winter’s 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 one’s own body; away from one’s 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) - carpenter’s 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
 

BABE - baby; a child’s 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 boy’s 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 bird’s 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 - child’s 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 “Bellona’s 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, heart’s 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
 

CABIN - temporary shelter; a cave; the den of an animal

CABIN’D -  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 Cain’s 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 Caesar’s 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 beggar’s 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
 

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 (Winter’s 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 - Dogberry’s 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)




E
 

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

E’ER - 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 man’s 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




F
 

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-SUPP’D - 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 blindman’s-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

I’FECKS - 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 falcon’s 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 - sheriff’s 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

L’ENVOY - 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




M
 

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; woman’s 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




N
 

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 MEN’S 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




O
 

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

OD’S BODY - God’s body

OEILLIAD - an amorous glance

O’ERPARTED - having too important a part to act

O’ER-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




P
 

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 justice’s 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 D’ECU - 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




R
 

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 one’s 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

SHERIFF’S-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 woman’s 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 smith’s 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




T
 

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
 

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 another’s 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
 

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
 

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 person’s way or course; a tract of garden or park; to withdraw

WALL-EYED - glaring, fierce-looking

WALL-NEWT - small lizard

WAN - to turn pale

WAN’D - 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 woman’s 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-NECK’D - head awkwardly turned sideways




X
 

XANTHIPPE Socrate’s scolding wife




Y
 

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 sheriff’s 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
 

ZANY - a buffoon who imitates fools and jesters

ZEAL - zeal of

ZENITH - highest point of one’s fortune

ZODIAC - used for “year”

ZONE - path of the sun (see Hamlet Vi304)

ZOUNDS - God’s wounds (Swounds)
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 — Middleton was buried in St Mary’s Churchyard in Newington in 1627
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St Mary’s Churchyard is now a public park
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